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E R RAT A. 


Page Line. 
Arg. laſt fer Thucydules r. The- 
cydides | 
72— 6 darſt . dares 
20— 4 dele comma after rage 
37—19 wolfiſh, r. wolviſh 
41—14 carreer, r. career 
42—24 Cephatus, r. Cephalus 
43—21 for no ſpace, r. a ſpace 
59 —laſt Atheman, r. Meſlenian 
63 — 1 dele — at end of the line 
64—10 for fate, 7. ſate 
67-—20 plains, r. plain 
90—27 know, r. knew 
gI—note Trojans, . Grecians 
92—16 then. then 
97 2 ſammon, . ſummon 
102 — 3 for Ionion, . Ionian 
141 — 9 face, r. face 
147 — 1 Introduction . InduQion 
159—12 muſky, r. murky 
166—12 hither. . thither 
188-12 dictatccral r. dictatoral 
190—21 Cenvinc, r. Convence 
194—20 at lat, r. at Icaſt 
197= 1, imperious, r. imperial 
207-16 Pharoah, . Pharaoh 
211-73 avail, r. avail 
232—29 thunder, r. Thunder !— 
246—9 hill hills 
253 —12 ſpoil! r. ſpoil : 
261—21 friend, . friends 
0. —26 and ; r, and 
268—1 3 was r. waſt, 
279-209 Preelt . Pricit 
326—12 dele | 
54T—24 Stole, r. ſtole 
359—15 walchCay r. watchdog 
360— 1 dele! at end of the line 
364—27 after nor, cauſe, 
368—10 for pay, r. pay 
386-= 6 after never 7. held 
$10©—21 weA 7, was 
420—laſt fellor . feller 
421—12 robb r. rob 
431-176, Mountarean . Mauria- 
nian 
425—12 Peace r. Peace? 
443==26 people, r. people. 
45i—12 Sway, - 
5$3—21 roſe : 


Page Line 

479-2 Liberty 

486—note, Galls r. Gauls 

Do.—Do. decried r. diſcovered 

4*9g—16 laid r. hid 

5c4—b6 Monemon ry. Mnemon 

$12—3 plunder . plund'rer 

5377 diſpacring r. diſpairing 

528—15 Sphere 

$41—11 Aneo r. Anio 

348— 9 N. B. the inverted commas at 
the bey inning of each Line, 
ought to have been continued to 

' the end of the Poem. 

$53—-11 Vanward r. Vaward 

565— 9g chearfulneſs, 

$94— 1 dele 1ſt comma 

597—note r. the Weſer in Germany 

603—1aſt dele iſt comma 

602—11 her r. his 

607—note, Weſſer r. Weſſex 

609—22 the aſſembled r, th' af- 

ſembled 

619—17 drain r. drain'd 

620-19 dele 1ſt comma 

623— 2 Allert r. afliſt 

623— 8 dele comma after Evening 

629—-20 cleaning r. cleanſing 

Do.—laſt, news to 

631—1 chance the 

—- 6 ſheathe his 

Frop l. 4 Negil r. Nigel 

— 5 Story. Epilode 

613—4 Sway! 

Do. — 20 Senunu r, Senrus 

632-10 lovely fair; 
N. B. This is one inflance of 
what is commonly called 
Triſh Rhimes, I bope not 
many occur in theſe Pages, 

633-14 before, his 

b42— indevaftation r. in devaſta- 

tion ö 
643 dele laſt note. 


Note at the end of the vol.—line, 
1, 2, for the Puritans in the 
reign of James and Charles the 
ft (as they were then called) 
read the Puritans (as they were 
then called) &c. 


N. B. For any other miſlakes hich may occur, the Author hopes, his 
dillance from the Preſs, will, in ſome degree, be admitted as an Apology. 


EF 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


THE 


COUNTESS OF MOIRA, 


BARONESS HASTINGS, &c. &c 


A MUSE, long verſant in ideal things, 

That us'd to feel her youthful fancy glow, 
With-fcenes, unreal as the gaudy bow, 

Wild dreams of glorious deeds which fancy flings 
Acroſs her woodland range, with weary wings 
Forſakes the fairy world, and loves to gaze 
Where virtue charms the view, with genuine grace 
Nor, tho? allied to heroes and to kings 

Needs the ſuperfluous boon, with borrowed rays 
To gain reſpect, O would ſhe deign to view 

+ Theſe wild-wood flowrets, with a fav'ring eye 
Her ſmile would ſtamp renown, and wake anew 
My feeble voice a loftier pitch to try. 


Killiegh, 24 Dec. 1793. 
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Wurd Collections of decided merit are juſt at this time oſſered to the 
public, I am afraid, no apology will be deemed ſufficient for my preſum- 
tion. This publication was meant for a period, when it might have ap- 
peared without the additional diſadvantage of compariſon, but many ac- 
cidents occaſioned the delay.—To a few of theſe Pieces, while I was a 
ſtudent in the Univerſity, Premiums were aſſigned, a circumſtance which 
had a natural effect upon a young mind, though it gave expectations 


. which were not realized. I could alfo plead the opinion of ſome charac- 


ters diſtinguiſhed ſor taſte and genius, in favour of others of theſe Pieces, 
but I do not look on myſelf at liberty to mention their names, as it 
would be pledging their opinions to the public on a point, -on which the 
public may, probably, take a different fide, 


It has been objected to me that, in the following Collection, 1 deal 
too much in panegyric on living characters. In my defence, it may be 
urged, that all the perſons addreſſed in this Collection, are either already 
favourites with the public or, on enquiry, will be found to merit that 
diſtinction.— To the Counteſs of Moira, I am under peculiar obligations: 
It is only one inſtance of the general tenor of her Ladyſhip's conduct, 
that ſhe intereſted herſelf warmly in endeavouring to procure for me a 
proviſion for life. The application, though powerful, was, however, in 
conſequence of an indiſpenſible pre- engagement, ineſſectual, but certainly, 
true gratitude is not to be determined by ſucceſs, if I may truſt my own 


teclings. 


With regard to the propriety of occaſional panegyric when deſerved, 
might plcad the authority of the younger Pliny, a competent judge (it 
will be allowed) of the rules of court of Parnaſſus, © the praiſe of individu- 
« als or of ſtates, has been ſanctioned by immemorial uſage, But when 
* neglect of laudable attachments, indicated a contempt of praiſe, the 
* effeft ceaſed of courſe, and panegyric was no more. * But indeed the 
Hrain of chriſtian and pagan motaliſts who deſire us to follow things that 


* Plin, Ep. L. 3- Ep. 2r. 


It may be added as a corollary to the opinion of Pliny, that, till the 
claims became quite obſolete, the ſervice is due. 
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PREEACE, | it 


lead to good report, at leaſt imply, that praiſe is a ſtimulative to virtue, 
and then ſure nothing in the nature of things, that renders it incongru- 
ous to adorn it with numbers and imagery, This is indeed, conſidering 
the matter in ſomewhat of an abſtracted light, in which, not 1, but the 
genuine Poet is alone concerned. 


With reſpect to the panegytiſt, If Horace had only celebrated the 
virtues of Pxocutlrius, and STAT1IUs been content to commemorate the 
birth day of Lucan, there would have been no imputation on the ſince- 
rity of either. Dt vor indeed often proſtituted his pen, but thaat is no 
reflection on Pxrox and AxENSsID r, when the one wrote his addreſs to 
SHERLOCK, and the other to HoapLy, If it would be preſumption in me 
to uſe the words of Porr, that I am 


« To virtue only and her friends a friend.” 


yet I am as little conſcious of any duplicity or diſſimulation in my poor en · 
comiums on ſome illuſtrious names, as when I wrote the following lines 
to my friend Mr. BrRwick, a Gentleman, who, for his manly ſacrifice 
of emolument to integrity, on a certain memorable occaſion, deſerved a 
much better Panegyriſt. His conduct at that criſis had a ſenſible effect 
on the conteſt in which he was engaged, and which I will not pay fo bad 
a compliment to my countrymen, as to ſuppoſe they have forgotten. 
When we conſider how much he was at the time the favourite object of 
public attention and the many ſignal occurrances which rook place here 
ſince that time, it is difficult to ſay that his example was not diffuſed be- 
yond the circle of that ſociety, to which he then belonged. Some uncet- 
tainty in his late determinations, occaſioned the delay of ſending the fol- 
lowing lines, till the Letter · Preſs was finiſhed, which 1 hope will apolo- 
gize to my friend for their auk ward appearance at the end of a Preface. 
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TO THE 


REV. EDWARD BERWICK, 


ON HIS. GOING TO RESIDE IN THE COUNTRY. 


BERWICK ! ve little thought, when firſt we drew 
The ſocial lot from Alma's foſtering hand 

That you were chos'n to lead the youthful crew 

A. fearleſs pilot, to the lonely ſtrand 

Where honour dwells : while by the muſe trepan'd 
And o'er the wild by beck'ning phantoms led 

I'm doom'd to wander ſtill in fairy land 

By viſions tended, and in viſions fed ! 

And thou art ſent an humble crook to ſway 

Thy virtues all eclipſed in rural ſhade ! 

Yet heaven retains the glow of parting day 

Even hen the ſun in Thetis lap is laid 

So 14 example lives ! Nor thou diſdain 

The lowly duties of the quiet fold 

The ſun, whoſe glories float along the main 

When * Adrias dawning towers are ting'd with gold 
With more effect the winding ſlope illumes 

Where, fluſh'd with genial life the future vintage blooms. 


* Venice, © 


* . 8 


To the following TRAGEDY. 


IN that period of the war between the Athenians and 
Spartans, or Lacedæmonians, when the former had ſeiz- 
ed on the maritime fortreſſes of Naupactus on the North, 
and Pylos, on the South of Peloponneſus, the Spartans 
preffed on all ſides by the enemy, and apprehenſive that 
in their preſent diſtreſs the Helots, their ſlaves (whom 
they treated with unparalleled cruelty) would revolt from 
them, contrived by the following ſtratagem to find out 
ſuch perſons among them as would be the moſt likely 


ringleade rs in caſe of an inſurrection. 


They invited the moſt ſpirited of the Helot youths to 
have their names enrolled in the troops of Lacedæmon. 
To ſuch as offered their na mes, they preſented their li- 
berty, they were led in proceſſion round the temples, 
crowned with garlands, and, in a ſhort time they all diſ- 
appeared « nor did any one know” ſays Thucydides, * by 


te what means they periſhed.” 
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Such is the account of this extraordinary tranſaction, 
given by a cotemporary hiſtorian of unimpeached veracity 
Thucyd. 1, 4. c. 80. The author has taken the liberty 
of giving it a dramatic form, with the addition of an 
Epiſode, connected with the principal ſtory. 


The ſimilarity between the ſituation of theſe ſlaves, and 
our negroes in the Weſt Indies, (the Helots of modern 
times) will at once ſuggeſt itſelf to the reader. 


The principal deſign was, to illuſtrate a certain phe- 
nomenon in human naiure, which, tho' ſometimes the 
cauſe of the molt tragical events, yet originates from one 
of its moſt beneficial propenſities. That law of our nature, 
by which we are determined in general, to judge of others 
by ourſelves is given to us for the moſt benevolent pur- 
poſes, viz. that, by judging of the feelings, the claims, 
and propenſities of others, by our own, we might be in- 
duced to act with regard to them in all inſtances as we 


might reaſonably expect, they ſhould perform the relative 
duties to us. This, as an original law of our nature, 


muſt, in its univerſal ſtate, have predominated with great 
energy, and even the perverſion of this law, muſt, for that 
reaſon, retain a conſiderable influence. 'That a perſon 
who has injured another paſt forgiveneſs, or atonement, 


endeavours often without any provocation_to make his 
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ruin complete, is an inſtance of human depravity which 
has often been obſerved by moraliſis though as far as I re- 
collect, it has not been ſufficiently accounted for. In ſuch 
a caſe, the perſecutor ſeems to act from a regard to his 
own ſecurity ; from the notices of retributive juſtice 
which haunt the conſciences of the moſt depraved, he 
knows that retaliation is his due, if he leaves it in the pow- 
er of his adverſary to revenge. When he endeavours, 
therefore, to ruin his antagoniſt, he acts from an idea of 
ſelf-preſervation, an original law of our nature, nor is he | 
leſs obſervant of the dictates of this other law, by which 
(as the generality judge of the ſympathies and claims of 
others by their own) he judges of the depravity of ano- 
ther, by the ſtandard of his own vicious nature. Accor- 
ding to the ſituation of human nature, theſe laws mult 
operate uniformly, as well on its more depraved ſtate, as 
where its corruption is leſs observable. They are laws, 
which, tho* ſometimes fatal to individuals, cannot be ſuſ- 
pended, more than the laws of gravitation and attraction 
(which are alſo attended with pernicious effects ſometimes, 


in ſingle inſtances) elſe the buſineſs of life would be ſuſ- 
pended. A corrupted nature, under the influence of 


theſe laws, muſt, of courſe, ſometimes, produce terrible ca- 
taſtrophes, ſuch as is the ſubject of the following Drama, 
But ſuch examples conſtitute part of the regular ceconomy 


of providence, which, in this inſtance, as in others, de- 
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duces good from evil; as by ſuch examples, we are taught 
a leſſon of ſelf-government over our own dangerous pro- 
penſities, and vigilance againſt the injurious machination 
of others. | | 


For the prevention of ſuch complicated miſchiefs as 
ariſe from the perverſion of theſe original laws of „e 
preſervation, and judging of other's diſpoſitions by our own, 
the wiſdom and activity of legiſlators, has, in all ages, 


been employed, 


But there may be inſtances of depravity in the beſt re- 
gulated ſocieties, of which the laws cannot take cognizance. 
In ſuch caſes, I think, there is obſervable another remark- 
able inſtance of the interference of providence. The ſum 
total of moral evil is often diminiſhed, even by means of 
that propenſity in ſome, of judging others as cruel, as 
fraudulent, or as vindictive as} themſelves. The villain 
is conſtantly on -his guard againſt all mankind, for he 
judges all others by himſelf, Hence he often prevents 
the machnations which others may have deſigned 
againſt him, and proſecuted with ſucceſs, had he been 
leſs upon his guard. Thus by his unfavourable opinion 
of others, ſome evil is prevented, and ſome good even- 
tually produced, the ſociety, with which characters like 
theſe are connected are, by them, laid under a general 


; 
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obligation of tranſacting every meaſure in which then are 
concerned, with vigilance, caution, and prudence. 


The ſuppoſed neceſſity, of which the oppreſſor makes 
A plea to himſelf, for heaping miſery upon miſery, has been 
the immediate occaſion of much of the calamities of man- 
kind, from the days of Spartan inhumanity, to thoſe of 
Creolian ſlavery. Our countrymen have ſet the example of 
a more generous policy. To the Catholics, who had been 
aggrieved, they have given emancipation, privilege, and 
power. It is to be hoped, that this will be the commence- 
ment of a new ſchool of political philoſophy, wherein a 
communication of benefits and good offices will be ex- 


perimentally taught as the beſt method of ſecuring all the 
bleſſings of ſociety, 


I hope I will be excuſed for adverting to another in- 
ſtance of this propenſity in our nature of judging of 
other diſpoſitions by our own. It is indeed foreign to 
the preſent purpoſe, but has been lately attended with 
conſequences ſo memorable, that it claims ſome attention. 
It has been obſerved before, that many evils to ſociety are 
often prevented by the mutual diſtruſt of depraved minds. 
It is, on the contrary a common remark, that innocence 


is the cauſe of credulity, and credulity of ruin. This is 
often the misfortune of the weak and ignorant. But the 
evil does not ſtop here, for even the perſon who is bleſt 
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with an enlightened and virtuous mind, who is conſcious 
of his own rectitude, and inſpired with lofty ideas of the 
dignity of human nature, and who thence, ſuppoſes others 
as amenable to the dictates of right reaſon, as he finds 
himſelf, is, from that conſideration, eaſily induced to 
conclude that reaſon itſelf, and the knowledge of the rights 
of man are ſufficient, without any ſanction, to keep ſociety 
in order. This amiable propenſity in favour of virtue, 


would be entitled to great indulgence, if it was not often 
attended by very dangerous conſequences. 'The perſon 
who thus judges of the virtue or diſintereſtedneſs of 
others, by his experience of himſelf, is liable to be miſled, 
either by ſplendid, though impracticable ideas of poetical 
perfection, to attempt innovations in the conſtitution, or 
what is more common, he is expoſed to the feductive re- 
preſentations of deſigning men. Theſe, under the ſanc- 
tion of his name often complete that miſchief which 
otherwiſe they durſt not have attempted. Many exam- 
ples of this kind have been exhibited in the hiſtory of all 
ages, but in none has there occurred a more memorable 
inſtance, than the Revolution of France, where the 
noble, but fanciful ſchemes of a few truly reſpectable 
characters, ſchemes, which were calculated for a ſtate of 
human nature improved beyond the ſcale of experience, 
22d) which were at firſt highly recommended by the 
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veneration claimed by ſuch characters,“ have been fince 
ſo miſerably perverted. 


There are few points of reſemblance between the ſtate 
of Lacedzmon, and France,under its former Government, 
yet in one inſtance, there is a remarkable ſimilarity. 
There was no middle order in Lacedæmon, who might 
have preſerved the balance between the two parties. All 
were imperious maſters, or abje& ſlaves, divided from 
each other, and kept apart by inſuperable prejudices, 
There was not any middle order in France, f to preferye 
the balance between the Nobleſſe, and the Bourgeois. 
And that inſtinctive repulſion, which kept theſe apart, 
have produced conſequences ſhocking to humanity, 
Hence, when the lower order found their ſtrength, they 
purſued their antient lords with a degree of inveterate 
animoſity, unparalleled even in the ſanguinary diſputes be- 
tween the two parties in the little commonwealths of 
Greece. Our ſituation is happily different. That alienation 
of property introduced by Henry the ſeventh, and the 
natural operation of commerce, have introduced among us 
a midd]s. order of ſociety, equally connected with the 
higheſt and loweſt ranks, and who preſerve the ba- 
lance between both; Their influence pervades the 

* Clermont, Tonerre, Lally Tolendal, Kerſaint, Sieyes, &c. &c, 


+ The middle order in France, was nearly deſtroyed in the long and 
bloody conteſt of the League, not to mention the proſcriptions which 
enſued on the revocation of the Edict of Nantes, by Louis the 
fourteenth, 
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whole fabric of ſociety, and as the younger branches of 
the nobility, are occaſionally introduced into the Houſe 
of Commons, that conſtitutes a principle of union to the 
political body. The ſubordination of the clergy to one 
head, and the variety of orders of which they conſiſt, 
(not to mention their perſonal influence) gives them the 
advantage of forming a very ſtrong bond of union among 
the different orders of ſociety, Thoſe circumſtances 
will form (it is hoped) an effectual bar againſt any ſuch 
terrible innovations as have been lately experienced 
in France. With ſuch an awful example before them, 
the middle orders, poſſeſſed as they are of extenſive politi- 
cal power, general information, and perſonal influence, 
can never ſo far forget themſelves, and the intereſts of 
ſociety at large, as to fill the heads of the commonality 
with indefinite claims, and ideal rights. While they pre- 
ſerve their influence, and purſue the obvious means to 
extend it (for it may be {till further extended) they may 
bid defiance to all the unfounded theories, and politic 


machinations of the democratic ſophiſt. 


One good effect which, probably may follow from the 
atrocious ſcenes, which the conteſt of the two orders has 
occaſioned in France, ſeems to be this that, both there, 
at laſt, and in other countries, it will teach ſuperiors and 
inferiors to feel more intimately their mutual dependance, 
and to draw the bonds of ſociety till cloſer, by mutual 


good offices. 


THE 


TRAGEDY, 


Er. 


THE Meſeians had, at an early period of their biftory, been 
conquered and enſlaved by the Spartans. The remains of the 
nation (except one large body, which had eſcaped the dewaſtation, 
and ſettled on the ſhore of the Criſſaan Gulph, to the north of 
Peloponneſus) were incorporated with the old inhabitants of 
Laconia or Lacedemon, wwho were now in a ſlate of ſervitude 
under the general name of Helots. During the progreſs of the 
Peloponneſian war, between the Spartans and Athenians, the 
Helots, flimulated by the inhuman treatment of their maſters, * and 
encouraged by the diſtreſs of the Spartans, reſolved to make an 
attempt to regain their liberty, or, at leaft, to ſecure better treat- 
ment. The fears of the Lacedeamonians, which had induced 
them to relax their old ſanguinary laws ; and the ſecret intimations 
of aſſiſtance given by the Athenians, contributed to their encou- 
ragement. Alt this criſis, the adtion of the following poem begins, 
the concluding circumſlance is taken from Thucydeles. 


I is uell known that the Spartans encouraged their young men, to waylay, 
end maſſacre the Helots by night, in order to train them for military expeditions. 


— 


PERSON 8. 


Hicn Peter or Ara zo. 


ARISTODEMUS J 

ALCANDER 

Pun zmon > Chief Helats. 
AMPHIDAMAS 

PaorBaAs ; 


Neue, @ ſuppoſed Perfian captive, overſeer of the 
Helots. * 


Paas, a Spartan. 
AuciBrapes, an Athenian Ambaſſador. 
Heiors. 


Seuavrxr, daughter to Ariflodemus, the chief of the Helots. 


TRAGEDY, 


ACT I—SCENE I. 


Scene—A Wood near Amycle in Laconia. 


AMPHIDAMAS axd DYMAS—Two HELoTSs. 


Amp W HAT ! Memnon told you! — Memnon ! Sparta's ſpy ! 

Meſſenia's ſcourge ! and will you truſt to him? 
A fabler ! a barbarian ! Slave of ſlaves ! 
Long galled by Perſian bondage, and in ſcorn 
Set over us, to eggravate our wrongs, 
With the laſt inſult to the Grecian name ? 
He told you that a caſual quarrel caus'd 
This cruel ſtroke that lops our ſtrength away ! 

What was the circumſtance ? Repeat the tale ! 
And then, obſerve my comment ! 


Dym. 
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What 1 heard 
Carries its own conviction on its face; 
Nor would our magiſtrates at ſuch a time, 
Like gray-hair'd ideots, break in wanton ſport 
The laws themſelves had made. Alcander's doom 
(Ever lamented by Mefſenia's ſons) 
Roſe from a caſual quarrel, in the fane 
Of Jove's immortal daughters. There, at noon, 
When midſt aſcending fumes, the ſwelling hymn 
Roll'd in long plaudits round the awful dome, 
The fierce Androcles ſaw Alcander nigh, 
Liſtning the chorus; and inflam'd with rage 
At the intruſion of a branded ſlave 
Amid the rites of freemen, in a tone 
Of mingled rage and ſcorn, addreſs'd the youth ; 
Who, too incautious, or inflam'd by wrongs, 
Retorted with like ſcorn. The brother, then, 
Of proud Androcles interpos'd to ſoothe 
Hisgiſing rancour, and a tranſient calm 
Promis'd fallacious peace, bug night beheld 
His ſmother'd paſſions kindle like the fires 
That promiſe future tempeſt. By the moon 
The ſavage trac'd his noble prey along, 
Even to his native woods, and ſtruck the blow. 


Amph. Time vill detect the falſchood, or confirm 


Its truth, If our proud maſters meant to ſhew 


Reſpect to their own laws, the legal ſword 
Had puniſh'd the aſſaſſin. : 


ji 
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This is certain, 
Androcles has abſconded ; or (at leaſt, 
As Fame reports,) he has not ſince appear'd.— 


Amph. I traſt no rumours ; what I clearly know, 


Dym. Be calm—methought I heard a ruſtling noiſe 


That I'll believe. But Rumour is ſuborn'd ' 
(I fear) to ſoothe us in deceitful calm. 

Spite of ſurrounding foes, and rude alarms ; 
Some dreadful machination is on foot | 
Some baneful damp, to quench the riſing flame 
Of Liberty, that kindles thro? our bands. 

Elſe why, with all this ſemblance of regard, 
This ſanQimonious face of ſympathy, 

Why, when the council met to change the law 
For our relief, was midnight nam'd the hour 
Of dark deciſion ? Why did they ſelect 

The Temple of the Furies for the ſeat 

Of counſel ? Did Humanity's ſoft laws 

Fer take their birth from theſe deteſted walls? 
Why were the Helot's try'd and conſtant friends 
Excluded from the dark divan ? And why , 
Are all Meſſenia's- friends, where'er they rul'd, 
In Lacedeamon's martial bands, caſkier'd, 
Deſpoil'd, at once, of all their creſted pride, 
And, in their room, our moſt inveterate foes, 
The gloomieſt bigots of their cruel code 
Promoted? Say, my friend, are theſe the ſigns 
Of lafting league, of amity, and peace ? 


* 
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At hand—T would not wiſh your words were heard. 
My ear was not deceiv'd—'tis Memnon's ſelf — 
He muſt not find us here ! 

Amph. I wiſh it not. 
Of all the proud ſurveyors of our toils, 
'Tho' ſome are more imperious, none I dread 
Nor hate ſo much as him, yet know not why. 


Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Scene continues. 
Ex rx ASPASIA In Tut CuARAcTER or MEMNON. 


Aſp. Ye kindred ſpirits ! oft within thoſe groves 
Your tears of old for our repeated wrongs, 
Perhaps, have fallen. But fate, with iron hand, 
Long ſince has dry'd thoſe tears, and laid the figh 
That in thoſe glades roſe frequent! ſtill indeed 
Perhaps, even in the bleſt Elyſian plains 
Ye mourn the fair occaſion, ever loſt, 
When to the tomb ye ſunk without a name !. 
I too could mourn like you, could wander on 
Inglorious thro? thoſe groves, and wail my lot. 
But ] diſdain this lot. —I too muſt fall 
Like you ; but whether lapſe of lingering years 
Shall lay me low, or ſome auſpicious hour 
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Devote me for a people, on myſelf 
Depends ! IJ was not born to die a ſlave.— 
And now the deed is done which lifts my name 


Conſpicuous to the nations. Hence—away 
Vile habit! Stern Androcles' bloody ſteel 
That laid the blaming Helot low, denies 
Concealmem! Like'the, flaſh that fires the dome 
Of ſome proud temple, and diſcloſes wide 
The ſolemn ſhrine that holds the guardian god, 
This blow detects me to their wond'ring tribes. 
This is no common fate, like thoſe who fell 
Ignobly doom'd beneath the conſcious night 
To try the temper of a ſtripling's ſteel ! 
No Bacchanalian chorus wakes the groves, 
No feſtal dance, no rural ſong ! *Tis rage, 
Revenge, and loud rebellion ? Let it come. 
This arm ſhall point the lightning on the heads 
Of our proud deſpots! This is near the ſpot, 
Where, nightly, their diyan the ſeniors hold ; 


There, in the moment, when their paſhons mount 
In due ferment, my ſkilful hand ſhall throw 
The laſt ingredient in, that bids them blaze, 
Till in the billowy conflagration caught, 
Von haughty walls ſubſide. What I have told 
Has rais'd their wonder at my ſkill, that ſeems . 
Far, far above the ſublunary range | 
Of human comprehenſion. Could I ſee 

The afflicted father, ere the aſſembly meets 
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The train were ſurer laid. And lo! he comes; 
See! where he wanders like a ſtricken deer, 
The barbed ſhaft deep rankling in his fide ! 
Yet thro' the cloud of ſorrow that o'er-hangs 
His brow, vindictive rage, with tranſient gleam 
Illumes his reverend viſage. Here I'll ſhrowd ; 
Still ſomewhat, even from him, may yet be learn'd 
[ Retires, 


ENTER ARISTODEMUS. 


Ariſt. Then all my vigilance, my cares were vain, 


To check thy daring ſoul. Poor youth! I ought, 
(If I had priz'd thy life) with double ſeal 

The ſecret to have kept within my breaſt, 

Untold even by a look. But that pure flame, 
Deriv'd from him whoſe aſhes ſlumber here, 

Had mark'd thee out ſome prowling Spartan's prey, 
And thou had'ſt fallen as now, In other realms, ' 
When partial Heaven awakes the patriot fire, 

It leads the bleſt poſſeſſor on to fame, 

And kindles in the courſe ! But here, alas ! 

It blaſts the owner, as a bolt from Heaven, 

And ſets in blood ! But let the vengeance come, 

I havedeſerv'd it well! In every chance 

And change of ſad diſaſter, which befell 

Our toiling tribes, when every night was mark'd 
With blood, each day with violence and wrong, 


- 


I ſcap'd till now! I never felt at home 


Til now! Oh, injur'd people ! I, your lord, 
For whom your deareſt blood, if I requir'd, 

Had ſtream'd, was too, too timid, too remiſs, 
Too patient, ſelfiſh, cold ! Or if 1 felt, 

Twas not for you I felt, but for my ſon! — 

I fear'd, I trove to ward his doom in vain, 

But Fate has reach'd him now! O had his blood, 
From gallant Ariſtomenes deriv'd, 

Bedew'd ſome glorious field, 1 then had ſmil'd 
Upon my boy's diſtinguiſh'd tomb! But now 

He falls in blooming youth, yet falls in yain, 
Like ſome unwarlike ſavage to his den, 

Trac'd by the pack that ſnuff the tainted gale, 
And hunt him to his covert. But ſhall I— 
Shame to the blood of Ariſtomenes !— 

Shall 1, thus like a woman, wail his loſs, 

And ſay, he fell in vain? No—not in vain 

While I ſurvive ! What tho? the froſt of age 
Congeal my blood, my tongue that us'd to preach 
Patience, ſhall trumpet now revenge and ſlaughter ; 
I have a ſon to tremble for no more ! 

Then rouſe, ye quiet groves ! Rebellion ! come. 
Awake | Sedition ! Haſte ! ye gathering ſtorms, 
I'll point you to your prey! Alcander's blood 
Has waſh*d away my fears ! Why ſhould I linger 
Thus on the trembling verge of life, while rage— 
Athens—Mefſenia—and immortal fame, 
Marſhall me on to glory !—— 
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[To him. Enter Memnon in a Perſſan habit. 


Ariſt. What art thou ? 
Art thou the ſoul of my brave anceſtor 
That comes to check my rage, or fan the flame ? 
Acrial viſitant ! Thou ſeeſt a man 

EF Who darS to hear, whate'er thou dar ſt to tell, 

And execute whate'er thou bidſt. 

M:mn. He thinks me 

=, ſpirit or a god, the midnight gloom 
Favours the thought. He ſhall not know me yet. 

[To Ariſtodemus. 

Whate'er I am, it is not mine to tell. 
But perſeyere ! the gods are on thy fide, 
And favour freedom ! I am ſent to warm 
Your bands with new deſires, and give the glow 
That lifts the ſlave to manhood ; think not then, 
That mangled form, which ſoon, with pious rites, 
Thy ſlaves ſhall carry to the funeral pile, 
Thy ſon ! His better part ſurvives, and walks 
From ſoul to ſoul, with unſeen ſteps, but not 
Unfclt. Obſerve his motions, and adore 
His holy footſteps ! He will lead you on 
To certain conqueſt ! Fare thee well, and proſper. Exit. 

Ar}. Ts it even fo !—Why, then, lamented youth! 
Thoſe eyes no more, with weak, effeminate drops, 
Mean to profane thy glorious fall! Thou ſetſt 
And ſotſt in blood! But, like the lamp of day, 
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That riſes on the vernal morn, and brings 
The zephyrs in his train for the rude blaſt 
That ſwept the ſummer buds away, thou liveſt, 
As ere few ſuns decline, the world ſhall know! 


To Id MEMNON AGAIN—PHILEMON AND OTHER Cuirss Of 


THE HELOTS. 


Phil. Thou haft aſtoniſh'd us! Where couldſt thou learn 
1 That Dorian dialect of perfect phraſe. a 
Thou ſeem'f a native here ! Could' thou have gain'd 
In Aſia's melting climes among the hordes 
Of willing laves, ſuch hardihood of thought, 
Such glowing ſentiments, as ſeem to ſhame 
Athens, in all her independent pride ? 


Forgive us, if we doubt. 


Ariſt. Is this the form 
te. 8. lately ſeen by me? 


Phil. Thou ſeeſt us to the verge of ruin led, 

Our recent hope of independence quench d, 
When brave Alcander fell. On Sparta's lords 
Thou art dependant. Thou, perhaps, ſuborn'd 
By them, the ready minion of their will, 
Employ'ſt thy ſupple arts, thy fair pretext 
Of generous ſentiments to probe our hearts, 

To try, if yet we feel; if aught remains, 
Aught, not to be extinguiſh'd by our tears, 
Aught yet unquell'd beneath the weight of wot, 
Ready once more to catch the falling ſpark 
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And flame for liberty. We are not now 
So loſt to prudence, as to fall a prey 
To ſuch low machinations. 

That you doubt 
My own aſſertions, till my proofs are given 
To clear my conduct, no reſentment breeds 
In me, Philemon ! nor ſappoſe I ſcorn 
To chooſe thee umpire of the teſt I bring, 
When to this reverend fire I now appeal, 
With grief depreſt ; yet ſtill in him ſurvives 


Meſſenia's lateſt moſt endearing hope, 
Scorning the frowns of Fate. 
Avriſt. O mock us not 
With hopes! But why encroach upon the hour 
Of ſympathizing ſorrow ? Can you raiſe 
The dead? Can you reſtore my gallant ſon ? 
Why didſt thou, like a viſion, come even now, 
For well I know 'twas thou, whom late I ſaw) 
With myſtic words to. raiſe fallacious hope ? 
Say, Perſian ! do your native plains produce 
Balm to the bleeding heart ? You rather came, 
I fear, with poiſon to foment the wound 
Yet pay ſome reverence to paternal woes ! 
Retire, and ye, my friends ! let me entreat 
Your abſence, till the funeral rites begin! 
Mem. Be ſorrow facred. But, remember, fire, 
To ſorrow like a man! This woman's dey - 


Ariſt. 
Mem. 


Ariſt. 


Mem. 


Ariſt. 


Amazement. Who informed thee? 


m. The number equals the celeſtial choir 
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But ill becomes the old, imperial ſtem 
Of fallen Meſſenia ! 


Who informed thee ! ſay ! [ Surprized. 
The ſame who told 7 


Of things unknown to human ears, but mine, 


Yet known in other worlds, where thoſe, whoſe duſt 
In this long conſecrated mold repoſe, 


This inſtant are conſulting on the doom 
Of old Meſſenia. 
Ha! thou ſtartſt a thought 
Might wake the dead! Who flumbers here? Uafold! 
Some know the ſecret, but to alien ears 
It is a ſecret ſtill. 
| Beneath this mold 
Slumbers the laſt of your imperial line, 
Who follow'd down Eurotas plaintive ſtream 
With deſolation, fell revenge, and blood, 
For Sparta's wrongs ! I need not add his name !— 
Here ſleeps the duſt of Ariſtomenes ! 


Firſt declare 
Whether I gueſs the.number of the kings 
That reſt around their great progenitor 
On everlaſting guard, like yonder ſtars 
That circle round the pole ! | 
What number, ſay! 


Of Jove's harmonious daughters! 
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| | Arif. | 4 Heaven and earth !— 

| | Some god or demo told thee ! 

| | | Mem. | Now recall 

| From memory's dormant ſtores, if e' er thou heardſt 


An uncouth ſaw, by antient prophet's ſang 
What ſhould befall the tenth, if ſtill he kept 
His ancient regal honours unprofan'd 
By Hope, by Intereſt, or by Fear! 
Arift. | To him 
Was the revival of Meſſenia's hopes 
Aſſur d; and hence, alas! my ſad deſpair, 
Since my Alcander's lofs ! To him I gave 
My right ! | 
Mem. Deſpair not yet, there ſtill remains 4 
The tenth—thou liv'ſt for yengeance! Others ſtill 
Of the Herculean line ſurvive, by thee 4 
To be adopted. Rouſe to vengeance ! Rouſe ! 
The frozen ſnake at Spring's reviving breath / 
Feels the return of life ! 
Phil. Unequall'd man ! 
Heaven's favourite! Yet vouchſafe another glimpfe 
Of heaven's etetnal counſels (if tis given 
To mortal minds to know), why did the powers 
Above, permit the ſpirit of the ſtate , 
So long to dream away the rolling years | 
And why that myſtic number choſen, that ſeems 
A nincfold charm ? 
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Mem. : Young man, you aim aright ! 
Tt is a ninefold charm : The holy choir 


Of Pindus Fount, * the loyely guardians ſtill 
Of Sparta's throne, with everlaſting prayer 
Long wearied their immortal ſire, to grant 
Each one, thy thrones depreſſion, till the Fates 
Had nine times ſpun the long empurpled thread 
For nine of thine imperial anceſtry, | 
From Ariſtomenes to thee deriv'd— 
Each gain'd a royal facrifice, a life 
Of old Meſſenia's line, ſo long to fave 
Their favour'd Lacedæmon. Pheron fell 
The laſt, thy royal fire ! 
Arift. | By all the gods 
Then there are hopes ! had not Alcander fallen ! 
Mem, Miſtaken man ! thy ſon's lamented fall | 
Is life to old Meſſenia's cauſe ! 
Ariſt. Explain, 
Thou more than prophet ! even the beating ſtorm 
Much more the tempeſt of the mind would calm 
To hear thee ope the myſteries of heaven !— 
How is the ſtate advantag'd by the blood 
Of fallen Alcander ? | 
Mem, Much afflicted ſire! 
Be it thy conſolation to be told 
Thy fon was ſummon'd by the awful call 
Of providence, to fire the general breaſt 


The Muſes worſhipped at Sparta. 
B 
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Phil. 
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With keen vindictive rage, to add revenge 
To public ſpirit, to cement with blood 
Meſſenia's combination: Have I given 
A teſt of more than mortal reach ? 

Thou haſt ! 


Then let the hopes of more than mortal aid 


Expell deſpondence from your ſinking hearts? 
And, to aſſure you more, this inſtant hour 
Rites, to your climes unknown, ſhall ope the gates 
Of yon Empyrean, on this gloomy ſcene 
To let in more than day. Then ſhall ye know 
With due preciſion, what the gods require 
And what they promiſe. Haſte ye ſlaves, erect 
[To ſome of his owon ſlaves. 

The altar of the Magi, Light the flame 
And meet the coming dirge with holy ſongs !— 
— Break the deep gloom of yon funereal cloud 
With heavenly fplendours, like created light 
With Hades old contending. 

[ The flaves prepare the altar, the holy fire, Qc. 

the Helot chiefs with Ariſtodemus go to mee! P. 


MEMNON—ATONx. 


Thanks to the knowlege from my fire deriy'd 
Of old Meſſenia's ſtory ! To thoſe ſwains 

I ſeem a delegate from heaven ! They take 
My flowery fiQions, my poetic tales 


Phll. 
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For di ctates of the gods, immortal themes 
Yet of ſuch prophecies I have been told 
Or true or falſe. - If true, why ſhould not I 
Avail me of that energy they breathe 
To ſecond my own views ? Alcander's life 
(Had he ſurviv'd,) had ſerv'd me as a baſe 
To build my claims ; on one congenial ſtem 
Our titles might have grown to after times 
In everlaſting bloom. But he is gone ! — 
His ſiſter ſtill remains ; her claims to mine 
Are hoſtile ; tho? alike. 1 muſt contrive 
To break this bar, or move it from my way! 
I would not dip my hands in regal blood ! 
It only then remains, by artifice | 
To ſpirit her away, or fright her hence 


By fear of ſomè impending ill, —they come! 
[The funeral proceſſion approaches, attended by 
Ariſtodemns, Philemon, and the reft of the 


Halo chiefs. 


There fell Meſſenia's glories ! Thou art fled 
Brave ſpirit ! Who amidſt the bellowing ftorm 


(When prying curioſity, appall'd, 
Dreaded to walk our vales, and murther flunk 
Into her wolviſh den, with blood embath'd) 


Came like the fpirit of the tempeſt forth 


| When, riding on the clouds, he calls to arms 


His fiery factions in the angry air, 
Then, when the loud revolt of nature ſeem'd 
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In Ithome's aſpiring ſons to route 
Each independent paſſion, dormant long. 
When to the waving woods and ſobbing ſtorm 
Eurotas, ſwoln to rage, by watry moons 
His ſolemn cadence join'd,—then—how he ſtood 
Like ſome ſage maſter of a powerful ſpell 
Throꝰ the fermenting multitude around 
Erecting their fallen hopes, and teaching ſlaves 
To think and feel like men. But oh, ye ſhades 
Of old Amyclz ! you, ye conſcious groves ! 
The fatal ſecret was not kept! Ye ſtorms ! 
Ye winds proclaim'd it ! Every partial god 
That favour'd Sparta, watch'd the gloomy hour 
Pale Hecat watch'd, and: mixt her midnight bane 


To daſh our ſacred counſels—elſe, how dar'd 


Thoſe wolves of Sparta, crouching to their dens 


Before the Attic hunter, they, who long 
Have ſeem'd afraid to ſtain our peaceful cots 
With moon-light maſſacre, or luſt, again, 
Thus to inſult a people ? Thus to ſhed 
Our deareſt blood ? 

Alas ! my friend, too ſure 
The myſtic ſecret of his birth, ſo long 
Our beſt palladium, and the charm, that kept 
Whate'er of ancient manhood yet remain'd 
Or loyalty alive, tho? known to few 
Was certainly divulged—-elſe why on him 


{ After a long deceitful pauſe) ſhould Fate 


Phil. 


Art. 
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Faſten at once, and bear our hopes away? 

Behold the ſlaughter'd ſon, and mourning fire, 
[Enter Helots, bearing the body of Alcander, 

Ariſtodemus, Cc. 

Here reſt the lov d Alcander's laſt remains 

That daring and intrepid ſoul, ſo late 

Who might have rais'd Alcides? falling race 

Now ranges in Elyſian liberty, 

No longer manacled to earth, compelPd 

In painful poſt to combat with the tide 

Of this bad world! Thy virtues—noble youth! 

Were ſplendid ſigns that led the venom'd ſhaft 

With ſurer level to its mortal mark !— 

Thy worth undid thee 1—hadft thou been content 

To ſlumber out the live-long, thoughtleſs night 

Amongſt thy fellow hinds without a dream 

Of what thy anceſtors once were, -I now 

Like other fires had own'd a living fon !— 

But, oft when others ſlept, thy ſoaring ſoul 

Took wing from this ignoble nook, and ſped 

Her way to other worlds, congenial climes 

To hold high converſe with thy mighty fires 

And breathe that pure Ethereal flame, that lifts 

The man to godhead ! Why thoſe ſplendid boons 

This prodigality of heaven, and waſte | 

Of worth, like ſome vile hind, to fall obſcure 

By a Laconian ruffian's hand, unleſs 

To mock che hopes of Man? 
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Mem. "i thought, old ſire. 
Thoſe earthly vapours had no longer power 
To trouble thy clear intellect, ſo late 
Admitted to the counſel of the gods 
An earthly gueſt! —muſt I again repeat 
The need of ſome uncommon ſacriſice 
Some deed of direſt import, whoſe deep guilt 
Devotes the bloody city to the power 
Of him, who is the ſource of every ill 
To thoſe lethargic ſpirits, long diſus'd 
To flame at common wrongs, ſome flagrant act 
Was requiſite, to fire plebeian ſouls 
To thoughts of vengeance ! Know, the heav'nly powers 
Work not by human means, elſe man might think 
All things the regular effect of Fate 
Or rul'd by yon reyolving orbs above 
And quite forget their being ! But full oft 
Dreadful and devious, as the comet's courſe 
By ſignal and aſtounding ſteps they move 
To call us back, when wand'ring. Know beſides 
The two contending powers, who ſway below 
Great Oroſmades, and the dreaded name 
Of Arimanius, ſource of every ill 
(Your Jovx, and Puro) oft in council dread 
Meet on their frontiers, and with league unknown 
Difpenſe the fortunes of this nether world 
The ſcene of their alternate ſway), like Sol 
And his fair nightly ſiſter, filver-thron'd,— 


Plul. 
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Oft, when the power beneficent is pleaſed 
To raiſe ſome ſtate, or bid a people breathe 
Th' ambroſial air of dear bought liberty 
He gives his dark competitor the power 
To arm his red right hand with every plague 
That humbles mortals, famine, fire and ſword, 
Inclement ſeaſons, and the dreadful band 
Of peſtiJential armies in mid air 
Encamping on the ſettled gloom. By them 
He wreaks his horrible intent, and deems 
The ſubje& world his own, but deems in vain 
The friendly power permits his fell carreer 
And over rules his rage. The dire extreme 
Sharpens the human intelle&, and calls 
The manly virtues forth, calm Vigilance, 
Devotion, Fortitude, the ſocial tyes 
That faſten man to man with links of love 
And liſts a band of heroes, fit to braye 
The mortal menace of oppreſlive power. 
Interpreter of heaven! thou well haſt prov'd 
Thy mighty Miſfon by no yulgar figns !-— 
— Thy words might chear deſpondence, but, alas! 
Had Jove deſign'd our freedom, he had left 


The heir of Ariſtomenes to lead 


Mem, 


Her loyal armies l am chill'd with years 
Without a ſon! 

But not without a child ! 
Thou haſt a daughter, lovely as the morn 
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| She has a lover, bold, aſpiring, brave, 

And one who ſhares the honour of thy blood 

Adopt him to your line ! nd 
Ariſt. His worth is witneſs d 

By the attachment of his fellow ſlaves 

O be their lore leſs perilous to him 

Than to Alcander ! heaven benights our views ! 
Mem. To clear your doubts, (if any doubts remain) 

An auful revelation, yet behind 

Ripe for difcloſure, labours to a birth! 
Amph. Where will this end? I feel a ſacred awe 

As if ſome god in human ſhape, were near ! | 
Phil. A god or man he ſeems, the ſent of heaven | H 

Attend ! he opes her lips to ſpeak again. . 


— 4 Min 


Mem. Know then ! deſponding men! on Perſia's bound: 
My youth, obſervant of the will of heaven. 
Was fixt to watch the never dying flame 
To which th* imperial heirs of Cyrus bend. 
Thence, when reliev'd at laſt, at early day 


As, overwatch'd, 1 laid me down to reſt 


Where thro” the purple gates of morn aſcend 
Viſions of true preſage, methought I ſaw 
The blufh of early day, aſcending ſtill— 

. ſeem'd to watch the miſts that roll away 
From fair Gedroſia's weſtern hills, before 
The coming god, to ſpy the firſt, faint beam 
That gilds their lofty brows, and hail the power 


With wonted hvmns adoring :-- Soon aſlany 


* 
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The miſty curtain mov'd away in folds 
Of gorgeous tiſſue, by the orient beam 
Enrich'd with all heaven's drapery, that ſeem'd 
To match the labour of cæleſtial looms — 
The piny mounts umbrageous ſides appear'd 
In pomp of light and ſhade, diſcloſing full 
His giant lineaments, as the light clouds 
Mov'd over his majeſtic front, now hid 
Now manifeſt, in morns reſplendent veſt. 
Deep echo from the vales return'd the voice 
Of morning flocks and herds, the ruffling groves 
Swell'd with aerial minſtrelſie and all 
Was vernal life and joy ! but, weſtward far 
An hovering cloud, upon the mountain brow + 
Seem'd ſettling long, and oft was ſeen to poiſe 
His grey extended wings to fleet away 
And often ſcem'd, with light, fantaſtic toe 
To ſpurn the heath-crown'd height, like the blue flame 
That hovers o'er the dying taper's point. — 
At laſt, from every glade and thicket near 
Each gulphy ſtream, and ſedgy glen, it ſeem'd 
Its kindred fogs to call—the kindred bands 
In dim detachments up the channel'd ſides 
Of that ſteep wilderneſs aſcend, and mount 
Blottiag the pure ethereal bounds.— Anon 
The bands of ancient night, diſperſt ſo late 
Seem'd rallying faſt from their Tartarean caves 
And wide encroaching on the golden edge 
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Of day, which, circumſcrib'd, but lovely ſtill 
Skirted the roſy orient. Like the powers 
Of Ariman they ſeem'd, when his proud hand 
Unfurls the flag of darkneſs in the face 
Of Oroſmades, lord of life and love,— 
But with the weſt wind ſoon the ſtormy ſouth 
His potent breath combin'd, and ſwept along 
The rallying fogs, wide verging to the poles 
In broad circumference around. The day 
Seem'd to retire, and call its orient beams 
Back to the fount of light. The fount of light 
Was ſcen no more. But in its ſtead, forth lanc'd 
The lurid lightning; in thoſe peaceful bounds 
Where fair tranquillity for ever ſmiles 
The delegate of darkneſs ſeem'd to take 
11 His gloomy poſt and ſadden all the ſky ; 
1141 Then hurl'd his ſpells around; the laſt faint beam 
Soon licken'd into night. I faw with dread 


#1 The fearful portent, nor the portent long 

: Was unexplain'd, for ſoon a faded form 

11 Deſpondiog ſtood before my mental eye 

uw It bore th' undoubted enſigns of the gods... 

| | [ Whoſe preſence gilds our temples. ® But his looks 
4 Were all eclips'd, his dazzling crown was loſt 

| p Shorn of his beams he ſtood, like one depos'd 

1 From his celeſtial honours, and at length 

In ſighs began. Thoſe ſigns which late you ſaw 


# Milteras, or the Sun, the tutelary Deity of the Perſians, 
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« Are ominous to Perſia, From the weſt 
The hand of Ariman conducts a foe 
FPortentous to her glory, as yon clouds 
That blot my beams—from fair Ionias iſles 
The Doric bounds and Macedon they came 
« Like night and darken all Choaſpes ſhore ! 
„The heir of Cyrus from his noontide height 
« Falls like proud Clymene's preſumptuous ſoa 
« His /afety is the diſcord of the foe 
« His hope is Sparta's fall. 

Myſterious heaven! 

Her hope is Sparta's fall, and what is ours ? 


Aſter a ſolemn pauſe, he thus proceeds 


«« Even now great Oroſmades lends the means, 
% The Athenian ſquadrons, like the raging north 
Lay the proud honours of her foreſts low 

« And in Amyclz's groves a ſecret fire 

© Kindles amain, and ſoon will lift its head 
Ober their devoted ſhades—the guardian god 
« Of Thebes *, who led his conquering ſquadrons on 
« To Ganges from Iſmenos; will not ſcorn 

« To aid me, for of old my potent help 

« Confirm'd his victories, my temper'd beam 

« Tofter'd his vines on India's palmy ſhore ; 
Held in ſuſpenſe the periodic rains 

Or gave the timely ſhower, with milky flow 

« To call the power of vegetation forth, 


* Bacchus, ſuppoſed to have conquered India. 
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« And, when the Naiad train, whoſe viewleſs bands 
« Supply the ſprings of Ganges, and diſpenſe 

« To their calm votaries the limpid bowl 

© (Deem'd ſacred as the noctar of the Gods) 

& To all the tribes of that religious land) 

„ Dreading the vines inſpiring juice, of power 
To ſpread revolt among the ſober ſwains 
„With deep nocturnal oriſons implor't 

© My ſiſter goddeſs of the watry ſtar 

« With her cold influence, and malignant power 
4% To chill th” inverted year; to brew the rains 
« With deep'ning inundations from the hills 


« To fweep their ſummer glories all away 


To Ethiopia's main. I ſoon perceiv'd 


The cloſe confederacy, tho' wrapt in night 
Then when the congregated vapours ſpread 

* Diſpenſing wide their chill Tartarean ſteam 

1 To the deep cavern, where the ſiſters ſate 

« Priſoning the infant moons, I pointed full 

« My burning beam the ſcatter'd vapours fled 
„And left the mountain's brow, the Naiad's band 
Felt my full glories ſcorch their ſea- green hair 
« And drop'd their tinkling urns, and fled away 
« 'To hide them in the mines, among the ſores 
„Of unſunn'd ſilver, and forbid the fount 
„Above the flowery bank to ſwell the ſtream 
„Or drench, with ceaſeleſs rain, the viny plant, 


In favour to the god who gave the boon— 


Many a long league, in many a quaint diſguiſe 
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Go thou! I here diveft thee of thy robes - 
« As prieſt of Mithras! Go! and ſeek the ſhore 
Where firſt * he ſaw the light, approach the fane 


On Daulias lofty ſummit, and declare 


(After due Oriſons) my urgent claims 

For his alliance, bought with friendſhip old. 

« Bid him inſpire his Thebans to the field” 

« Againſt the Spartans haughty race, who threat 

* Even now, the throne of Cyrus! thence depart 
« And ſeek in fair Amyclæs groves, the tribes 

% Who boaſt the blood of old Meſſenia's line 

« (Tho' now the name be gone, diſgrac'd and ſunk 
In that of Heror). If the ſwains receive 
Thy miſſion gladly, rouſe the bolder youths 
To turn upon their lords, and nobly wrench 
From their ſlack hands, the old, paternal ſpear 
And face their cruel hunters,” Here he ſoar'd 
Amid the gathering gloom. Suſpenſe I ſtood, 
Now wrapt in wonder, now in doubt involy'd 
How beſt to win my way to Dauhas bounds 
Thro' warring nations. To Miletus thence 


I ſhap'd my courfe at laſt, and thence embark'd 

Aboard a ſhip of Samos for the ſtrand , 
Of old Cithzron. Soon the black north weſt 3 
Aroſe, and drove our fated barque along 

To Malca's hoſtile bay, when ſoon we met 


* "Thebes, where Bacchus was born. 
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Ly ſandet's martial brigandine, and ſtruck 
To his ſuperior flag the crew in chains 
Were doom'd to various toils, but I was ſent 
(Thanks to the gods, who led my fated Reps) 
To join my lot with you. | 
Ariſt. Propitious gods ! 
Could he, «who fills his clay-cold bed, again 
Ariſe, how would he ſoar above all dread 
And coward doubt! How would he graſp the bole 
Of thund'ring Jove, in fancy, and diſperſe 
His foes, with heaven's own lightning ? 
Men. Better thus !— 
Perhaps, were he alive, his eager ſpirit 
Burning for premature exploits, would lead 
His Helots on to ruin, where the way 
Seem d to conduct to glory.——Let that thought 
Be now thy ſolace ! our revenge, tho flow. 
Is certain. 
Ait. Then! Laconian tygers! then! 
I yet may live to thank you! not content 
With ſimple murtber, on his godlike form 
Of matchleſs mold your ſavage malice ſtamp'd 
A thouſand wounds—ye meant it his diſgrace. 
It is his glory, that his worth provok'd 
Such wolves as you, that bay the radiant moon 
For ſhining on your fell miſdeeds ye marr'd 
That beauteous face with wounds - the ſovereign ſea; 


Men, 


Mem. 
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Of manly beauty, where revenge and malice 
Might look their rage away! 

Old man! no more! 
The time prohibits weak complaint let all 
Loud paſſions ceaſe ! and in this quiet grove 
No accent of impatience taint the time 
Due to religion.—-Y ou, the miniſters 
(Selected for the purpoſe,) light the lamp 
The ſymbol of that radiant power, who leads 
The golden day, whom Perſia's tribes adore 
At dead of night, and at the bluſhing dawn, 
He led them on to glory from the eaſt 
Inſpiring godlike Cyrus to purſue 
The flaming track of his diurnal car 
Till Aſia's weſtern climes confeſt their lord 
And Egypt ſunk before him i—Call around 
Your Helots to partake the ſolemn rite - 
And from the ſplendid ſhrine, with beating heart 
Inhale the preſent god, while breathing high 
Poetic rapture ſwells the ſolemn ſtrain 


Such as from Sparta's flute yet never flow'd: | 
Devoting Lacedzmon to the powers 
Of Ariman and everlaſting night 
Others prepare Alcander's funeral pile. 
[The ſacred lamp is lighted and ſet on the urn 
over the tomb of Ariſtomenes. 
Chaos, and ancient night! Ye nameleſs powers 
Who ſhare the throne of darkneſs, and preſide 
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Over the moonleſs realms, forgive the ſtrain 
That hails your luminous rivals, far remote! 
Nor deem us rebels to your ancient ſway 
That thus we fing the god,. whoſe orient beam 
Pierc'd your primæval ſhadows, and expell'd 
From half your bounds Oblivion's'torpid reign. 
Ye ſwarthy Satraps ! from your ancient claims 
We mean not to detract ! But (if our vows 
Merit acceptance in your gloomy realms, 
Diſhonour' by creation) to ſend down 
New colonies from theſe devoted plains, 
Whoſe deeds of genuine darkneſs well have earn'd 
The dire diſtinction. Now begin the hymn. 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 
Hail! reſplendent orb of day, 
Where'er thou point'ſt thy circling ray, 


Now, perhaps, with downward rein, 


Courſing o'er the Indian main, 
Or led thro? unknown tracts of zther blue, 
Giving the nether world thy beams to view. 
At thy flaming ſteeds returniog, 
Nature lays aſide her mourning, 
Nature wakes the choral throng, 
While thou inſpir'ſt the general ſong. 15 
The morning gales that riſing ſweep 
Old Sericana's purple wave, 
Bear the fogs in phalanx deep, 


Back to Demogorgon's cave! 


Ariſt. 
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The verdant tribes of ſummer, which aſcend, 
Deep cluſt'ring from the genial ſoil below, 
With ſilent tranſport feel your influence blend, 
The ſpring of life, and love's tranſporting glow. 

Thus thy burning ſhaft employ, 

'Gainſt Laconia's tyrant ſway, 

Till thou ſeeſt their ſquadrons fly 

Like the fogs at early day, 

Thus along the ſmooth Eurutas, 

(Soil unknown to every worth) 

Riſing thick as flowery Lotes, 

Give the manly virtues birth! 


Break off—break off the bright ſymbolic ſign 


Burns ominous and dim, like Perſia's god, 
When Night's fair empreſs comes, with envy pale, 
To intercept his glory. We muſt try 
Some other charms. I ſhudder but to think 
On thoſe that ſtill remain! For, what remains 
But that, which cleaves the mundane ſhell, and calls 
The weary ghoſt (new reconcil'd to night, 
And all her ſolemn charms) to hated day 
Again ?—And one portentous bribe alone 
Has weight to gain the gloomy Ariman, 
To render back his purchaſe ! 

What is that ? 
Say, Perſian ! thou, that hold'ſt with either world, 
Thy dread communication, is it needful 
That more of old Meſſenia's royal raca 
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Should bleed? My gallant apceſtor (whoſe name 
Is now, alas ! my only boaſt) when Sparta, 
(Deteſted Sparta !) girt with direful fiege 
His capital; when thy reſplendent god 
(Our Delphian oracle) with fad reſponſe, 
Demanded from the Herculean line 
A ſpotleſs maid (to pleaſe the powers below, 
And with her immolated blood atone 
For thouſands) ſoon o'ercame paternal fear. 
J have a daughter. Does that ſtern regard, 
Say, I muſt alſo quell paternal fear? 


Mem. Such is my aim, old man !—You gueſs aright, 


Afide. But know not yet my motive nor my claim 
To old Meſſenia's throne, were ſhe remov'd, 9 
Her fears, if nothing elſe, ſhall chace her hence. | 
Arif. My child is dear as life—nay, dearer far. 4 
Slavery had long ere now ſunk this grey head 
To ſeek a welcome grave. But love prolong'd 4 
My days, in thraldom, and in ſhame. Yet fay not 1 
That ſhe ſhall bleed! I have no hopes but her, 
Nor other bope does now Meffenia boaſt. — 
-— Some, it is true, of great Alcides line, 
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In bondage, or in exile, may ſurvive, 


But ſhe alone is known the lineal heir 6 

Of our Meſſenian ſtem ! And, ſnould ſhe fall, 
The bond, that holds our wretched tribes together, : 

Sinks with her to the ground, and what am I A 


Jo fill a nation's truſt ? 
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lem. Or ſhe, or I 
Afide. Maſt quit the claim! | 
[To Ari 11. 
J take it not upon me 

To tell the gods? intent at large; but ſoon, 
Perhaps, your meſſenger from Delphis* fane 
Will clear your doubts. The virgin's- ſacrifice 
At Ithome, by her ſtern ſire s command, 
Was not accepted. For Meſſenia's hands 
Were foul with long-contracted guilt, the ſame 
Which now brings down the wrath of all the gods 
On Sparta. Your ſtern fires, without regard 
To age or ftation, with repeated ſtripes 
Compell'd their Pylian ſlaves to labour on 
Beyond the ſtrength of man. Such was the guilt 
That ſunk your nation to the ground. But now, 
After long ages of atoning ſhame, 


Your toil-worn tedious ſummers in the eye 
Of righteous Nemeſis, perhaps, will meet 
A due regard, and bleſſing on the rite, 
Whoe'er may be the victim. And behold ! 
Your meſſenger returns, | 

Hale. My fate and her's 
Are now in even ſcale! 


— PHORBAS, 
Ariſt. Come, without preface, 
Deliver what you bring ! The time precludes 


All ceremonious prelude 


35 
Phor. Then I fear 
We are betray'd. At leaſt, that our proud lords 
Sufpe& our purpoſe ! 
Mem. On what grounds doſt thou 
Imagine this ? | 
Phor. When firſt I reach'd the fane, 
At morn, I met Pauſanias in the porch, 
He ſpoke not ; but with dark ſuſpicious look 
Survey'd me round, as if to read my ſoul, 
And ſtrait departed. 
Art. We, alas! have felt 
His fear, by marks more deadly. Oh! my fon ! 
Thy fall too plainby ſpoke the Spartan dread ! 
Plor. Ha !—is Alcander fallen—Oh ! mortal wound 
fecing To alt our hopes! Ve Helicean bands, 
body. Ve now may ſtray, like flocks without a guide ! 


That youthful leader, whom your hopes pourtray'd, 

Your deareſt hopes beguiles ! 4 
Ari. | Enough of him.— 3 

But ſay !—You nam'd the Helicean bands. 3 

What bands of Helice? * 1 15 A 
Phor. | Fhat unſeen power, q 

Which bids alternate waves of night and day 

Roll o'er this nether globe (while here ye mourn 

In double depth of woe and midnight gloom) 


Leads on the day-ſpring from Naupactus height, 
In bright proceſſion ! 5 


Ariſt. From NaupaQus coaft ? 


'& 
3 
I * 


* 
4 


Phor. 


Mem . 


Phor. 
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Has Athens ſeiz'd.the ſtrait; and, from the ſhore 
Of Piſa, pour'd her legions? Then her ſword, 
From either quarter lops the giant limbs 
Of this new Typhon ! Pylos, Piſa now 
Confeſs th' Athenian ſway ! 
From Athens nought 
I learn'd, but from the Delphian porch I ſaw 
A noble youth, with looks of chearful haſte 
Returaing. 
But thoſe Helicean bands, 
What are they, and from whence ? 
Lament no more. 
Forget your bonds ! For oh ! thou happy fire ! 
Thou yet mayſt ſee Meſſenia lift her head, 
Her creſted head, proud as yon waving pines, 
Proud as the ſons of old Ithome, led 
By godlike Ariſtomenes, to ſweep 
The haughty files of Sparta from the field, 
Or ſend them trembling to their wolfiſh dens! 
For know, my friends, on the Criſſean ſhores, 
Your nation ſtill ſurvives, that ſeem'd extinct, 
For ever ſunk on ſandy Pylos coaſt. 
k lives again, like that ſulphureous mine, 
That ſinks, they ſay, in Etna's flaming gorge, 
Then from Veſuvius, lances to the ſtars, 
And frights fair Italy. Theſe poor remains 
Of Ithome, long hid, and foſter'd long 
Obſcurely in Ztolia, have burſt forth 


Arie. 
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Like yonder Pleiads from the wintry ſtorm, 
That takes a ſurly leave! But late they croſt 
In many a proud bark o'er the wond' ring wave 
Of Criſſa, clad in arms, and ſettle now 
Round Helice and Bura, to the ſtrand 
Of weftern Elis. Like a band they come, 
Of hornets, from our fields to drive away 


Thoſe monſters fed with gore! Their pzans lond 

Peal to the ſounding main. The ſounding, main 

Sends them proviſions, arms, and eat 

From rich NaupaQtus, and the ports around, 

That ſkirt the long Criſſean, and obey 

Athenian influence, or Athenian power, 

This from report we learn d before, but feat d 

It was ſome hoſtile ſtratagem, to lure 

Our hopes to bloſſom, like untimely ſpring, 

Check'd by the nipping North's invidious breath. 

Thoſe eyes beheld them. 

Where ? 
. Even now—But now 

That ſun, whoſe ſteeds a few ſhort hours ago 

Dung'd in the broad Ionian, ſaw the ſcene, 

Saw his red ſplendours as they roſe, return'd 

By old Meſſenia's far reflecting files 

Doubling the day ;—the purple main afar, 

In hoarſe applauſe, remurmur'd to the yoice 


Of early vows to the aſſociate gods 
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* Apollo, the Sun..-+ Viz. The Sun, Mithtas, the Perſian Deity. 
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Latona's * ſon, and Neptune. Either god, 
From the blue empire and the burning throne, 
Each other ſeem'd with mutual ſmiles to hail, 
Mingling their glories ! 

+ He that rules the day 
From his bright ſtation deals impartial light, 
Both to the proud oppteſſor and the ſlave 


Who drags the clanking chain. The tyrant ſcorns 


TH' ztherial bleſſing, and the weary wretch 
But wakes to curſe his rifing beam, that ſhows 
A long variety of woe and pain. 
But in the nightly viſions of the juſt, 
(After his radiant eyes have view'd the world, 
Its miſeries and wrongs) he deals around 
That awful verdi& oft, that ſeals the doom 
Of thoughtleſs tyrants, tho? they baſk ſecure 
Beneath his bleſſed beam. 

Thou well recall' 
My ftray'd remembrance to its holier taſk 
The meſſage of the oracle. The rite 
Of facrifice was paſt—the Pythian maid 
Aſcends the tripod, and in pale ſuſpenſe 
Attends the coming god The coming god 
Known, by the ſparkling eye, the horrent hair 
And heaving breaſt, at length, deſcending full 
His wonted ſeat poſſeſt, and, after pauſe 
Her lab'ring words found way 


4.0 

Meſſenian race 
& Alcmena's ſon * before the parent god 
&« Preſents your prayers, and joins his ſuppliant voice 
To learn, if yet the period is arriv'd 
« Tolift you from the duſt—and break your bonds 
&« The period long is paſt (returns the god 
* Who wields the thunder) yet it fill returns” 
Each morning, golden opportunity 
Daughter of time, reviſits yonder plains 
And every night returns, with new complain! 
Of fair occaſions, loft by negligence 
Or coward fear. The only means to learn 
What moment favours freedom is to know 
The time, when mortals dare to af or die 
When the exiſtence of a ſlave is ſcorn d 
Compar d with independence. Let them learn 
{If not from men from thoſe proud ſavages 
That roam the midnight groves, and thin the fold 
ub dark invaſion-—did they ever Inow 
The tramels of a flave ? or meanly fawn 
Far a poor pittance at a maſter's foot 
Or draw the pond rous plow * My wnſlin® lives 
In Them. That Eleuthorian flame, that warm'd 
The fens of Athens, when the Perſian fled 
Before his hfied ſpear ! My inſlin lives 
In every finewy arm that wields the ſpad: 
Or goad: the fleer 2 yon Laconian lain 


* H-:cules, the patron of Meſſeuia. 
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And would they learn my vill, let them conſult 
The oracle within ! 
By all our wrongs 

Thou bring'ſt an anſwer, worthy of a god ! 
And may the tide of time for ever bear 
Our generations to oblivion's deep 
If now we miſs the fair occaſion given 
At once to ſcize, that lifts us to the view 
On this wide theatre of gods and men 
Applauding ! 

Hear the ſequel, for the maid 
Forſook not yet the tripod © Sons of Ithome” 
In calmeſt mood ſhe thus began The means 
« How to commence the dread carreer of fame 
« Are yet to learn: the goal is in your view 
The firſt ſep gains the race, the conſcious moon 


« Muſt ſee you turn againſt the ſavage foe 


Who marks your tracks with blood! the coming night 


Soon in her ſhadowy retinue ſhall bring 

«© The wonted rufhan to your peaceful plains 
„With wolviſh ſpirit, prowling for his prey 

« Him ſeize, and to the ſubterranean gods 

Pour his devoted blood! The manly deed 
« By all partaken, will to all diſpenſe 

*: Unſhaken fortitude and firm reſolve, 

% Kindlcd by taſte of hoſtile blood, deſpair 


* It is well known that the reſponſes of the oracle, were often the 
reſult of political influence. 7 
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Of pardon from their dire vindictive lords 

« And ſettled purpoſe to ſucceed, or dye.“ 
Mem. Then I muſt haſte to wake my rival's fears 
Aide. And from th' imagin'd danger ſpeed her flight. 

, [Exit privately, 

Phil. Twas then that ruffian's ſhadow which obſcur'd 

The lamp of Mithras, when it burn'd ſo dim! 

The preſcient gods have ſent the dark eclipſe 

To warn us of the prey, which now, perhaps 

On this dread verge with blind unconſcious tread 

Is entring on our ſnares.—Begin the ſearch. 
Ait. Then this alone remains. —Oh ! had I learn'd 

The ſecret ſooner ! had Apollo deign'd 

To wake our fears before Alcander fell 

And mark'd the ruffian as he walk'd our woods 

Alcander yet had liv'd, or we, at worſt, 

Had ſeen the murth'rer pour his hated blood 


To the dread queen of Vengeance! 

Fhorb. Vet, perhaps 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, the ruffian of the night 
Again may viſit theſe ſad groves; the blame 
If then he ſcapes, will light on us. The gods 
Have free'd themſelves, 

Ariſt. Go Mardon ! Cephatus ! 
Terpander ! Pheron ! Pyramus ! and Dymas ! 
Each in your ſeveral diſtricts, wake your friends 

And bid their buſy footſteps trace the dews 
Till dawn—no common prey ſhall crown their toil. 
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— Fair daughter of Latona, whoſe bright lamp 
So oft has led the robber to his prey— 
O thou, whoſe virgin ear was oft profan'd 
With cries of violation. 'Thou whoſe ſhafts 
On Tityus and Orion, veng'd of old 
Their brutal purpoſe—pierce thoſe envious clouds 
Remove the veil of night, and give to view 
The ſecret foe, that comes, with fell intent 
To ſtain thy virgin walks with recent blood! 


End of the Figsrt Act. © 


ACT I. 


Scene — Tie Same. 


MEMNON—sorvus. 


The billet did its buſineſs well it woke 

Her fears, and chac'd her from her father's houſe. 
But why return'd, and whence this wond'rous tale 
Of violence and reſcue ? Is it feign'd 

Or true Alt is no time to queſtion now ! 

I ſtill am unſuſpected, and ſome means 

Of more effect this working brain muſt find 

To ſpirit her away, and leave no ſpace 

To lay the baſis of my fortunes deep 
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But here the rangers, and their captive come, 

I haſten to reſume my prieſtly garb ! [ Ext. 
{ Ariſtodemus, and Helots, bring in a captive. : 

Arift. Haſte--bring him hither--We adore yon gods! 

You have not bade us linger in ſuſpence 

Upon a nation's doom! Produce your captive ! 

Oh! ſhould it be the ruffian, whoſe fell hand; 

Laid my young hero lowW—hO would I thank you? 

Tho' poor even that atonement, for ſuch blood, 


To take a ſingle life! ä 9 

[ The captive is led forward. 4 

His preſence ſhows "1 
A manly beauty, and a port beyond * | P 

The vulgar file ! The gods have choſen a victim 3 

Not quite unworthy of the great occaſion | 5 
Say where you found him, how employ'd, how arm'd, 4 

On what deſign ? | 4 

o Hel. No ſign of guilt he ſhow'd, 2 | 
No mark of terror his demeanor wore, ; | 

More than you ſee at preſent ; nay, he aſk'd 2 

To be conducted hither. 4 

Aral. Tell me ſay I 
| N Why that impaſſon'd gate? that ſcornful ſmile! 3 
Cap. From no contempt. I ſinile at your miſtake, I 
Yourſcives will ſmile, when you forget your rage 2 
Againſt: your firmeſt friends ! . 

Ariſt What ! art thou not 9 


A Spartan, and a ru an, ſent to ſpy, 


p 1 « 
ory 8 * eo; + 1 


Cap. 
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Cap. 
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And ſingle from our tribes the choiceſt prey 
To dye your maiden ſword in Helot's gore ? 
From no Laconian veins my birth I draw, 
As well my dialect may ſhow. My country 
Is that diſtinguiſ d“ land, where Theſeus rul'd, 
Now the proud arbitreſs of Greece. To you, 
(If you command thoſe Helot tribes) I bear 
My orders. 

Tell thy buſineſs! Falter not! 
It muſt be bloody, deep, important, ſecret, 
Well ſuited to the paſt ; but no diſguiſe 
Will here avail. Meſſenia's tottering ſtate 
(To be cemented by thy Spartan blood ) 
Muſt not be baffled by a ſoothing tale! 


. Miſlaken men! Would Heaven the time allow'd 


To ſend to Athens, (if you-doubt my faith) 
Your fears would ſoon diſperſe ! 

An artful ſcheme ! 
But futile as the former ! You would gain 
Time to elude our vengeance, and to leave us 
To wonder at our folly ! 

Send this inſtant, — 

Be I your hoſtage till your meſſenger 
Returns. Then will you find me not a ſpy, 
But delegated from th* Athenian ſtate, 
To proffer aid ; nay more, to raiſe you high 


* Athens. 
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From this inglorious Rare, akin to beaſts, 
To cope with men. 
Ariſt. You think us beaſts, indeed, 
Devoid of all ſagacity !—Whate'er 
Thy purpoſe, thou and thy confederate friends 
Can beft difclofe. But now thy thin pretext 
Is all tranſparent as the air. Thy words— 
Yes—thine own words condemn thee ! We ourſelves 
1 A meſſenger already Have diſmiſs'd 
To Athens and to Delphi, both at once, 
And were there aught of moment, not by thee, 
But them, the anſwer had been fent. But thou 
{ Prepare to meet thy doom ! 
[ As they are going to ſeize him. 
[ Cop. Hold ! On your lives 
[ | Preſume not thou to touch me, or thy ſlaves ! : N | 
Approach not, or by all th* Athenian gods, F 
An horrible revenge awaits the deed. 
Let me but fend to Athens ! Let me wait 
In bonds, till my credentials may arrive ! 
Amph. Could it be done !—But think, Ariſtodemus, 
How often wild temerity has rued 
The violence of direful deeds too late. 
Arif. He only wants to profit by delay, 
And what from thence might grow. He bears no ſtamp 
Of Athens in his dialect, or garb !— 
Have we not ſeen Athenians ? And from whence 
Cen he then be, but from our deadlicſt foes, 
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Our maſters of Laconia ! Call the prieſt, a 


[Em Helot. 
And bid the altars fume. Propitious gods 
Accept our offering ! 
Cap. Am I then to fall 


Obſcure, inglorious, by a curſt miſtake ? 
Nay, then, whatever hoftile power, whoſe hate 
Has lur'd me to the ſnare, ſhall never fee me 
Thus tamely, like a ſteer, to ſlaughter led ! 
{ Struggles and overthrows ſeveral of the Helots, 
but is at lafl overpowered and muffled for 
facrifice. 


ExTZTR MEMNON, as PriesT.—Taz ALTAR LIGHTED ANP 


SURROUNDED WITH PREPARATIONS FOR NECROMANCY, 


Mew. Ye nameleſs powers! who in the dark profound, 
Deſpiſe the common ſacrifice, and joy 
To ſee the voluntary victim throw 
The load of life afide ! Ye who inſpire 
The Gentian widow with the dire reſolve 
To plunge amid the flaming bounds, that part 
Both worlds, and ſeek the partner of her ſoul 
In other elements than ours—command 


The dull, reluQant, lingering wiſh away 
That ties tht ſullen captive to the world ! 
Give him to taſte of immortality. 
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That his exalted ſentiment may ſcorn 
The vapid pleaſures of this nether chime, 
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That ſicken in enjoyment ! Imp his wings, 


Men. 
fade. 


Ariſt. 


That droop like ſome young eaglet's, on the verge 
Of dread vacuity, yet unexplored, 
Fill his undaunted parent heaves him off, 
To poiſe his pinions in the wide expanſe 
Of the ſuſtaining atr. If ye accept 
The offering, by thy dread reſponſe, we ſoon 
Shall lcarn ! The gods, who rule our changing ſpheres 
Remand us back to you, who know no changz 
In purpoſe or in fortune. "Trey will melt 
At human woe, and turn at human prayer, 
Like their own clouds and ſunſhine. Ye are ſtern, 
Immoveable, and ſcorn the wav'ring breeze 
That cauſes chance and change below ! Prepare 
"The rites! And now produce the captive youth, 
Uamaſk him let him look upon his fate. 
[The maſ# is taken off and diſcovers Alciliader. 

Ha !—Whois here! Oh Nemeſis and Jove ! 
What dreadful viſion burſts upon my fight ! 
My dcadlieſt foe within my power! The man 
That caus*d my exile, forc'd me to renounce 
My native clime—and oh—but I muſt fave him, 
Elſe my revenge were ſhort of half its ends, — 
It muſt be full, complete ! - 

What new delay? 
Some ſudden ecſtaſy has ſciz'd our prieſt, 
Mark his diſorder'd mein, his kindling eyes 
Like glarivg orbs, that threat revenge and war! — 
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Aſide. To ſave him, all unworthy as he is 


To 


AV. The gods in myſtic warning yet ſuſpend 


Arift. 


Mem. 


Sem, 


Ariſt. 
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And now they melt to pity—ſay what means 


This ſtrange conyulſion ?— 
This may yet be manag'd 


I yet may gain him !— 
Pardon, reverend fire 


The priſoner's fate! His birth is wrapt in clouds 
Athenian, or Laconian, none can tell — 
Forbid it, Heaven ! the altar ſhould be ſtain'd 
With aught but hoſtile gore! Meſſenia paid 
Too dear already for a ſad miſtake ! 
We will not be deluded !—ſay, what means 
Your myſtic rapture Name the wondrouz man 
So late our captive for intended crimes ' 
On bloody purpoſe bent, and ſeiz'd within 
Our groves ; now ſuddenly transform'd and claim'd 
The favourite of the gods ! 

The gods demand 
A Spartan life, but ould your haſty hand | 
Shed this youth's blood (no Spartan blood perhaps) 
Meſſenia ſtill might mourn. | 

[To them, enter Semanthe in haſte. 
Immortal gods ! 

I am not yet, I hope, too late to ſave 


My ſaviour-=to return him life for life! 
What profanation's this! —Semanthe! Why 
Forgetful of your ſex, will you intrude 

D 


Sem. 


Ariſt. 


Alcib. 
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Where yet no female is allowed to ſpy 
Our interdicted rites ? 
Forgive me, father! 
Forgive the tranſports of a grateful mind 
J heard the rumour of a captive's fate 
My heart preſag'd it might be he, whoſe arm 
Guarded my life I ran, I flew to ſave him 
Oh my prophetic heart! this ! this is he 
Who ſnatch'd me from the ruffians ! 
| Gracious heaven ! 
From what a dreadful plunge of fate I riſe” 
How every hour with ſtrange diſcoveries teems 
Forgive, whoe'er thou art, the dark intent.— 
What horrour had ſurrounded me ! What guilt 
Of black ingratitude, tho' undeſign'd 
Tho? ſanction'd by religion! Yet diſcloſe 
Why thus involv'd in night, and dat k diſguiſe 
You choſe to hide your worth ! 
Thy ſon could tell 
Whom oft I met in ſecret—but I ſpare 
Your heart the keen remembrance of your loſs.— 
I did not wiſh that more than one (and he 
Of higheſt truſt) ſhould know the deep intent 
That led me hither—tho? my lucky hand 
Reſcu'd the fair Semanthe, when I learn'd 
Alcander's fate, I deem'd Meſſcnia's hope 
For ever ſunk, and deep deſponding trac'd 
My backward ſteps, irreſolute to go 
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Or ſtay. To warm your Helots to revenge 
Or leave them tamely in their turns to fall 
Deliberating long I ſtood Till fate 
Drew theſe night rangers on my lonely track. — 
But thoſe ſtrange rites, this midnight facrifice, 
Thoſe awful preparations ſhew, that ſtill 
The fpirit of my ſlaughter'd friend ſurvives. 
Even from below, the powers that love revenge 
Seem to call on us. Even the fates proclaim 
Some mighty birth at hand ! 
Twas then to thee 

We owe my ſon's too ſanguine hopes. Alas ! 
Too long it ſeem'd the birth of youthful fancy 
And generous ardour ! Too intenſe it flam'd, 
Too, too conſpicuous ! Like the lambent blaze 
That hovers o'er Eurotas' banks by night, 
It led the midnight murtherer to his mark, 
Whoſe fatal dagger ſtruck my nobleſt hopes 
To earth ! 

If conſolation yet can touch | 
Thy heart, be it thy comfort, reverend fire, 
That now, with better caution we purſue 
Our plan, which elſe the ardour of thy ſon, 
(Generous and bold, but to the perilous times 
III ſuited) had undone. He, by his birth 


And merit, mark'd our pilot, in a ſea, 


Full of quick ſands, and ſhoals, and ſudden flaws, 


Alcib. 


Mem. 


Alone. 
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And dangerous currents, had o' erſet our bark, 
Which needs more ſteady hands (like yours) to ſteer. 
Alas, I am too old! My nerves are ſlack 
With grief and age! Tho? vengeance well might brace 
Linibs more decrepid and relax d than mine. | 
Your ſon is fallen, but ſtill the line ſurvives 
In your fair daughter. On her choice, by you 
Confirm d, the fortunes of your line depend. 
A race, that underneath the patron power 
Cf Athens, yet may climb its antient throne. 
— But let us leave this dark, ill-omen'd ſpot, 
This ſcene, deſtgn'd for maſſacre and blood ; 
Its omen ſuits not with our better hopes. 
Come I have ſomething further to propoſe, 
Beyond your boldeſt aims. 

F Exit Alcib. Ariſt. Seman. and Helots. 
But now lie was within my graſp—and now 
He breaks the ſnare. Oh foolifh pity! Vain 
Remorſe ! I thought him bold! 1 deem'd him brave 
His blooming beauty, his afpiring hopes, 
His generous ſcorn of every danger, won 
My heart to let her juſt revenge exhale 
And ſpeak the word that fav'd him ! But even now 
His fate or mine, has led him to- pronounce 
The word that ſeals his doom, unleſs his heart 
Recall it! If I took his aim aright, 
His laſt propoſal ſhow'd a cloſe intent 
To ſhare Meſſenia's claims, Meſſenia's riſe, 
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To gain that lovely maid in whoſe blue veins 
The hopes unite of that old regal line — 
II croſs him there, or periſh in the attempt. — 
T with Semanthe ſhare the royal blood. 
And he is mine—mine—by an elder claim! 
1 thought my boſom arm'd with triple ſteel. 
I, who, for years had roam'd barbarian climes, 
Had ſeen and felt the horrors and the toils 
Of ſervitude. But ſervitude to this 
Is freedom, eaſe, and tranſport ! Heaven and earth ! 
Were all my toils for this diſaſtrous end, 
To ſee another gain the glorioug prize, 
The price of all my tears, my wand'rings all! 
He ſcem'd within my reach. I well could bear, 
Like Tantalus, to loſe the golden fruit 
Of all my care ! But to behold the ſpoil 
Another's! There diſtraction lurks, and death 
Suſpicion, rage, and all the jealous ſiends. 
— But let me not betray my ſex too ſoon. 
Let me not blaſt Meſſenia's faireft hopes 
Oh ! mockery of reaſon ! Vain reſult 
Of thirty tedious moons in patience ſpent 
In bondage and in forrow ! Holy ſource 
Of conſtancy and inward light, that ſpreadſt 
Over the ſwelling tempeſt of the mind 
Thy halcyon calm, whatever be thy name 
That rul'ſt the mental tumult ! Oh! diſpenſe 


One ray to me ! nor ſuffer me to mar 
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With ſelfiſh paſſions thus the glorious birth 
Commencing ! Yet I may at leaſt, explore 
His ſpirit ! The foul taint of jealouſy 
Perhaps has warp'd my reaſon ! Or, perhaps, 
Semanthe may be found alone !. If not, 
She has a lover ! Beit mine to fire 
His mind with jealouſy againſt this gueſt, 
This new defender of Meflenia's maids 
From midoight ruffians. May kind Heaven avert 
The dire neceflity ! I would not mar 
That harmony, which chears the riſing ſtate 
With ill-tim'd diſcord *mongſt her chiefs—if Heaven 
Forbid not other methods. Fate and love 
Reign paramount. But ſee, beyond my hopes, 
See where ſhe ſteals to pour the ſecret prayer 
Before the hallow'd urn ! I muſt retire, 


[Walks apart. 


ENTER SEMANTHE, 


Shall I that ſecret to the gods diſcloſe 

I ſcarce can tell myſelf ? O thought profane, 
Will they, too partial, aid my fond purſuits, 
And with the miſt of paſſion blind, releaſe 
From right's eternal bonds, the hegdleſs wretch, 
A willing captive of the I 4 

I dare not think it. Syren ! ceaſe your ſtrain, 
For from that urn there comes a ſolemn voice 


That checks the paſſions in their wild carecr, 
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And pales the roſy hue of Hope. It ſays, 
Oh think, Semanthe ! on my fate —no more, 
Thy brother's hand the helm of Reaſon ſways, 
« Or aids thee with his counſels! Thou, perhaps, 
« Sole heireſs of Meſſenia's line, canft boaſt 
e That awful yerdi& lodged within thy lips, 
« On which thy country's weal depends! thy choice 
« Sows diſcord thro? our plains, or gently ſooths 
«© Our patriotic bands to peace! Thy choice, 
„Or Hymen, with the Graces ſhall attend, 
« Or the pale Furies light the nuptial flame.” 
And how ſhall I reſolve, when either choice 
Frowns with altergate danger! On each hand 
I ſee the deep fermenting ſtorm, that wrecks 
My peace—but with mute eloquence, my heart 


A Preſſes deciſion. Friendly monitor! 

i | Dumb guide to wiſdom ! Thy ſucceſsful vote 

. At laſt I find will turn the fatal ſcale | F 

£ Am. Then it is time, miſguided maid, to foil 

Mae. Fhe Stygian charm that brews eternal feuds 
Againſt the coming peace ! The public cauſe 


And mine are now combin'd : with confidence 
4 I go to thwart her hopes. [ Comes forward. 
; I Sem. Immortal gods ! 
] Ancell | ; 
Who art thou ? Of this earth, or from above ? 
It was not fancy then! The voice was thine 
Which even but now I heard, or ſeem'd to hear! 
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Whence and what art thou? Let not feeble mortals 
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Diſſolve with terror at this awful hour, 
When the dread barriers of the meeting worlds 
Are broke !—When heaven converſes oft with cath, 
And to the charm'd ſoul, of her kindred ſkies, 
The rapturous hint conveys ! 
Mem. That humble poſture 
Befits not fellow mortals. Know'ſt thou not 
My voice, my garb ? 
Sem. Ha! Memnon ! Why this time, 
This place? I fink with terror! Why delay 
Behind ! Doth it become a man, like thee, 
To liſten to my oriſons ?. But here 
It ſuits me ill to be obſerv'd with thee, 
If any eye beheld us! 
Mem. From thy ſlave, 
Dread not a deed or word, but ſuch as Virtue 
Might hear and ſce! Thou ſhalt not need thy friend, 
Thy hardy champion in thoſe awful ſhades, 
To virtue ſacred, and to public love, 
To vengeance, and to fame! 
Sem. My champion ! mean'ſt thou 
An inſult by this word? 
Mem. Thy pardon, fair one! 
I did not mean to call the burning bluſh 
Over thy cheek! He, whom thy father's voice, 
Deſtin'd to that bleſt union, were he nam'd, 
Had ſcarcely wak'd a warmer tinge, . 
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Thy words, 


And fly, officious obſervation, veil'd 
Beneath the covert of the night, to ſpy, 
{Like ſome dark fiend, who waits the witching hour 
To ſhed infection) the diſcloſing ſoul ; 
But ill becomes my father's ſeeming friend, 
A perſon delegated by the gods 
Jo offices more dignified ! 
I pardon 
This errox—'tis the time's miſtake = nor thine, 
So far your firſt conjecture was well founded. 


Il am not what I ſeem. — 


Would I could know 


* Tf he o' erheard my oriſons, or not; 
For, if my father knows, I'm loft. 


What myſtery 


* Wouldft thou unfold, that, at this awful hour 


Thou meet'ſt me here? I did not come to hold 
Converſe with aught beneath yon radiant ſky,— 
Heavens! are we not allow'd to ſhed a tear 
Upon a brother's tomb, but midnight eyes, 
Thro' idle curioſity, or worſe, 
Infeſt our lonely walks ? 

Your indignation 
Becomes you well. But it is needleſs now. 
Our meeting was to me the work of chance. 
But what I heard, nor time, nor chance, nor change 
Shall from this boſom wring. Tho' much, perhaps, 
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(More than you yet ſurmiſe) your ſecret words, 

(When none, you thought, was near) alarm'd my ſoul, 

And wak'd a grief which years had lull'd to reſt. 

— Wonder not that it lows—and for a time 

Denies you the diſcovery. 
Sem. Tears! Amazement ! 

How could the caſual breathing of a prayer 

In calm deliberation, heard or not 

Concern your peace. —A ſojourner, an Aſian 

A few ſhort moons with us ! A foreigner 

Born in a climate half the world from us 

Remote ? 
Mem. Fair maid ! No drop of Perſian blood 

Flows in thoſe veins ! Full fixteen ſummers paſt 

O'er this devoted head before I croft 

The ſwelling main, and loſt the Grecian name, 

(My birthright,) by the doom of cruel Fate 

And yet more cruel man, torn from 'me !— 
Cem. Still 

Your words bewilder,—but excuſe me, ſtranger, 

If other proofs, befides your bare aſſertion 

Are needed !—were it my concern. 
Mem. | Full proof 

I could diſcloſe, and will. The fraud itſelf 

Bears witneſs to my truth. 
Sem. You ſpeak in riddles 


Yourſelf, your dreſs, your words, are myſtic all. 
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A ſingle word diſpells the mournful cloud 
That hangs upon my fate! This Perſian garb 
(A dreſs, to either ſex adapted well) 
Conceals—a woman. 

Gracious Heaven! A woman ! 
From whence thy origin, What country claims 
Thy birth! 

In far-fam'd Athens once, like you, 
I was accounted fair, till waſting grief, 
(For yet few years are paſt) like winter's rage, 
Laid deſolate thoſe charms, ſo boaſted once 
And 'mongſt the lovely daughters of our clime 
Not leaſt renown'd. You ſeem to doubt me ſtill. 
Convince your eyes. [ Opening her Loſum. 
| I ſonght this bleſt occaſion 
To truſt th? important ſecret to your faith. 
Oh Heavens! I ſee it plain! She is a rival, 
And ſhe or I, am loſt, — 
I'm all amazement ! 
End my perplexity at once, and tell 
What fortune ſent you hence to Aſia's ſhore, 
From Aſia to Eurotas ! 
To that city 

Whoſe fleets now ride triumphant round your coaſts, 
The ſeat of arts, of eloquence, and arms 


I owe my birth. Vet not of Attic ſtem. - 


— My parents were by race Athenian exiles, 
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Oſt have I heard, and wept the mournful tale 
Of Ichomes ſad fate. 

More wonders ſtill ! 
Where will this end? Thou of Meſſenian race! 
And of no vulgar one. To Euphaes 
Nearly allied. Oh ! had my lofty birth 
Inſpir'd me with the ſpirit which belong'd 
To that high rank, I ne'er had worn diſguiſe, 
Nor paſt for a plebeian ſlave, the ſpy 
Of ſunburnt ſwains ! 

Say, what diſaſtrous chance 
Sent you to Athens ? 

Aſk the young Athenian, 
Your captive, and your champion, on whoſe word 
Perhaps your country's weal depends, and gueſs 
Thereſt ! | 

Itis then as I fear'd. | { Ade, 
| His vows 
Upon my fond belief impos'd, the ſooner, 
As all our meetings were by night conceal'd, 
My hapleſs father had a tincture ſtill 
Of regal pride, and would have ſcorn'd the ſon 
Of Clinias * for his heir ! 
8 And ſo, perhaps, 

Would mine ! But my poor father's royal blood 
Is tainted with vile ſlavery ; and the ſon 


- 


Of Clinias, in his turn, might ſcorn me too! 


The father of A lciviades, 
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The laws of the Athens aſſign'd to fathers the power of inflifling 
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His vows impos d upon my virgin heart 


My ſhame was known “ my father doom'd me dead. — 


A faithful ſlave, partaker of my guilt, 

Attended my eſcape. In man's diſguiſe 

We ſtole by moonlight thro? the neighbouring port, 
Where ſtood a brigantine for Samos bound. — 
Our gold obtain'd our paſſage, and the bark, 
With eaſy fail, divided the blue wave, 

That ſparkled to the moon beam, as ſhe plow'd 
Her foamy courſe. But, oh! thou conſcious moon! 
Pale witneſs of my guilt, and of my flight, 

Thy radiant light ſerene, the cloudleſs ſky 

Caus'd our unhappy doom ! Oh had the clouds 
From either end of Heaven roll'd o'er our heads, 
And hid our ſhining fails ! Our ſhining fails 

By a Mileſian corſair was deſcry'd, 

The ſplendid bucklers, rang'd along her ſide, 

By fits, thick flaſhing to the lunar beam 


Glar'd fate upon us, like the comet's blaze, 
As he advanc'd amain ; we yielded ſoon, 


For his force trebled ours — in Perſia's pay. 
To Pharnabazus he his captive ſold, 

The nobleft far of our barbarian foes, 

A languiſhing diſeaſe had long confin'd 

This Perſian lord. Some little ſkill I learn'd 


In herbs and ſimples from an hoary fire 


capital puniſhments on their children. 
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Who dwelt on fair Hymettus, (oft at morn 

My charming walk) was now of ſovereign uſe, 

To the great ſatrap. I found out the means 

That rais'd him. With his health, his gratitude, 


To me, commenc'd : he gave me to the king. 
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There Zſculapius till (to whom my pray'rs 
With unabating fervour flow'd) return'd 

My vows with every wiſh'd ſueceſs; full thrice 
The circling ſun had cloth'd Gedroſia's hills + | 
In ſummer pride, ſince next to regal ſtate $4 
Was mine in Suſa's haughty court: I ſcorn'd 4 
Theſe honours, when ] felt each languid hour, . 
(Tho rich with many a gift, ) the galling chain 4 
Of ſlavery, to the warm, ingenuous mind, | | 


More galling for its ſplendour. Some dark ſcheme, fl I 
Some ſecret preparation gainſt the weal 4 | 
Of my loy'd Athens urg'd me on to ſpeed 4 
My wiſh'd return. 2} 
I found—wouldft thou believe it In the hills 1 
Of Margiana “, the deteſted ſource 2 
Of all the civil feuds that waſte our ſtates I 
There, from the mines, near to the Stygian realm | 
The pale fiend riſes on the day, whoſe hand * 
Sows diſcord thro? our nations, and diſſolves 4 
That harmony of Greece, which Aſia dreads 4 
Worſe than the red-wing'd peſtilence which rides 7 
The burning ſcy.— With ſteel and banded flects F 


* The c'v'! wars of Creece, promoted by the bribery of Pet ſia. 
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Bold Xerxes ſought our ſhores. His ſubtler heir 
Directs his engines not againſt our walls 
Our forts, or navies but againſt our minds 
And bears down all before him !— 

Why then here 
Delays thy mighty Miſhon ? Why to Athens 
Returnſt thou not, to Thebes, to Argos, Corinth, 
And ſhow, what fatal ſpell, unknown to them 
Brews the dark ſtorm that wrecks them ? 
No deſign, 

No wiſh of mine to the Laconian ſhore 
Led my devoted ſteps, but wayward fate 
Or ſome kind god that wept Meſſenia's doom. 
I burn'd for liberty; and long'd, once more 
To ſee my native country, and expoſe 
The fatal arts of Perſia. From the court 
Veil'd in the humble habit of a ſlave 
Feigning a meſſage to the Sardian court 
Where Tiſſaphernes rules lonia's court. 
I journey'd on, and reach'd the Carian ſhore, 
There in a Rhodian veſſel I embark'd 
Pound for the port of“ Sunium. Adverſe gales 
Drove us to Malea ſouthward, and again 
Doom'd me to cruel bonds a wretched prey.— 
The reſt were mingled with the Helot band 
Except a few, whom their more wealthy friends 


® Near Athens, 


Ah. 


Sem. 


04 

Thought fit to ranſom, as for me, thou ſeeſt 
My fate and knowſt my fortune ſince !— 

Thy tale 
Would call attention from the dead, yet ſtill 
Scems it not ſtrange that here you waſte away 
The precious hours of action, when a voice 
Like thunder, calls thee to forſake thoſe woods 
And fave deſponding Greece ! 

Yet wonder not! 


LY 


My fate, has fixt me here.—You know my birth. — 

Deep intereſt in your fortunes, and your wrongs 

A ſympathizing pang to fee your woes, 

Rooted me to this foil like yonder oaks 

That wave ſo awful to the midnight gale. 

I ſaw a manly ſpirit far diffus'd 

Among your tribes.—With tranſport I perceiv'd 

That nothing but religion's mighty charm 

Was wanting to enflame the naſcent ſpark 

And form that influence, whoſe potent ſpell 

Gives the due energy. A ſhort exertion 

In old Meſſenia's tribes, to free their hands 

I knew, wonld turn the balance, and incline 

Laconia's lords to think on moderate terms 

As yet too haughty far. 
Great are thy views 

And laudable ! Already Athens ſends 

To warm us with the hope af preſent aid 


And preſent freedom ! 
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Sem. 


Aſs. 


Sem. 


Aſp. 


Sem. 


The purport of thy words! 


65 
| Would to all the gods - 
Another Envoy had been choſen ! I then 
Had not been led to this diſaſt'rous tale. 
I ſought it not. 
Yet thou alone compell'ſt 


The fad recital —— 
I compell! I know not 


Miſtake me not 
I ſaw thee on a precipice -I knew 
The dangers of that honey'd tongue, that flows 
With Afpics deadly venom, —tho' diſguis'd 
Beneath the ſweets of Hybla ! 
What to me 
The venom, or its ſweets ? Doſt thou preſume 
Upon my weakneſs, meaſur'd by thing own 
Or a few whiſpers, by the dubious ear, 
Heard indiſtin&ly in the midnight hour ? 
The buſineſs of a liſt'ner ill accords 
With all thy pomp, and high pretext of office ? 


From an ignobler paſſion, low ſurmiſe, 
Thy ſeeming friendly caution came ! 

| Semanthe, 
I can forgive thee—but thou wrong'ſt me much. 
Time long has heal'd the deep corroſive wound, 
And I have too much pride to court a man, 
Who now, perhaps, contemns me. No.—Thoſe groves, 
That tomb ſhall be my witneſs, that, for me, 

E 
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The ſecret of my birth and ſex ſhall reſt 
Unknown. Ualeſs it be, perhaps, thy choice . 
To give this Greek the means to triumph o'er 

A maid, who once had not diſgrac'd his hand 
Even in her fall. But tho? to me, my love 
Was death, my wand'rings may to Greece procure 
The glorious means of harmony and peace 


Thro' her unequall'd ſtates. 
Sem. J ſcorn the oflice, 


And for Meſſenia's ſtate my zeal would glow, 
Perhaps, as warm as yours ! | 

Ap. Then lay your hand 
Upon your heart; for, on that pulſe that moves 
Your ſnowy boſom, now, even now, perhaps, 
Thy father's, and his people's weal depends — 
A. worthy youth, Philemon, is his choice 
For thee, already to the royal ſtem 
Ally'd, and powerful in his vote, among 
The tribes of old Meſſenia. Let thy voice 
Confirm thy father's will ! Like balmy Peace, 
When firſt ſhe harmoniz'd the new-made world, 
Thou breath'ſt ſweet concord thro' the loyal bands, 
That, on thy brother's doom, look up to thee, 


And on thy choice, to fix a nation's weal ! 

— Philemon is thy father's choice. To thee, 
Perhaps our envoy may pretend, elate 

With his Athenian birth, and offer'd aid. 


He has a ſpecious perſon, and the means 


Sem, 
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To gain the coldeſt heart. Apollo's grace, 
The lip of Hermes, and the port of Mars. 


But truſt not to his vows !—— 
Philemon's ſpirit ſoars above the pitch 
Of his obſcure and ſervile doom. The ſwains 
Revere him as their leader to the field 
After Alcander's fall. Hit name is dear, 
Even as the liſe-blocd to their heart, Should he, 
Admit the bane of dark ſurmiſe, his pride 
Might make him raiſe a faction in the tribes, 
Merely to thwart his rival, and undo 
All that the gods and Athens have perform'd 
For freedom and Meſſenia. Thus the fate 
Of a whole people were perhaps involv'd 
In his dread efforts of revenge 

From thee 
Thoſe precepts ? I accountable to thee 
For aught I do? And thou, doſt thou pretend 
To read my heart Als! thou only ſhow'ſt 
Thine own too plain. Beneath the friendly maſk 
Of patriotic zeal ! ſhalt thou, a ſtranger, * 
Feel for my country more than I ? Should fate, 
Ordain by me, in cloſer league to join 
Aſcending Athens, and our ſinking ſtate, 
Shall I oppoſe it? But it is not mine, 


Nor thine, alas! but the Meſſenian cauſe. 


It is a father's fiat ſhall determine 
For me ! To thee and thine officious zeal 
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{ give its due of gratitude ! No more — 

But, heed this friendly caution: When a friend 
Taxes thy wiſdom for advice, employ 

Thy choiceſt ſtores of prudence in her cauſe, 
And all th' experience of thy wand'rings gain'd.— 
— But ſhould his modeſty or pride deny 

The expedience—proffer not too raſhly thou 
Thy ſervice, leſt he ſpurn it, and dety 

Belief to thy romantic tale of love, 

Of exile, and of Aſiatic honours ! 

Be it as thou and they decide. For me, 

I might have err'd thro” zeal. Even Honeſty 
Is oft miſguided, and ſome bitter dregs, 

Tho? wholeſome, mingle in the needful cup 

Of counſel ! 


Seman. As for me, tis not of import 


Ah. 


What thy deſigns may be ; at thy beſt leiſure 
Frame thy apology ! But other cares 
Demand my abſence hence. 

Go where thou wilt. 


Alone. Go ! where thy paſſions hurry thee along. 


Perhaps, where Ruin Jurks. Ha I! s it thus, 
That poor Meſſenia's public friends avow'd, 
Conſult her ſafety ; to ferment the ſtorm, 

That ſlumbers yet in peace; and to confound 
The firm confederacy, (juft at the point 

To cloſe) with new convulſions ? Be it fo q 


ut I am not in apathy fo ſchool'd, 
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Zo chill'd with ſtoic maxims, as to ſee 
Another reap the harveſt of my toil, 
And triumph in my tears, perhaps with pity, 
Inſulting pity, to deride my wrong !— 
—Ere ſhe poſſeſſes him, firſt periſh all 
Meſſenia, Sparta, with their hopes and claims 
In one wide ruin, ſinking to the fiends !— 
The raging flame that in my boſom glows 
Shall burn down every obſtacle, to find him {— 
— But let me yet be calm, and temper well 
My plans with cautious prudence, ſo to guard 
Public and private ends at once! For her, 
I know fhe dare not yet diſcloſe my truſt, 
For that would tell her love, enflame the rage 
Of wrong'd Philemon, and incenſe her fire 
To rouſe the ſtorm I mean to lay. But ſee, 


Her lover comes to ſeek her. 
To urn PHILEMON. 


Hail, Philemon! 
You come not, if I read your looks aright, 
To water with deſponding tears, the urn 
Of him tliat lumbers here! What, tho? his fall 
Seem'd, like an earthquake, to disjoint the frame 


Of new-cemented freedom ; yet you ſtood, 


And, like Alcides, plac'd your mighty hand 


Againſt th' impending ruin! Now on thee 
Our tribes rely; on thee, thy godlike fire, 


Phil. 


Aſs. 


Phil. 


70 
The father of thy race, Alcides, bends 
A parent's eye! and with the ſcrutiny 


Of heavenly minds, obſerves thy riſing thought — 


Applauds the bright ideas, as they form 
In glorious ſchemes of freedom like his own 
And marks thy ſoaring ſoul, the progeny 
Of his great mind, as this, majeſtic port, | 
That marks the fam'd Herculean race ! 

55 Such praiſe 
From ſuch cæleſtial lips, (tho' yet by me 
Unearn'd,) I look on as a ſtimulant 


In that illuſtrious courſe, which heaven's beheſt 


Calls on me now to enter! 

True, brave youth.,— 
I had not ſo addreſt thee, but I know 
That thou haſt much to do—and much to ſuffer. 
Talk'ſt thou of ſuffering to a flave.—Alas ! 
We ſmile at ſufferings —we have ſuffer'd long! 
What, but the keeneſt ſufferings could impell 
A multitude, to with their plagues exchanged 
For the worſt fiends that iron-handed war 
Brings in her hideous train? To with the foe 
Already in our fields, our vineyards all 
Our harveſts and our hamlets wrapt in flames 
That, in the conflagration we might *ſcape 
Woes more intolerable ? The whips,. the ſcorn 
The contumelious, wanton injuries 


Of proud upfceling Sparta —I have {ern 


r 
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And felt too much of this to be appalt'd 
With dread of ſuffering violence! Beſides 


We now have little to ſuſpe& of harm. — 

f Even danger ſmiles upon us !-—The Athenians 

2 By their late enyoy, ſend moſt flattering term, 
Y If true. - | / | 
: Aſp. To him your debt of gratitude ; 

5 Is ample, and demands a due return. 

2 Phil. As how. 

£ Aſp The fair Semanthe to his arm. — 


Phil. Tis true, my friend, and while the life-blood ſprings 
Thro' this warm heart, I live to thank him, 
Aſp. She 
Already has repaid him life for life! 
But for her intervention, now perhaps 
His blood had ſtain'd our Altars, and her prayers 
Were offer'd up with fervour ! Had they roſe 
For thee, I think ſhe had not breath'd the vow 
With deeper energy ! and, when they met 


Their due return, —Say, didſt thou mark her eyes? 


3 What tranſport there! but thou, 1 think, waſt abſent. 
itt, 


3 diſturbed. She has a feeling heart. 
8 ſp. And now my friend, 


Think what thy country claims from thee, thy birth 


Demands no common proof of public love ! 
Even ſhould it croſs thy deareſt hopes, and blaſt 
The joy moſt native to thy heart. 

Nil. My heart 
Js all my country's. — Is there ought ſhe claims 


Phil. 


Ap. 


Phil 
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But to ſtand foremoſt in the day of peril 
And fill the fallen Alcander's place ? 

| For that 
A common warriour might ſuffice !—but he 
Whoſe energy of ſoul aſpires to lead 
A pcople in die arduous paths of fame 
Muſt lead them firſt in virtue: his example 
Muſt foſter thoſe bright ſparks of public love 
And fan them to a flame, inſtruct them how 
Jo quell their petty, ſelfiſh views, and feel 
For all. Elſe let them never hope to form 
A ſtate conſpicuous in the lift of nations! 
*Tis this, and this alone, that breathes around 
That facred ardour whoſe felt influence 
Wakes in the general breaſt no common ſenſe 
Of public good, that emulative glow 
By which the Spartans and Athenians roſe 
Conſpicuous rivals in the liſts of fame 
Like two bright ſuns, in one reſplendent ſphere'! 
Why this harangue to me ? does Athens claim 
More than a juſt alliance ? 
What ſhe claims 

I know not.—But, if anght of heaven deſcend ; 
To this once favour'd boſom. Even from hee 
That ſacrifice the gods expect, which gives 
Concord and ſafety to Meſſenia's tribes ! 


Is there a rival chief that claims my poſt ? 


L et him produce his claims !—And judge me then 


rr 
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If public love, or ſelfiſh ends inſpire 
Philemon's views! 
There is—but arm thy ſoul 


With patience —one, whoſe wiſhes interfere 
With thine. —— 


Phil. Mean'ſt thou the young Athenian ? 


Aſp. 


Phil. 
Aſp. 


Phil. 


Aſp. 


Yes.—— 
He claims no poſt of honour, but aſpires 
To more. 

Semanthe's love? 
Think not of love. 

Think, ſnould'ſt thou plead thy prior claim, the links 
Of new alliance with the Attic ſtate, 
He may diſſolve. IIis faction governs there 
Once every moon. 
| Is Athens then a tyrant ? 
Claims ſhe from us, what Sparta durſt not claim, 
With our own hands to pierce our-bleeding hearts, 
And rend them from our boſoms ? Then, for us, 
Tis better far to cheriſh, as our lives, 
Our antient vaſſalage, than court new lords 
Our-maſters hid their guilt in conſcious night, 
And came, like prowling wolves, beneath the moon, 
To waſte our hamlets, and profane our woods 
With ſecret murthers ! But our new allies 
Reſolve to hunt us in the face of day, 
If this be true ! 


Think what your country claims. 


Aſp. 


Phil. 
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Phil. My country! Does /be then command to yield 
Our deareſt rights, for which alone we live, 


The priceleſs boon of heaven, domeſtic bliſs ? 
Is this the bright example I am called 


To ſhew our ſwains ? to teach our trampled ſlaves 
New leſſons of ſubjection, meaner proofs 

Of low ſubmiſſion ? This our haughty lords, 

In all their hey-day of proſperity 

Yet never dar'd! Nay, take my hated life! 


For what is life when every comfort flies ? 


Why ſhould I crawl on earth, contemn'd and ſcorn'd, 


An impotent example of the pride 

And pity of my foe ? O thou, * ſtern god, 
From whom 1 draw my being, with contempt 
Repay my fervent prayer, when I diſgrace 
Thy name, by ſuch debaſement of thy blood ! 
J am not yet fo friendleſs. Her old fire, 
The good Ariſtodemus, will ſupport 

My claim, tho? all the legions, all the fleets 
Of Athens leave us naked to the foe ! 

Our friends of Helice are on their march. 


My friend, be calm! nor with ungovern'd paſſion 


Diſturb the new-form'd league. The haughty lover 


May yet relent ! 
And ſhall I owe to him 
The favour of her hand? Thou ſeem'ſt to doubt — 


Eu I am fixt for certainty or death! 


* Heicules. 
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Aſp. Yet—yet be cautious. Let us ſound the flood 


Before we take the fatal plunge. Be calm— 
It may be yet we dread too much! 
* 3 From her! 
From her I go to learn my doom, and ſpy, 
It in her cold, averted look I read 
A changing heart, 

Meantime, be mine the care 
To ſound her lover. Here we meet again 


To fit in judgment on our country's fate. 


End of the Second Acer. 


A CT - al 


Scene. Au open ſpace in Sparta, before a priſotp 


EUDEMON-—PHABIDAS. 


Eud. *Tis now, oh Phebidas ! we feel the loſs 


Of brave Androcles ! By th' eternal gods 
Some fiend with folly and pernicious rage 
Daſhes our counſels ! Both our kings at once 
You know, are abſent, on the frontier bounds 


Watching at every paſs the eoming foe 


Like ſome pale ſhepherd, on a rock, forlorn 
Wich ſtunn d ear liſt'ning to the land - floods roat 


Pheb. 
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That threats to deſolate the plenteous year! 
Our Ephori in mute deipondence ſit 
Or with vile brawis di ſturb the deep debate — 
By heaven ! to abjieét Helots all are turn'd ! — 


n 


Some god has robv'd us of our better minds 

And given them to our flaves In yonder woods 
Like nobler ſavages they growl for freedom 

And Athens liſtens to their awful voice 


Delighted ! Nay, they ſay, her envoys there | 4 
Manage, with ſkill reſin'd, the dreadful ſtrain 3 


And pitch the horrid note ſo loud and ſhrill 
That nations tremble at the din O thou [2 
Great * lion-tamer ! teach thy torpid ſons 
How to ſubdue this monſter of the groves 
That yells for carnage | 
From the northern hills 
Meſſenia's exiles on the ſounding ſhore 
Of Helice and Bura, boldly ſpread 
Their Enſigns to the wind, and, but ſome omens 
Withhold them, it is fear'd, that, long ere now 
By fatal inſtinct they had found their friends 
Who ſpurn their chains in old Amyclæs vale ! 
O thou, that o'er the unſeen world of horrors 
Ruleſt paramount, and hurt thy dreadful ſpells 
Thro' the ſcar'd ſou], which, like the ſpreading plague 


Catches from man to man, till armies fly 


Before embattled nothings.—grant thine aig] 'S 


* Hercules. 
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Transfer thy terrours from the Spartan mind 
And ſend them (like yon fogs that roll away 
Over the dawning hills) upon our foes 
Or all is loſt ! | 


By Jove it muſt not be ! 
Was it for this the Spartan glory roſe | 
So formidable to the nations round 
Like a red comet o'er the trembling world 
That the vile band of a revolted ſlave 
Should pluck it from the ſtars, and tread it out 
Like an extinguiſh'd lamp whoſe oil is ſpent ? 
And now, I know, ſome cold-blood compromiſe 
Is our dull ſubje& of debate !—for me 
I always blamed the ſtern and rigid laws 
Which, not content with unremitting toil 
Preſt from our groaning ſlaves the vital flood 
Mixt with their tears, —but, to ſubmit, to ſue 
For league with them, what is it; bur to blend 
The name of Lacedemon with the dregs 
Of mankind, who along our fruitful fields 
Clank the vile chain of bondage If we fall 
Why—let us fall like Spartans, like the lion 
Which our brave father flew, and not like dogs 
'That crouch beneath the blow, and let their lords 
Twiſt the ſuſpending cord around their necks 
And drag them to their doom—if by their aid, 
We face the war, oh! never let us hope 


Again to bend them to their ancient ſtate 
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Of tame ſervility ! for ſettled peace 
And unaffuming, calm timidity 
Fhat ſcarcely ſeem'd to writhe beneath the ſcourge 
Expect the brow of bold rebellion rais'd 
At every fancy'd wrong ! our quiet groves 
Profan'd with midnight meetings, when they deem 
Some privilege infring*d, or right withheld —— 
And ſhall we teach their facrilegious eyes 
To pry into the myſtic things of ſtate 


To peep behind the ſcene, and find, that we 


(Whom, with implicit reverence, like the gods, 
For ages they have worſhip'd) are but men 
Subject like them to fear, the common prey 
Of every mutinous paſſion? 

Is there aught 
In kindneſs, love, and mutual offices 
Of friendſhip, and of fayour, to command 
Their mutual confidence and love? If not 
Society 1s but a rope of ſand 
To be untwiſted by the coming breeze ! 
Had we, by nobler maxims, rul'd our ſlaves 
They now had wall'd us, like a mound of braſs 
Or meafur'd equal ſteps with you to meet 
Th' inſulting foe! But we, alas! forgetting 
That ve ourſelves are men, and own'd, with them 
A. common nature, have deprav'd ourſclves, 
And them to ſavages, by uncouth deeds ; 
Of aruelty, of wrong, and violence 
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Eud. Had theſe more friendly maxims been adopted 
In other times! But now, what would they ſeem 
But the reſult of abje& fear? The ſtate 
Seems to prefer thy reaſoning. Fare thee well. 


We meet no more, till this important criſis 
Is paſt, cr on the winged moments ride 
The doom of Lacedzmon ! [Exits 
Hab. Now, may heaven 
Alone. gecond my purpoſe ! If I reaſon right, 
The means are yet my own, (if duly us'd) 
To reconcile thoſe fell domeſtic foes. 
— God of Cyllene ! teach my lips the art 
Of ſoothing rage to harmony ! Apollo ! 
With thine own magic numbers tune my voice, 
Like thine own ſon's, who charm'd the ſilent woods | 
To liſten and obey. O bid me touch 
The ſacred ſpring of ſympathy, the ſource 1 
Of every noble ſentiment, and warm | 
To glorious growth, the full expanding mind 
Like the bleſt touch of thy benignant beam! 


[Exi. 
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The inſide of a Priſon. © 


ALCANDER—ALO Nx. 


I wonder what delays my doom ſo long 

This terrible ſuſpence is worſe than death. 

Were I, in any other's power but his 

Whoſe brother fell by me, I ſhould incline 

To hope they meant remiſſion. But they now 
Spend their invention in new kinds of torture. 

— Perhaps they have found out my birth, and here 
Detain me, as an hoſtage for the faith 

Of our oppreſſed helots. Or, they mean, 

By menaces to me, of torments new, 

Unheard of pains, and terrible as thoſe 

Infiicted on the Titans by the rage 

Of angry Jove, to bend the Helots down 

To tame ſubmiſhon ! This, if this they mean, 
Would double every pang ! Shall I, the heir 

Of great Alcides, in ignoble bonds, 

Pine here in hopeleſs gloom, while on my breath, 
(Precarious tenure !) hangs the deſtiny 
Of poor Meſſenia, like the goſſamer, 
That trembles at the breeze! Will not my foes 
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Alc, 
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Thus hold me, till extremity of age ?— 

Till with my flow, declining ſpirit, ſinks 

The languid flame of liberty, ſubdued 

By this rare ſpell of deſpotiſm reſin'd, 

This fraudful policy ? or, like the forms 
(Faſhion'd in wax by wizard's plaſtic power 

Of thoſe alive) by low conſuming fires, 

In fecret waſte, while thoſe, whoſe ſhapes they wear 
Confeſs the horrible decay, nor know 

The cauſe ! I cannot—cannot bear the thought 
With patience ! I ſhall find ſome means to ſend 
My laſt, my deareſt teſtament to thoſe 

Who mourn for me! I'll bid them look to him, 
Who weds the laſt of the Herculean race, 
Their leader now! For me, let tortures rend, 
Or ſlow conſuming ſorrow waſte my frame. — 
Let them look on me as a ſacrifice 

Devoted for my people ! Could | think 

They meant to make me a degraded tool, 

A living inſtrument, a mere machine, 

To play upon a people's hopes and fears, 

And tame a gallant nation on the verge 

Of freedom, to the galling ſcourge again, 

This hand would ſoon decide my doom ! But hark, 
Perhaps this inſtant moment turns the ſcale ! 


ENTTR a MAN mMasSqueD. 
I thank thee. Thou art come, I hope, to ſpeed 


A wretche's doom, who trembles not to ſee 
F 


Sar. 
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The welcome ſteel, that ſends his ſoaring ſoul 
To mingle with his fathers ! He exults 
At inſtant fate, but dreads the dungeon's gloom, 


And the flow waſting chain! Be quick and merciful, 


And he will thank you ! 
Follow me ! I come 
To give thee all thy wiſh ; but in this cell 


Fhy fall were too obſcure thou muſt be made 


Alc. 


Sar. 


A fearful warning to thy fellow- ſlaves, 

And teach a wholeſome leſſon of obedience. 
Then I were ſhort of half my hopes ! Art thou 
More than a man, to force me hence ? I ſee not 
Who comes to aid thee, and a wretch can die 
Even here! I will not leave this penal ſpot, 
(Unleſs the rigorous hand of force compell me) 
A ſpettacle to Sparta's haughty ſons, | 

And poor Meſſenia's ſuffering tribes ! Thou ſeem'ſt 
Irreſolute. But dread me not—my boſom 

Is open to the blow, and I ſhalt bleſs 

The hand that lays me here, unſeen, unknown! 
For well proud Sparta knows, how I'm beloy'd 
By the afflicted Helots, and they bear 

Enough already, not to have their woes 
Enhanc'd by mine! 


PII try a ſtronger charm 


To lure thee hence, { Unmaſte.] Say, art thou now con- 
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That there's no hopes for thee, and that my power 
Can call a ſpeedy guard to force you hence? 
Ha! Phæbidas! I would not lift my hand 
Againſt thy life ; nor had thy brother fallen 
By me, butia my own defence ! 
I know it. — 
And, probably, my knowledge even of thee 
Exceeds thy thoughts ! Before this period, long 
Thy ſlaughter had aton'd a brother's blood. 
— But, let me not be thought to want the touch 
Of kindred feeling, when Ion his rage 
Deſerv'd, and drew his fate upon himſelt. 
He loy'd his country—but his fiery zeal 
Was indiſcreet ; he ſcornꝰd to try the means 
Of generous policy, but thought to ſweep, 
By the ſtrong current of reſiſtleſs power, 
All that oppos'd his favourite views, away 
He thought, by terror, to obtain, what love, 
Humanity, and mercy had enſured ! 
Oh had ſuch generous ſentiments been his, 
He now, perhaps, had liv'd, and thouſands more, 
(Whoſe life-blood, ſhed in wanton ſport, diſtainꝰd 
Our moonlight vales) had now enjoy'd the day. 
But other policy prevail'd, and Sparta 
Learns, in her turn, to weep! 
Stern Juſtice claims 
Blood, for his blood! 
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Ale. I know it, and I ſtand 
Prepar*d to meet my doom! Let it be ſudden, 
And leave all retribution to the gods ! 
Perhaps, even they may think a people's wrongs 
A full atogement. for their fins of old, 


And turn the ſcale of vengeance ! 

Phed, What canſt thou 
Expect from me in juſtice, call/d by heaven 
And earth, the avenger of a brother's blood? 

Ale, It matters not what Juſtice claims: — to Juſtice 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
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Sparta has long been deaf! But for my fate, 

I well have earn'd it, and I count it fame! 

I might have led my Helots with an arm 

Of fleſh ! but now my diſembodied ſoul, 

With all the Manes of th* immortal line ! 

Shall fire the van, and marſhal them to vengeance ! 
Phzb. Canſt thou, depreſt with bondage and with blows, 

An abje& Helot, burn with patriot love; 

And canſt thou glory in thy fall, to ſoothe 

An empty hope of raiſing ſervile ſouls 

To cheriſh liberty ? And what from me, 

A. Spartan born, will honour claim to match 

Our haughty boaſts of yet unequall'd virtue? 
Alc, It calls on blood for blood, a nobler policy, 

Than midnight murthers, unprovok'd and cool, 

Weeding the nobleſt of our youth away, 4 

Thro? baſe, unmanly dread : the men, whoſe ſpears 

In this dread criſis, in the battles? edge 


The. 


Alc. 
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Had ftood the ſhock of Athens ! But, alas ! 
Why need I argue with a fon of Sparta, 
On juſtice, and on virtue ? 

All, perhaps, 
Are not the advocates of cruelty 
As thou preſumeſt. There are, who ſcorn to wield 
The ſcourge ; there are who would diſdain to hunt 
Their ſlaves in midnight walks, with ruffian blade; 
There are, who wiſh to raiſe their country's glory 
On the broad baſis of humanity, 
And mutual deeds of love ! 
Where do they hide 
When the ſtern mandate goes abroad to lay 
Our fields in blood, and bid our matrons weep ? 
Alas ! amid the cry of ſavage fury 
Their milder voice is loſt ! Their reaſon reels 
Amid the guſts of prejudice and paſſion, 
One only godlike privilege remains, 
By private influence to ſerve the ſtate. 
Unſeen benevolence, like the bleſt gods, 
Who, tho' to us inviſible, diſpenſe 
Their beneſits around us. That to me, 
(Mean as I am) this boon is not deny'd, 
I count my greateſt glory ! 
Say, canſt thou 

Change the determin'd purpoſe of yon wolves ? 
Expell.the ſavage luſt for blood ? Command © 
The tyger to grow tame, and in his paw 
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Dandle the kid? Say, canſt thou purge away 

The wrongs, deep-charaQter'd, that glow for years 
In the dark memory, till fermenting long, 

They burſt their way in rage ? Canſt thou do this ? 
—Then ſay thou art a god, and tell yon ſtar 

Of morn to riſe no more, and bid the dawn 

Forget her hour to ſhine ! 


Pheb. I can do more ! 


| 
| 
| 
1 
| 
i 
| 


I can at will command the world within, 
Can bid my paſſions in their full career 
Obey the check of Reaſon ! when the blood 
Of a fallen brother loud for vengeance calls, 
And raiſes every holy ſentiment 

Of kindred ſympathy, within my breaſt, 

I can attend my country's deeper call 

(A ſound more ſolemn to the purged ear 

Of Reaſon) and can bid his murtherer—go, 
Free as the winds, to bleſs a weeping father, 


And turn a people's tears to joy! 
Ale. | To me! 
To me this unexpected boon ! I dream. 
From Phæbidas! A Spartan! Can it be ?— 
Pheb Doubt not thy ſenſe, or my fidelity, 
In what I promiſe. Thou, (at my requeſt) 
Waſt given * 
Whom all our Ephori, with juftice deem'd 
The moſt eoncern'd to ſee a brother's blood 
Aton'd at full :—thou'rt number'd with the dead. 


in cuſtody, as one 


For Rumour, (ſo ſuborn'd by me) proclaims it. 
— I ſee the conflict of thy ſoul | I know 
Thy power among thy friends 

Tell me at once 
On what conditions muſt 1 purchaſe life! 
Are they not hoſtile to my people's cauſe ? 
If I muſt buy a few ſhort hours to breathe 
A momentary privilege to view 
The blefſed ſun (if ] dare lift my eyes 
To that prime orb) at the deteſted price 
Of uſing my hereditary ſway 
To rob Meſſenia of her lofty claims, 
If this devoted voice, to ſlavery tun'd 
Muſt lure the ſlaves to thraldom down again 
From that exalted height to which they ſoar d, 
Take my devoted blood—tis freely given, 
Ere I ſeduce them to their bonds again !— 
Such life I ſcorn—altho' with generous views, 
With pure, abſtracted, public love beſtow d, 
I i reject it ! rather give me death, 
Than life on terms like theſe ! Thou loveſt thy country, 
Already have I ſeen you ſacrifice 
Thy feelings for a brother's fate. Of me 
And of my feeling, judge, as of thine own 
And ſooner give me death than life, if life 
Be branded with the ſhame of baſe revolt 
From poor Meſſenia's cauſe, the cauſe of man 


Pheb. 
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Could you confide in Sparta, if my prayers 

Prevail'd, even to relax your bondage? 
Nexer!— 

Never! her inborn perſidy and pride 

Would ne'er relent to thofe ſhe trode ſo low)! 

Nor will I ever give my voice for lefs 

Than equal liberty, unqualified 

Alliance !—lefs were dangerous, for this ſpirit 


Of mutiny has fo provok'd our lords 


- They'll take their time for vengeance, if we ſwerve 


DPhab. 


A ſingle moment, from the manly bent— 
Then reconcile my fighting duties all 
And take my ſorfeit life! | 
Then every hope 
Were loft at once thou bear*ſt a charmed life— 
Thy very hairs are facred—all the gods 
Shed round thy farour'd form an halflow'd awe ! 
Curſt be the hand that wounds thee, when thou art 


Ibe ſolitary ſpell that holds our tribes 


In ſhort, precarious concord ! When you fall 
Then, then perdition with alternate rage | 
Swallows her double prey ! The fires that glow 
At Sparta's crimes would blaze to ſwift revenge 
Break down the barriers of our trembling ſtats 
And Athens and Meſſenia ſoon would fweep 

Our very name away! : 
Already they believe you dead—your fall 

(So far from damping their reſolves) ſublimes 


Alc. 
Pheb. 
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The ſlama to tenfold fury —there is leſt 
No hope, but from th influence! 
Joſt gods 

What ſhall I think ! on what reſotve. 

Relent! 
Ionour, my country, and my name forbids! 
One only method then for me remains — 
Dreadful—but glorious—to retract my words 
Given for thy liberty my ſoul diſdains !— ' 
I here diſmiſs thee to thy native woods 
To join thy friends - no bonds—no tyes—but thoſe 
That faſten mind to mind, the links of honour, 
Of virtue, friendſhip, —ſhall I ſay—of gratitude ? 
No remit the debt. Thou oweſt me nought. — 
—Go and relume the flame of liberty 
Go triumph in my country's fall—the light 
Of Greece, and glory of thoſe latter times! 
For oh! her fall is certain! 

Let me ſeek 
The Spartan lords, and give my forfeit life! 
No there is one way left, — no more but this 
Proud Athens you, her allies, preſs our ſtate 
On every hand around—thy ſingle death 
But added to the riſing beam, would turn 
The ſcale to our deſtruction ! To the held 
Your kindred armies from the northern bounds 
Already bend their march, and burn to join 
The war. Two thouſand Helots of thy tribe 
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Burſt from our bleeding bowels, (like the train 
That hunt their ſcaly mother in the ſeas, 
Of Sicily, ) and ſpread deſtruction round 
Anſwering the havoc of external war 
With threats of deſolation. What is left 
For me? Shall I ſurvive to bear the blame 
Cf letting looſe a man, ſworn to deſtroy 
My country ?—No ! Since all my eloquence 
Is vain, to teach you mercy, here I ſtand 
Prepar'd, in the devouring chaſm, to meet 
The anger of the hoſtile gods for all. 
That moment then that ſees you head your bands 
In glittering ſteel, once more we meet in arms ! 
Ale. Deem'ſt thou me ſuch a monſter as to lift 
A ſpear, againſt that generaus breaſt, which gave 
Life, liberty, and all to him, who ſlew 
His brother ? 
Pbæb. No. — I would not ftain thy ſword 
With blood of mine, nor taint thy better mind, 
Nor bid one canſcious pang thy boſom wring 
For me ! 'The gods, and Fate will find a lance 
To finiſh a devoted life ! 
Ac. Devoted ! 
Phe). Laftenight, with ſolemn ſacrifice and prayer 
To all th” infernal gods, that claim the ſoul | 
Of thoſe, that for their country fall, my doopr 
Was ſixt beyond recall ! I know not then 


Whether my prayers had power with you or not 
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To gain thee to the eommon good. I yet 
Would try the means; as they have fail'd, I ſtand 
Devoted for my country, at the ſound, 
At the firſt trump, at the firfl flight of ſpears | 
That ſing along the ſky, expect to ſee 45 
The incenſe of my ſmoking blood aſcend 
Pure to the ambient ſkies, thence to draw down 
Accumulated plagues upon our foes, 
In this dread rite devoted all with me.— 
Yet I forgive my blood to thee, as freely 
As I forgave my brother's. And, by heavens ! 
I triumph ia the glorious chance that gives 
My happy name, to after times, enroll'd 
With Iphigene and Hæmon.“ 

Yet, oh yet 
Spare me this conflict, let my blood atone ! 
By heaven, I would not to my king forego 
The glorious privilege. Farewell, at once! 


—- Nay go! 


Longer ſhould 1 detain you. Danger waits, 
Perhaps, to intercept your flight ! The ſtar 

Of morning ſparkles o'er yon piny hill, 

And on Eurotas' banks, the morning bird 
Laments her antient loſs. Away! away 

Before Suſpicion's cagle-eye awakes,— 

When next we meet-—how ſhall that meeting be? — 
Death will be there, and Diſcord, civil rage 


* Dcroted for the Trojans and Thebans, 
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And the dire conſlict of contending nations! 
nod then, perhaps, may'ſt triumph to behold 
Red Vengeance, with th' accumulated wrongs 


Of many a ſummer arm'd, ride thro” our ranks, 


Scattering confulion, havoc, and diſmay 
Where'er ſhe goes. But then—memember me— 
For ere the battle's whirl-vind ſweeps along 
The line, I am no more! If conqueſt then 
Attend your arms. And if my vows ſhould fail 
To gain the gods.—indulge not thou the ſword 
Too far! Reflect on Sparta, and revere 
Thoſe rites, and that far- celebrated ſoil 
Which bred Leonidas ! when thou beholdſt 
The mighty mother proſtrate, gently raiſe her 
Reſpect her reverend hairs, and think of peace! 
Cheriſh her then remains, and join your power 
With her ſad bands in one cemented league 
To check th' Athenians overweening pride ! 
Yet hear me Phæbidas! I cannot go 
On ſuch conditions. 8505 

Stay then, and be loſt ! 
No more—but think on me—begone, begone, 
The day will overtake us, hence —avaunt 
I hear the tread of early paſſengers, 

[ Exeunt ſeverd/ly. 


End of the Tun Act, 
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NA 


ASPASI!A —-:oLvs, 


Ha—Empire! glory! well! the time has been 
That love had charms for this Athenian youth! 
But now, a prey to wild, ambitious thoughts 

He dreams of founding kingdoms on the ruins 

Of old Meſſenia, dreams of future kings 

From his Semanthe to deſcend ! O fall 

How low! to court a ſlave ! but he, alas 

Vain of his fplendid talents, holds in ſcorn 

The voice of reaſon ! Little does he think 

What means are ours to croſs him, when he ſoars 
An eagle-flight to glory! Shall it be 

That I muſt tamely ſee my ancient right 

Seiz'd by another? No—whoever ſcorns 

My prayer, ſhall feel my power ! What ! to retire 
And, like a votarift, weep in ſecret cell 

My ruin'd fortunes, and my blaſted hopes, 
Blaſted by him ! while, with contemptuous pity 
To his young bride ke tells the hapleſs tale 

Of my diſaſtrous love, What tye, what claim 
Compells me to forget ſuch wrongs ?—Not Athens 
Proud Athens, from whoſe ſanguinary laws 

I hardly *ſcap*d with life! Nor this new realm 
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This riſing ſtate *, beneath the guardian wing 
Of Athens to be form'd, can claim from me 
Regard or reverence ! Shall I ſtoop to build 

A rivals throne, and mourn my abject lot 

In low obſcurity ? Had he adopted 

My ſafe propoſal, he, with me had ſway'd 
Meſſenia's fceptre —But I ſtill can ſhew him 

A fample of my power—then if he dare 

To thwart me further, if he ſtil} perſiſts 

In canſeleſs infidelity, and ſcorns 

Thoſe gods that heard his oft repeated vows 
Then, Diſcord, Rage, and Tumuk at their heels 
Shall mingle with that ſyren minſtrelſie 

Which fooths his mind to ſhort, fallacious peace! 
Soon ſhall he hear an unexpected call 

To ſtart his ſoul to madneſs ! This fair ſlave, 
Believ d the fabling meſſage in the name 

Of chis young, cruel falſe one! fraud with fraud 
Diſſimulation meets her ſiſter ſiend 

With a like gorgon maſk—her paſſion leads 
Semanthe to the ſnare, and ſhe abſconds.— 
Her ſudden flight awakes Philemon's rage ; 

By jealouſy inſpir'd, he turns the blame 

On his proud rival, of the ſeeming rape. 

Then, then the buffled lover, in his turn 

Might call to memory his forgotten yows ! 
And—ſhould Semanthe ne'er return, the right 


The Meſlenians or Helots. 
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Of old Meſſenia's royalty reverts 
To me, and Athens would afford her aid, 
I have th' aſcendaut o'er this people's minds 
Already—then Ambition, Love, Revenge 
Were fativfied—but ſee ! Philemon comes 
The father—and a ſtranger ! Now my charms 
Begin to work. I Retire, 


Scene Continues. 


ARISTODEMUS, ALCIBIADES, PHILEMON, SPARTAN 


AMBASSADOR, AMPHIDAMAS, awd HELOTS. 


ARISTODEMUS—T0 THE AMBASSADOR. 


We doubt thee not. Thou bear'ft the proper enſigns 
Of thine authority—our fears extend 

Far beyond thee.—Of Lacedemon's faith 

We now diſpute not, nor their ſolemn oaths 

Nor leagues, pretend to queſtion—their demeanour 
To others, nought imports to us. We know 
(Fallen as we are beneath the rank of men) 

That we are far too mean to hope or truſt 

To peace on equal terms. Do ſhepherds deign 
To make alliance with the curs that tend 

Their flocks ? or bind themſelves in ſolemn league 
To mend their offals, or remit their ſtripes ?— 
They do not think us worthy that reſpect 
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Due to their fellow creatures, had not fear 

Taught them another leſſon ! and ſhall we 

Truſt to their ſolemn oaths, tho? doubly bound 

By all the burning thrones beneath the deep ? 
Spar. Helot, you haye your choice! it ill becomes 

A Spartan, like a fuppliant flaye, to bend 

To any power on earth, much leſs to thine 


Come thou, or Athens to our gates at once 
With new conditions, on the lances point 
We give an anſwer ! 
Ariſt. Tarry yet awhile— 
The criſis calls not ſuch reſolves - to me 
| Now bending to the tomb, my paſſions cool d 
By age's wintry hand, it ſcarce belongs 
To undertake, at ſuch a time, the charge 
Of a high-ſpirited nation, yet my counſels 
| May ſerve to mitigate the headlong haſte 
Cf thoughtleſs youth, Thy reaſons have been heard 
And now our friend of Athens claims his time 
To ſpeak—our Helots then ſhall arbitrate 
1 he queſtion for themſelves—their liberty 
(If ever independence be their lot) 7 
Muſt be no fleeting ſhadow, no proud name 
No glittering phantom to beguile their graſp ! 
| It muſt be palpable, well known, ſecure 
Founded on the broad baſe of full conſent 
Not to be ſhaken by the potent breath 


Alcib. 
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Of foreign tyrants or domeſtic pride — 
Now ſpeak, Athenian ! | 

Well didſt thou conclude 
Thy charge, old man! the ſpirit of our ſtate, 
That liberal energy that warms our counſels 
Already glows in each Meſſenian breaſt, 
A people, in deliberation joĩn'd 
With their elected king! What more remains 


Than—let them boldly ſpeak their thoughts and tell 


If they will longer crouch beneath the ſcourge 


Of their proud lords, and bear the cumbrous load 
Of inſults, wounds, and de h; or ſtrike at once 


At the tall fabric of Laconian pride, 

Nor wait the tardy and deliberate hand 

Of time, to ſweep the mighty columns down 
— The very moment warns - if now they loſe 
The golden opportunity, let ſleep 

Oblivious, ever ſeize them ! Now the tide 
Returniog with full ſway, beneath the rule 
Of time and ftern neceſſity, invites 

The ſpreading fail ! nor let the louring threat 
Of gathering ſtorms, deter the daring keel f 
From this diſtinguiſh'd voyage ! now the flag 
Of Athens leads to freedom, and to fame ! 
The man, who trembles at the ſummer, cloud 


That wanders o'er the main, nor dares to looſe 


His cautious anchor, ne'er will reach the coaft 
Where glory calls him to her opening fane 
G 


l 
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— Then why delay? Will yon diurnal lamp 


Arreſt his burning wheels, till you reſolve 

To ſeize the precious moment ? Will the ſeaſons. 
Obey your call in their perennial dance ? 

Does rain or ſunſhine bleſs your waving fields 

At your requeſt ? or do your harvefts bend 
Whene'er you chuſe to reap the golden grain ? 

No -in continual revolution ſtill 

The ſtormy and ſerene in turn ſuceeed. 

And all our earneſt ſupplications fail 

To check the ſtern approach of rugged winter 

With all his furious flaws !—"Tis fo with you ! 
Tour glorious harveſt now is ripe, and calls 

For the keen fickle. But, if torpid floth 

Or ſmooth perſuaſion flack the nerve of ſteel 

Or eaſe delude, perhaps to-morrow's ſun 

Brings the contagious mildew, or the ſtorm 

That lays your hopes all waſte !—Oh—if a thought 
Worthy of men, has ever warm'd your breaſts ! 

If ye are avght above the herds that graze— 
Employ the moment !--nay, the beaſts that range 
The woods, deſpiſe the yoke, and, on the man 
Who madly ventures on their gloomy walks 

Glare independence and diſdain ! they know 
How, on the foreſeen danger, to prepare | 
The means to guard their young: they want the power 


Of combination, and of mutual aid 
Yet they preſerve their liberty ! they claim 
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The foreft, and the den their own ! they ſpurn 
The chain, and when they fall, in open fight 
They breathe away their generous ſouls ! But ye 
Poſſeſs the means they want, by mutual ſigns 
Each others thoughts to know, to calculate 
Each others ſtrength, and brood for years before 
On the great ſcheme of vengeance and of glory; 


Theſe are prerogatives of men, they're yours 
If ye be men! 

Amph. We are,——but give us arms 
And you ſhall find us in the bloody fields 
No mean allies,--we do not boaſt the blood 
Of Hercules in vain ! —— 

Alcib. Ye ſhall not want them— ' 
Brave men ! ye ſhall not want the means to meet 
Your haughty foes, our fleet that rides at hand 
Waits but the ſignal to diſbark her ſtores 
And furbiſh all your files, that your own groves 
Shall wonder at your glory, when ye run 
In full career along your gloomy glades 
And glitter to the day, like the young ſnake 
That caſts her old diſguiſe in early ſpring 
And o'er the green ſward rolls in ſpiry pride 
A rival to the ſun ! The fearful ſwain 

| Flies his approach, and runs to ſhelter near. A 

So will the Spartans tremble at the view 
When firſt your glittering files become the field ! 
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Spar. The Spartans never tremble; they may fal 
But dreadful is their fall, even to their foes. 
Alcib. That will be ſeen, when Athens to the field 
Sends your revolted ſubjects ! 


Phil. Yes—to fight 
42 Your battles think not, proud Republican, 


With all your fire-new gloſs of eloquence 
To varniſh o'er our ſhame! Low as we are 
Better to be the thralls of Sparta ſtill 

Than tools of haughty Athens ! we, 'tis true 
Too deeply feet the cruel, galling chain, 
And many years have bent us to the yoke ! 
But fate, and ill ſucceſs in arms, impos'd 
The hard conditions ! we, before we feel 
Try'd the deciſion of the ſpear, but now 
You bid us change our muſter, by the name 
Of liberty, beguil'd ! Such is our change! 
For our hereditary lords, a crowd 

Of proud Athenian artizans : the ſport | 
Of every faction, whoſe imperious vote 
Might plunge us in the mines beyond the hope 
Of day? And now what glorious privilege 

Is ours ? ye give us arms, ye nobly grant 
The poſt of danger—on the fearful edge 

Of battle you diſpoſe us firſt, to blunt 

The keen Laconian blade, and labour down 


The firſt dread onſet of the Spartan ſpear 


They waſte their fury on their ſlaves, and come 
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Like a ſpent tyger on your level'd pikes 
An eaſy conqueſt. What does Spar ta grant? 
The privilege of kinſmen, all the dues 
Of the Heraclidz !—Her choiceſt bands 
Wait our enrollment in the files—from you 
We gain an empty title of allies | 
To gild our chains !--but let the nations tell 
Go—ſummons from the iſles their envoys here 
They once were crown'd with liberty let them 
Proclaim the bleſſed fruits of your alliance 
Taxation, robbery, violence and chains, 
Whate'er the ruffian in his rage inflicts ! 
— Oh gracious heaven ! are we reduc'd ſo low 
As to renounce the whip and madly chuſe 
The chaſtiſement of ſcorpions in its ſtead ? 
Who is this talker ?—is it thus, Meſſenians 2 
Ye ſuffer your ſound reaſon to be warped 
By words without a meaning ? your reſolves 
Turn'd to the lane of children, by the breath 
Of a proud demagogue ? 

Is that your plea 
Now ſee, as in a mirr_tir, how your ſtate 
Is ſway' d by factious breath! perhaps to day 
You vote us allies, and to-morrow, ſlaves, 
Juſt as the ſky is louring or ſerene 
And a debanch, or ſurfeit ſours your ſpeakers. 
Or bribes allure them } 
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Alcib. Heayens ! what, demons. rule. 
Our counſels: now ! O that the gods awhile 
Would ſtop the wheel of fate, whoſe mighty ſway 
Bears down with it the Spartan ſtate ! We then 
From all the broad Ionian ! and the iſles 
From this to Aſia, could produce ſuch, witneſs 
As ſoon would ſend the falſehood to the ſource 
That bred it! 

Phil. Ves, —-we know the means too well 

Nor make a queſtion of your will, to bring 
Falſe witneſſes to ſanction with their oaths 
Whatever you ſuggeſt, But ſay, thou traitor 
To public faith ! What ſpecimens. already 
Have you not given us of your perſidy? 
You, an Ambaſſador, the public guardian 
Of a whole people's. honour, thus, to lure 
A virgin from her home !-—lt calls: aloud 
For vengeance ! vengeance ! 

Ariſt. Why. this rage, my ſon ! 

What has provoked ſuch language ! quickly tell 
What meanſt thou! 

Phil. - Too, too well my burſting tears 
Proclaim-my meaning, and thy deep diſgrace 
Bid him,—yet ere he ſends for delegates 
From the confederate iſles to vouch his truth 
Bid him produce thy daughter! 

Ariſl, He—my daughter ! 
Is ſhe not ſafe within my lodge ? 
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Phil. | That, time 
Will tell! —ſend to thy home, and ſeek her there 
Where I have ſought in vain and—if ſhe's' found 
Call me a felon ] an Athenianl one 
Who underneath the conſecrated'maſk 
Of hoſpitality, with worſe than ſacrilege 
Plunders his hoſt of his moſt valued gem! 
Alcib. By all the gods by Nemeſis and Jove 
Whoe'er thou art, thou wrong'ſt me, but I go 
The terms, which you contemn, our conquering ſtate 
Needs not to force on any! Tell thy tribes 
She needs not Helots aid ! [ Going, 
Ariſt. Yet ſtay, Athenian! 
You move not hence but, as an hoſtage here 
We keep thee till my daughter's found _ {Seizing him. 
Alcih. To thee : 
Hoſtage to thee ! inſtant unhand me, ſlave ! 
Or 1 will cruſh thee into duſt! 
Ariſt. Indeed 
We yet are ſlaves, but ſoon, without the help 
Of Athens, we are called to liſt our names 
With Spartans, and with men! If Sparta oft 
Wrong'd us, her wrongs were mixt with conſcious night ; 


Imperious, haughty as ſhe was, ſhe durſt not 
Show the bold brow of injury by day 
Which thou, a delegate from Athens ſent, 
Haſt dar'd to do! 
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When thro? your gloomy groves 
Rages the hoſtile flame, when you behold 
Your hamlets ſmoaking, and your ſlaughter'd ſons, 
Remember this your maſters then in vain 
Will battle for their ſervants ! Theſe proud Spartans 
Already for fidelity and truth 
So fam'd ! you thought not ſo, when in contempt 
Of their late edict, brave Alcander fell, 
Fell, by a midnight ruffian | 
He, perhaps ! 

By his precipitation earn'd his fate 
Had he but ſeen this day, thou hadſt not now 
Preſum'd as thou haſt done ! thy boiling blood 
Had paid for poor Semanthe's wrongs ! Semanthe ! 
Produce her ! Traitor ! Where haſt thou conceal'd 
Thy theft ? produce her! or this dagger drinks 
Thy gore! 

Some demon ſure, the friend of Sparta 
Confounds your minds ! 

Think not with ſmooth addreſs 

To baulk our juſt reſentment !—or produce 
The virgin, or thou dieſt Why do I rave ?— 
Perhaps her voluntary flight attends 
Thy faithful envoy to the Attic coaſt—— 
And ſhall I waſte my life in ſighs for her? 
O father, pardon me! 
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Ariſt. Afflicted youth! 
Be patient ! ſhe, perhaps, may ſtill be found, 
She is not miſſing long. 
Phil. Too plain 1 ſaw 
Her alienated mind! Too ſoon I mark'd 
The ſigns of ſoft, ſeductive art! ſmooth villain ! 
This dagger ſoon ſhall thank you for the deed ! 
[ Going to flab him. 
Ariſt. Yet hold! raſh man! is this your vow'd reſpect 
— For me, to violate this pledge, to me 
| Committed ? yet perhaps you know not all 
LA, the flruggle continues, enter Alcander, 
they all fland amazed. 
Ariſt. Alcander doſt thou live? or art thou ſent 
| From the bleſt realms to ſave our hands from blood ? 
Oh ! do not mock us with unreal hope— 
Put fay thou art my ſon! 
Alc. I am, I am, 
| Father, Philemon ! my aſſembled friends! 
All wondrous as it ſeems to ſee me here 
You do not bend your eyes upon a ſhape 
Form'd of the paſling air. Behold, and feel 
It is Alcander's ſelf! 
Ariſt. \ Embracing him.) Myſterious powers! 
We ſaw thee dead ! we ſaw thee ſtretch'd along 
The flaming funeral pile! how cam'ſt thou here? 
How ſhall we truſt our eyes, that ſaw your corſe 
All mangled o'er with wounds ! yet view thee now 
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Exulting in proud youth and health! Say, is it 
A dream ! explain the miracle? 

Moſt eaſy !—— 

A proud, vindictive man, Androcles'nam'd, 
(Whom you may well remember, my free words 
At old Amyclz's fane incenſt,) purſued 
My homeward ſteps beneath the riſing moon, — 
F was beforehand—for I fear'd his purpoſe 
And ſoon a truſty few in ambuſh laid 
Who gave him death, for me Jefign'd ! our hands 
In my known veſture ſoon diſguiſed the dead 
And ſcar'd his face, to keep him long unknown 
And paſs him for an Helot, (as his friends 
Were potent, proud, vindictive as the fiends): 
While in his Spartan garb I meant to ſcape, 


His brother Phæbidas, along the lawns 


With purpoſe to prevent him, had purſued 

His ſteps, but came too late, a choſen band 

Of Spartans follow d him, their eager ſearch 
Soon found me, with the recent marks of blood. 
Soon was I known expecting inſtant death 

I ſtood collected. But, when pions grief 

For his fallen brother had given' way, he ſpoke 


In milder mood © I know my brother's rage 


% Roſe high, and nought but blood could quench tlie flame. 


& Helot, I doubt not, in thine own defence 


© You ſtruck the blow; But ſhew me where his corſe 
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« Is now diſpos'd.” My friends had borne him thence 
Nor could he, by our ſtricteſt ſearch, be found. 
Ariſt. Not on Alcander, but Androcles then 
Our honours were beſtow'd ! Myſterious heaven. 
A ſlaughter'd Spartan fills the regal urn 
His aſhes lumber with our Kings ! but who 
Was conſcious to the deed ? will none reveal 
'The ſecret? would our Helots ſee me ſpend 
Our ſacred, incommunicable rites 
Oa the fallen carcaſe of a foe? 
Anth. To me 
The blame is due. Twas I the counſel gave. 
"Twas I that led the party; hear my plea, 
Condemn then if you can ! I knew Aleander 
Was led a captive, and my public love 
Led me to fear, leſt, were his bondage known 
*T would quaſh our high reſolves and make us pauſe Y 
Even on the ſpur of onſet, much I fear'd 
His precious life might buy ignoble peace— 
I gave the counſel. I, by threats and prayers 
Bound the important ſecret on the ſouls 
Of that nocturnal party, till ſome blow 
Were ſtruck, for freedom, and ſor fame. 
Ale. © By heavens 
My generous friend ! J thank thee! may my deeds 
Anſwer your lofty expectations! 
Ariſt. Tell 
O tell, how could you ſcape immediate death? 


— 
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He thought me ſtubborn, and, 1n harſher tone 
Thou muſt with me, to anſwer as thou may'ſt 
« A deed ſo daring, elſe a brother's ghoſt 

© Would wander unaveng d!“ It nought avail'd 
For me to ſtruggle with my fate. Confin'd 

In dungeon gloom, 1 long expected death — 

At laſt the moment came, that gave me life 


And liberty at once. 


Amph. Bleſt be the power 


To 
Phil. 


That gave us ſuch a leader! at a time 
When ſtil] the doubtful balance ſeems to play 
Twixt liberty and bondage ! by yon ſun, 
By all the powers that watch us as we ſoar 
From ſlaves to manhood, it conſoles my heart 
That here thou ſtand'ſt to check the baleful ſpell 
Of them, who in the face of all the gods 
With painted paſſion bid theſe echoes tell 
Their zeal for liberty ; while fell revenge 
While ſordid avarice, and more ſordid luſt 
Cling to their dark'ned ſouls and lead them on — 
Them, and the brainleſs herd, to heavier chains 
Bencath their ancient lords ! 

I ſcorn your frowns 
As I deteſt your views! I know your heart 
The vile contracted ſeat of dark ſurmiſe 
And cauſcleſs jealouſy ! To thee I call 
Alcander ! Thou, and thou alone, canſt turn 


Phil, 


Ariſt. 


Alc. 


Alcib. 


Alc. 


109 


The tide that veers to ſlaviſſi bonds again 
And check our ſpaniel habits ! 

Rancorous ſlave ! 
Did not this preſence awe me, ſoon thy tongue 
Tho? agonizing in the pangs of death 
Should own thy hireling eloquence procur'd 
By Attic gold or promiſes ! 

Be calm 

I charge you both—your frenzy interrupts 
A tale might claim attention from the grave. 
Something, the grave alone ſhall know, remains 
Meantime, behold me here, free as the winds !— 
Without condition, bond, or oath, releas'd 
From death, to glad my friends, to lead, them on 
To conqueſt, if they dare the glorious toil ! 
Dare they ? with Athens at their head, the gods 
Alone, ſhall point the limits of their claims. 
They beſt can tell their limits and their claims ! 
Their proweſs and their aids ! but there are limits 
'The checks of mind, which, like a magic ſpell 
Confine the warriours arm, and bind it faſt 
As yonder trees, long weddcd ro the ſoil ! 
Such are the links that drag me back to Sparta, 
Free as | ſeem ; Free as the birds that ſport 
In yonder boughs ! But there are bonds, my friend, 
(Strong as the linked adamant) that chain 
The ſtern, relentleſs ſpirit to its purpoſe. 8 


Ariſl. What means my ſon ? what tyes ? 
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Alc. Juftice and honour. 
Honour, the ſole poſſeſſion, which is left 
Thy ruin'd houſe. 1 prize it though, beyond 
The mines of Afia ! 

Arift. What a ſtrain is this, 
That ſoars fo high above the ſober tenor 
Of mortal things! Explain yourſelf, my ſon ! 

Ale. T have a friend in bonds—1 will not live 
To have a father bluſh to ſee his ſon 
Breathe out his life, a forfeit to-the laws 
Of honour, with a vile deſerter's name! 

Avift. Mut I then looſe thee! late ſo loſt, ſo found 
O ſpare thy father's aged locks ! Too much 
Already have I borne ! But this were death, 
Diſtraction ! 

Ate. Oh ! my father ! can I live 
And ſee the man that ſav'd me, fall a victim! 
Sav'd me, from worſe than death, from torture! ſhame, 
And vile expoſure after death, deny'd 
The rites of funeral ?—No! Amphidamas ' 
Thou never ſhalt reproach me with the name 
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Of traitor to my fame. Even thou thyſelf 
Mayſt take Phitemon's place and mine, if fate 
Forbids him to be truſted! 

Arif. | Say, what friend ?— 
How grew the ſtrange dilemma ? are no means 
In heaven or earth allow'd us yet to ſolxe 
This gordian knot, and. ſave you? 
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Alc, None, but ſuch 
As you would fpurn !—my generous friend is doom'd, 
Doom'd, in my ſtead, to drain the bitter bowl 
Which I expected. 
Ariſt. Curſt alternative! — 
How could thy friend deſerve it? did he give 
A volunteer, his life for thine ? 
Alc. Enflam'd 
By patriot love, he, ſelf-devoted, falls. 
For Sparta, if her tutelary gods 
Protect her not, and ſpare his valued life ! 
Alcib. Devoted men ! 1 ſee your headlong fall 
. To ruin, and the moment ſeize, while doubt 
And perturbation hold your ſenſes bound 
To ſteal from the approaching ſtorm. LExit. 
Ariſt. Is nought | 
In poſlibility's wide range, to ſave 
His precious life, and yours ? O tell me who 
And what he is ? 
Ale. The brother of the man 
Who ſought my life ! he had me in his power 
And tho both Piety and Vengeance call'd 
For retribution, yet he would not ſtrike 
(Such his regard to Juſtice) as he knew 
His brother ruſh'd upon his fate, and call'd 
The deadly blow. He muſt not, ſhall not dye 
I will not breath on ſuch conditions - no 
Farewell my father, ye, my friends, farewell ! 


And thou! Amphidamas ! with conſtant care 
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Cheriſh the veſtal flame, and bid it burn 
Conſpicuous, bright, as that which fires the ſouls 
Of your confederate Athens ! 

| Oh, my ſon, 
Did you not ſay, but now, that, ſhould you fall, 
His life could not be ſav'd? And muſt you periſh 
In vain ? Muſt poor Meſſenia's royal blood 
Be ſold for nought ? 

Alas ! my hapleſs father ! 
He falls a victim to th' infernal gods, 
With ſolemn rites devoted for the weal 
Of Sparta! If the powers below receive 
The ſacrifice, with omens good; our fall 
Is the dire conſequence, unleſs a life 
For you devoted, ſtop the fearful chaſm 
That opens to receive us! Can I fall 
More glorious than for you, for liberty, 
For glory ? Judge for me, Amphidamas, 
Plead with my father! Bid him throw aſide 
The timid feelings of a partial fire, 
And glow, the patriot, and the upright judge, 
Unprejudic'd, unpaſſion'd ! I, like him, 
Devote me for my country! Be my fame, 
My deathleſs fame, your neu- adopted heir, 
And cheriſh it for me! 
Oh ! yet my friends ! 

Amphidamas ! aſſiſt me to detain him 
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Will ye permit your hero to return 
To certain fate? 
Helots. No -n Our lives ſhall anſwer 
For his ! | 
Ale, Retire ! my inconſiderate friends! 
| Your kindneſs pains me. F muſt not be held, 
You may detain my body, but my ſoul 
Shall force its way ! 
Phil. Is there no means allow'd ? 
Amph. Alcander's ſelf 
Mention'd but now, ſome other means ! 
Alc. Yes—means 
Which you would be the firſt, Amphidamas, 
To ſpurn ! 
'F Amphidamas ! and what is he, 
That he ſhould ſway our fixt reſolves ? We own 
No other but Alcander for our lord, 
After Ariſtodemus ! We requeſt 
With one aſſent, Alcander to declare 
What he propoſes ! 
Ale. It requires no ſage 
To gueſs the means ! Oh father! Oh ye Helots ! 
Could ye forget your wrongs, could ye but know 
The deep diſtreſs of Sparta, hem'd around 
By foes at every paſs, ye would relent, 
And join your bands to her's ! 
Amph. Is it chen ſo? 
But fate has ſeal'd my lips. 
H 
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Ale. Let reaſon weigh 
Our merits, and our wrongs ! the bleſt effects 
Of unexpected love, where Diſcord rag'd ; 
And Gratitude's ſtrong tyes, ſhould we relent ! 
Amph. I'll ſpeak, altho' I periſh. —Say, Alcander, 
What reaſon have we to conſide in them, 
The ruling paſſion of whoſe lives has been 
But the continuance of unvary'd wrong, 
Oppreſſion, murther, perſidy, and Juſt ? 
Alc. Send them a bold defiance ! let my life 
Victim for victim, pleaſe the nether gods 
And gain conſpicuous omens for the cauſe 
Of liberty and Athens ! 
Helots. No—no—no 
No royal blood ſhall fall to pleaſe the powers 
Beneath=-a meaner victim muſt ſuffice. 
Ariſt. What hoſtage do they give to prove their faith? 
Alc. They ſet me free, when in their power! 
Ariſt What oath ? 
Have they appeal'd to any of the gods 
The founders of our common race ? 
Ale. They have 
Their Ephori before th' infernal gods 
With dreadful imprecations bound their ſouls 
To give us freedom, to inroll our youth 
(* Rais'd to the rank of Sparta's men at arms) 
In fam'd Laconia's bands—af you refuſe 


The Helots uſed to attend the Spartans in the field as ſervants, 
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This offer, nought remains, but I return 
To pay that forfeit life which honour claims ! 
The people never will permit fuch proof 
Of your high ſpirit—but what document 
What public bond and ſignature confirm'd 
By due authority will you produce 
Of this alliance? 

Be th' alliance void 
Unleſs they give the ſolemn witneſs'd bond ! 


Amph. Can reconcilement dwell with countleſs wrongs ? 


Alc. 


And what would be th' effect of vengeance, fay— 
But propagated vengeance, blood and death 

From fire to ſon deriv'd ; if they could ſcape 
Impending ruin now ? Should Sparta fall 

Would our condition be improv'd ? our All 
Would then depend on Athens! fay, could we 
Hope for a better ſtation in her favour 

Than the ſubjected ifles that mourn her yoke 

All o'er the wide ZEgean ? Nay, our ſtate - 
Were worſe | We have no boiſtrous waves to guard 
Our trembling ſhores, but, hem'd with hoſtile tribes, 
Muſt live in trepidation, or ſubſide 

To the dead level of our fellow ſlaves 

To ſlavery worſe than now ! But ſhould we chuſe 
The nobler proviace, to return, for wrongs, 


For violence, for treachery, and blood. 


Protection, friendſhip, in the dreadful hour 


When Sparta, trembling, looks to us for ſuceour 
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The genial ſeed of virtue would produce 
Immortal fruit ! the tide of gratitude 
Would flow for ever, like Eurotas ſtream ! 
The glorious deed would melt their ſtubborn. ſouls 
Like fire to ſteel, and mould them into men, 
Elſe they were monſters, ſavages, unfit 
To live in harmony with men ! The ills 
'Fhat, with cloſe ſiege have hem'd them long around 
Ere now, have low'r'd their haughty creſts, and taught 
The leſſons of hamanity—if not, 
They have leſs feeling than thoſe aged trunks 
That own the touch of heaven's ætherial ray 
And ſpread their lofty honours to the gale | 
Amph. Muſt we confide in this precarious teſt ? 
On this uncertain plank embark our all ? 
Where does this worth, this gratitude reſide 
On which we muſt rely? 
Alc. In Phzbidas ! 
2 Helot. Enough—enough—proceed, we all attend. 
Ale. Let us then, in the preſence of the gods 
That ſmile on virtue, try upon our friends 
Nobly, the great experiment ! do we ' 
Wiſh to ſubdue them ?——Let us aim the blow 
Not at their · bodies, but their minds —if ſtill 
They feel not in their ſouls the generous deed 
They would defy the thunder—nay, the powers 
Of heaven, in dreadful ſynod met above 
Would muſter all the enginry of heaven 


* ; 
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And in one general exploſion, ſend 
Such miſcreants from the world ! 

Should thou prevail 
And they for our beneficence, return 
Their uſual contumely, how could you 
*Midft Helots, lift your head, or dare to plead 
For Sparta, or yourſelf ? 

This life ſhould pay 
The forfeit to this hand! remember, friend ! 
I am devoted ſtill, if ſad reverſe 
Demands the ſacrifice ! 

And why miſtruſt 
So much Alcides', mighty line yet place 
Such confidence in Athens? they, be ſure 
Would ſtill regard with no benignant eye 
Revolted ſlaves, that might revolt again 
Slaves, long devoted to their * Dorian foes 
By blood, and inchnation. Virtue ſtill 


To Ale. Survives in Sparta, while thy ſaviour lives 


Elſe, how doſt thou ſurvive ? The dark attempt 
Againſt thy life, was but a private wrong 
Unſanction d by the ſtate. To milder thoughts, 
Misfortunes and the numerous ills that wait 

On life, have tam'd them. Let us, then confirm 
Their faltering ſteps in virtue ! lead them on 
Like the paternal eagle who divides 

The fleeting air before her callow young 

And bids them ride the clouds ! Thus we ſhall gain 
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The proud aſcendant in the liſts of fame 

And after times, with long applauſe ſhall tell 

How the Laconians, in the liſts of blood 
Diſtinguiſh'd long above a warring world 

Rais'd their proud heads, while in her ſanguine car 
Bellona led them on, and chanted loud 

The ſong of deſolation. But their ſlaves 

Taught them a nobler leſſon, open'd wide 

A brighter track to glory, bade them caſt 

Thoſe ruffian virtues to the midnight wolves 


And learn humanity. 


Ariſt. It is a perilous venture—if we fail 
Ruin attends on both ! 

Ale. And be our fall 
Illuſtrious, rather by a noble daring 
(Tho? unſucceſsful) for the Dorian name 
Than here to live for ever ſtigmatiz'd d 
As traitors, as deſerters to the cauſe 
Of our old enemies of Ion's race 
Union abhorr'd ! but, if we ſtill remain 
True to this foſtering ſoil, that fed us long 
Our native walks, true to ourſelves, our fame 
We muſt defend, (even with our deareſt blood) 
This remnant of the great Herculean name 
A ſuppliant now for ſuccour ! Shall we ſtand 
Inſenſate, while a new Deucalion's flood 


The Spartans and Helots (or Meſſenians) were both of the Dorian 
Tribe, as the Athenians were of the Ionian race. 


Amph. 


Ak. 


119 
For ever whelms the better light of Greece? 
Forbid it, Honour ! and forbid it, Fame ! 
Forbid it Thou! whoſe heavenly guidance here 


| Planted the Spartan, and Meſſenian race 


Fraternal branches, in thoſe happy fields 
Till diſcord roſe between them 
| Shall we then 
Fawn, like the beaten ſpaniel, on the hand 
Rais'd for correction? Say, would this become 
The race of Hercules ? He ſuffer d woes 
*Tis true, but woes inflicted by the gods 
He did not labour for the cruel king 
That flew his children! Mention not the gods 
The gods have planted vengeance in our hands 
Arm'd us with their conſuming bolts, and we 
Shall we, like children, fly with terrour back 
From the celeſtial ſhaft, as if we fear'd 
To wield heaven's enginry, and boldly hurl 
Her vengeance on their heads? "Tis vengeance; vengeance! 
That ſets the man above the grazing herd 
And ſhow his native energy of ſoul { | 
For what was memory given, but to record 
Our wrong? or reaſon, but to guard againſt 
Such wrongs in future ? What, the powers of fancy, 
But, in their proper colours to diſplay them? 
A noble ſentiment ! but here miſplac'd 
It ſhows the man, I ſhow the greater means 
That bids him rank with gods. Forgiveneſs, friend, 
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That marks true magnanimity of ſoul 

Above the lion, and the lynx ; for they 
Have ſpirits for revenge and, rankling deep 
Wrongs in the glowing fancy oft ſurvive 

For many a ſullen year, but we are men ! 

Let us a nobler vengeance ſeize ! a deed 

To tinge their haughty fronts with honeſt ſhame ! 
Let us ſubdue their ſouls, more glorious far 
Than mere ſubjection of the ſhackled limbs 
Now may we to ſuch heights of virtue riſe 
To ſuch an awful pitch, as Sparta's ſons 
Shall never dare to wrong their benefactors 
And deem it equal facrilege to ſtrike 

At us, as if they meant to wound the gods ! 


3 Helot. I doubt their faith—and yet I till confide 


In Athens for her aid, if Sparta dare 
Her inſults to renew | 
How, Athens aid us! 


When we renounce her league! futile and falſe ! 


Ariſt. Ceaſe—for behold the delegate of heaven 


Apollo's prieſt himſelf in ſuppliant garb, 
Comes, with the enſigns of his god=-revere 
The holy man! ye Helots !—with reſpe& 
Receive him. 
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Ex rz Tur PRIEST or APOLLO—Tuz HELOTS mzxz 
O©BEISANCE, 


Prieſt. Be theſe the ſigns of your obedient ſouls 

To the great name of the far-darting god 
That god, who clad in humble weeds, like you 
Erſt kept Admetus flock, a ſimple ſwain ; 
Who toil'd beneath Laomedon, to build 
The walls of Troy, and met a foul return, 
Who knew th” indignity and ſcorn of men. 

F "Tho? rob'd in flame, he walks the ztherial road! 
Yet he, that felt ſuch wrongs, and feels them ſtill 
By me requires you to relent and ſave 
The ſtate of Sparta—Great Alcides ſues 
To guard the reliques of his race, elſe all 
Muſt, with the ſons of old Laconia, periſh—— 
For what are you, and that Criſſæan band 
(Should Lacedzmon ſink in night) to keep 


The Dorian name alive? When yonder god 
(Whoſe glorious preſence o'er your eaſtern hills 
Awoke the woodland choiriſters) ; at eve 
Beyond the broad Ionian dips his wheels. 

Say, can alittle twinkling lamp of heaven 

A penſionary planet, on the verge 

Of day, with dim and ineffeQual fire 

Repell the low-wing'd dragons of the night 

That drag her curtain'd car? even ſuch were e 
When Sparta fets in blood, to riſe no more 
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Oh! then, obedient to the will of heaven 
Unite your fate to hers ! 1 ſee your ſtrength 
Aſſembled here. O let it be to aid us 
Ariſt. Choſen from our tribes, two thouſand valiant youths 
Not inexpert in martial exerciſe 
But wait the word to arm : their delegates 
Shall anſwer for themſelves ! 
Phil. May yonder gods 
Forbid, that Dorians, tho” oppreſt with wrongs 
Should part from Dorians, and with impious hand 
Deftroy themſelves and us ! 
Amph. Flamen ! before 
We anfwer, name your terms ! 
Prieſt. Your leader has them 
And that they ſhall be granted, be yon god 
The witneſs ! 
Ye ſhall this inſtant be enroll'd among 
The martial, free-born ſons of Sparta's ſtate 
Veſted with every privilege that lifts 
The ſlave to match his lord! The man that claims 
His rank in battle, from that hour is free, 
A ſlave no more ! the reſt is outward form 
But needful, with luſtration pure to purge 
The fervile ftain away ! 
PBil. Then, what remains 
But, give ns arms, and try if we can wield 
A Dorian lance ? 


Prieft. 


Phil. 


Amph. 


Ariſt. 
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In yon deep vale below _ 
Where, mongſt embowring woods, with unſcen lapſe 
Eurotas echoes thro? th' oppoſing rocks 
And fills with reverential awe profound 
The muſing votariſt, in the ruſtic fane 
Of him *, (who deals involuntary fears 
Along the nerves, and ſees the demon band 
Of gprieſly terrours dancing to his pipe 
In ſoul-aſtounding gambola), pil'd there lies 
A magazine of arms, to mighty Pag —— 
From Argos won when erſt our arms repell'd 
The Thyrean's wild invaſion. There you'll find 
Selected, holy hands, to deal around 
The dazzling ſpoils among your willing bands 
And ſend you glittering thro? your native woods 
Startling your Dryads with the glorious change 
They ſcarce will know their ſhepherds ! 
But, behold ! 
What ſtranger's that, who comes with looks of haſte 
And draws our chief afide ? 
Whate'er it be 
Our common danger, and our common claims 
Forbid all ſecrecy—divulge your meſſage 
To all, or none! 
Stranger ! my private ear 
Hears no propoſal to my friends unknown ! 
Their cauſe and mine are one, the crifis now 


* Pan, 
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All ſecrecy forbids, and even excludes 

Deliberation ! on the common voice 

Of thoſe brave youths, for inſtant action leagu'd 

Our fame, our fortune, and our all depends ! 
Mz. Is there no man, whoſe ſovereign voice compells 

The multitude ? and muſt I hazard all 

In giving breath to that which brings along 

(When known) the fate of nations ? 


2 Helot. To that youth 
D Pointing to Alcander, 
Apply ! his influence o'er our ſylvan tribes N 
Is uncontroll'd ! whatever he decides . 
Meſſenia follows, : 
[ Meſſenger wert Alcander. . 
Alc. Never! Helot ! never! 4 
What ! muſt we court perdition ! fling away : 
Our ſcheme of reconcilement, like a toy 5 
Of little value, to preſerve a band 
By folly led to ruin? | 4 
Me. Led by you! 


Led by your promiſe ! ſince I muſt divulge 

Your ſhame, before your Helots ! —lur'd by leagues 
And oaths, now violated, we forſook 

Our homes, to fight your battles ! now we ſtand 
Perhaps on ruin's verge, for you, unleſs 

You inſtant thro” yon foreſt force your way 

And mount the ſteep (where, in the yawning paſs 
Laconia's ſons oppoſe us) and hurl down 
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Perdition on their heads? Ve need no weapons 
But thoſe looſe rocks, that, with tremendous frown 
Threaten the vale ! 
Ak. We muſt not riſque for them 
Our dawning hopes—they ſail'd us in our need! 
Amph, Will you forget your leagues ? ye Helots ! ſay! 


Speak for yourſelves ! 
Prieſt. All, all, I fear, 1s loft. 
Ale. Event accurſt! ; 
Alc. The Helots may decide ! 
F For me—my doom's determin'd ! If they join 
F The band of Helice, my fate is fixt ! 
1 I will not live to ſee my beſt friend's life . 
| f Given, a devoted ſacriſice for me! 
q Meſſenia has her victim too, to buy 
2 Proſperity for blood ! 
; Helots. No—never—never. 
: Thou ſhalt not die for us. We go—where'er 
£ You point the way. 
: Me. And dare you baffle thus 


Your friends? Upgrateful men ! No ſingle victim 
Atones for this ! If Lacedæmon fall 
Athens and we with terrible revenge 
Will ſweep your confines. Now, even now, perhaps, 
The dread chaſtiſement of a broken league, 
In yonder clouds awaits you, Mark your doom! 

[ Exit 
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Amph. Then, ye devoted men! to ruin go! 
* It is not mine to check you ! Why ſhould L 
Draw premature deſtruction on myſelf. ' 
Vain ruin! Fate is now in full career, 
For yonder, fee! where Demaratus comes ; \ 
What mean bis wild looks, and his breathleſs figns ? 


To Tutem a HELOF. 


Ye are betray'd ! Around yon woods I ſaw 
The banded Spartans march in complete ſteel ; 


Even now they line the grove ! 
Ariſt. Send, and obſerve ! 


Now, ſurely now, at this important criſis, 
They would not venture to infringe their faith, 
And on themſelves accumulate the plagues 


'To treaſon due ! 
Helots in confuſion. 


Prieſt. Stay a ſingle moment 
Till rumour yields to truth ! 

2 Hel. Lead to the fane, 
The Argive trophies there will arm our hands, 
Or to repel the perſidy of friends, 
Or front the public foe ! 

Prieft. Stay but a moment ! 

Amph. What counſel's this? Thou canſt not ſurely mean 
They ſhould be found defenceleſs, when the hour 
May prove their Jaſt ! 
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Prieſt. Say, Helot, am I here 
Your hoſtage ? Is my life within your power, 
And dare I utter falſehood ? I that own. 
The power of him whoſe piercing eye pervades 
The ſecrets of the darkeſt ſoul ? Yet wait, 


A moment may determine. 


EnTEez A SPARTAN. 


Phil. Oh, in haſte, 
Ye Helots ! fly to arms ! the foes advance, 
We ſpy their duft afar ! 
Yon little remnant of deſpairing Spartans 
Take their laſt farewell of the golden day, 
Laſt of the Dorian name, if ye refuſe 


; To join their band ! | 

: Phil. That is the train, whoſe march 
b Inſpir'd the panic terror. 

; Ale. Join the foe ! 


pol And they will thank you ; but will never truſt 


Revolting ſlaves ! That proud and popular ſtate, 
So free at home, with ſervile bonds abroad, 
Her partizans repays. 

Flelots. Lead on! Lead on! 
We go where'er you call ! We are not ſavages, 
But men! 


| [A mph. and ſome Helots conſult apart. 
Ariſt. To you, Philemon and Alcander, 
The conduct of our tribes are given] To you 
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The great depoſit of the Helots doom. 
Go! ſee them arm'd, and lead them to the field, 
Whence the tyrannic hand of time detains 

The moſt unfit for combat. Here I'll ſtay, 


And pray for your ſucceſs ! | 
[ March to muſic—Some ſlay behind. 
How now, Amphidamas, 
Say what delays your march ? 
Amph. I want not arms 
From Pan! No cauſeleſs terrors are my dread ! 
Tho? here I mean to ſtay. My friends ſuſpect 
The preſents of an enemy. The foe, 
Perhaps, is there already. 
Ariſt. Oh! thou daſtard, 
When they return, beſure thou ſhalt abide 
A dreadful cenſure. 
Amph. Better from my friends 
Than foes. For, what could be my hopes if there 
I join'd our lords, but jealouſy or hate, 
(For well they know I hate them) or a poſt 
Perhaps, of certain death ? But, if I ſtay, 
And—if my fears be true—a remnant ſtill 


Is left to keep Meſſenia's name alive! 

If I have wrong'd our maſters, this grey head 
Alone ſhall pay the forfeit ! Heaven forefend 
Theills I augur ! Be thou witneſs, Heaven ! 


Whatever woes invade our riſing ſtate, 


They are not mine to agſwer. Wait th' event. 
End of the FouxTa Act. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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LECT --v 


Scene Continues. 


ARISTODEMUS, AMPHIDAMUS, HELOTS. 


Ariſt. Vet all is ſtill and quiet, nought is ſeen 
Save o'er the tranquil groves the birds of prey 
That tend the falling victim! But behold 
When the young Aſian comes, with changed dreſs 


More flowing and majeſtic ! Like the queen 
Of night he ſeems, ſailing in ſpotleſs veil 
between the parting clouds ! A prophet's wreath 
Adorns his brow. He looks not of this earth 
Yet ſeems his ecſtacy diſturb'd and wild ! 

His fine eyes roll, as if vacuity 

Contain'd ſome horrid viſion, Here he comes ! 


ENTER ASPASIA. 


All hail ! ſelected band! no longer doom'd 

To curſe the glories of the riſing ſun 

Whoſe flaming car to others life and joy 

Diſpens d, but ſill returns of woe to you! 

No more pale Cynthia you accuſe, that led 

The midnight ruffian o' er the tainted dew 

While, Read of ſilence and the balm of peace 
1 


Ariſt, 


Aſp. 


Ariſe. 


Aſp. 
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With ſweet oblivion of low-thoughted care 
O'er the devoted roof, with haggard eye 
Sate ſpeechleſs Horrour. You no more ſhall dread 
The keen nocturnal ſteel, or noon day fcourge ! 
Ye are diſmiſt to ever during fame ! 
Whence this wild ſtrain—the Aſian ſeems poſſeſt! 
Sound, Clarions, ſound ! Let images of war 
Poſſeſs your ſouls! for ſee ! beyond your hopes 
The god of bloody trophies leads you on ! 
Hut ſoon the conflict ends too ſoon it ends 
Vet, tho' tranquillity along your fields 
Flits, like a dove, on ſolitary wing 
Tho? envy's ſelf forbid, your name ſhall live 
To after ages, while Eurotas flows 
In triumph to the main! 
This had been well 

After ſome victory, but now,. it ſeems 
A pitch of exultation, premature 
As ſtrange ! 

Nay it is ſtrange, and paſling ſtrange 
To ſee the humble ſwain forſake the ſhore 
And, like th* amphibious ſcaly brood, that ſwim 
The broad Nile, take the flood ! — dur wars at land 
Are ended - fee !—we triumph on the main! 
Even on the proud Palladian element! — 
Our Helots mark them, how they brave the foe 
And dye the waves with blood—Eurotas wonders 
At his unuſual freight! the water- nymphs 


Ariſt. 


Ab. 
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Welcome their bridegrooms from the ſhore, The Dryads 


Aſtoniſh'd ſtand upon the woody verge 
In wondering paule ! 

And I in awful pauſe 
No leſs, to hear thee like the Pythian maid !— 
O ſport no longer with our hopes and fears ! 
I ſee the. chambers of the deep diſcloſe 
And all the blue-hair'd deities advance 
To meet their new compeers! O hoary Neptune |! 
For whom aſcends that pearly-ſtudded car 
With many a gem from Ormus, and from Ind ! 
Who guides the reins ? It ſeems Alcander's ſelf 
Purg'd from mortality, auguſt and large, 
Like young Palemon, riſing from the wave 
And ſee our Helots all with coral crowns 
Sport thro? the wat'ry element! Arion 
To his ſea : harp attunes, in deathleſs ſtrains 
Their triumphs ! old Eyrotas wafts them down. 
To the wide world of waters, See! they fail 
Thro' the applauding iſles ; but why, oh why 
For bid them on our ſhores. to lift the ſpear 
And try their fortune on the ſtable ſoil? 
They might have triumph'd on the land —let Tyre 
And Carthage brave the flood! 
Let them explore the treaſures of the deep 
But let us combat on the duſty plain 
It beſt beſits the Dorian name — full ſoon 
Their old Athenian friends at Pylos moor d 


Ariſt. 


Aſp. 


Ariſt. 


Aſp. 
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Will view the floating triumph, and admire * 
The new alliance of the Dorian name! 
Go ſome, and learn, what tidings ! I am fixt 
And every pulſe is check'd by cold diſmay ! 
| nt [Exit Helots. 
The blue main tells it to the wond'ring ſtars 
In tempeſt tells it to the hoſtile fleet 
By Malea moor'd ! I fee another fleet 
Waiting to waft you o'er an unknown wave 
Where delegated hands the wreaths prepare 
Soon to adorn your brows ! but other palms 
Muſt firſt be worn! The ſacrifice begins 
The offerings due to Neptune are prepar'd 
Stern god of arms ! why that unwonted maſk 
That hides thy martial terrours ? Why prefer 
That holy vizor to thy genuine frown ? 
Why moves thy car ſs ſlow ? Thy proud ſteeds champ 
And ſtruggle with the rein! but, why conceal 
The ruffian's blade beneath the faintly pall ? 
Thou bloody hypocrite f that holy leer 
But ill becomes the leader of debate 
And maſter of miſrule ! 

What doſt thou mean ? 
Thou ſeemꝰſt to labour with ſome horrid theme 
Too big for utterance | 

May it ne'er be known! 

Conceal it night ! in everlaſting gloom !— 


Soon ſhall the raven's note your ears profane 


I'3 3. 
One, to whoſe voice my ſoul ſuſpending ſtrains 
Are muſic | | 
2 Heli. | Yonder, ſee ! the tidings come. 


To ruEM—EN TZR THIRD HELOT. 


Arift. But this is one whoſe chearful looks declare 
How empty are thy viſions—tell at once 
Have our Meſſenians reach'd the ruſtic fane 
And met a kind reception from the lords ? 

3 Hlelot. As kind as heart could wiſh I ſaw them march 
I ſaw them paſs in pairs between the ranks 
Of Spartan warriors |! 

Ariſt. Ha ! that looks not well! 

3 Helot, Withhold thy dark ſurmiſes—Sparta's faith 
Is pure—the power of ſolemn bonds protects I 
Our friends! I ſaw them from the poſtern gate 
Glancing in radiant files along the grove 
Now half eclips'd, now glittering on the day 
Like theſe long dormant tribes they ſeem, that ſleep 
The winter o'er in low, degraded forms 
Till having paſt the myſtic change, they wake 
At ſummer's breezy call, and wing the winds 
In gay embroidery, purple, gems, and gold, 
Exulting in the warm, paternal ray. 
To ſoothe the new recruits, the rural pipe 

That call'd them oft to toil, at bluſh of morn 
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Warbles reſpondent to the ſhrill ton'd fife 
That fires our martial bands. 
Soft is thy pipe 
O Pan! Its gentle breathings, heard afar 
Tnviting to the fold the peaceful flock, 
Seems to conſole our ſorrows !—but no ſtrain 
Of clangorous trump, that wakes the battle's rage ! 
Is half fo dreadful ! Oh ! reſign that pipe— 
Its muſic leads the poor miſguided flock 
To the dark precipice. —Ye cruel ſwains ! 
Say, is it thus ye waſh your harmleſs flocks 
And ſend them, with their coſtly ſpoils at once 
At random, down the ſtream ? their coſtly ſpoils 
Had bleſt you many a year! 
No more—no more 
Hence with thy prophecies, thy noon-day dreams 
Ill-boding Maniac! | 
| If it be a dream 
Yon walls, yon waters, yonder conſcious grove 
Can witneſs ! 
Thou, be ſure, ſhalt feel the wrath 
Of Sparta. 
Could I ſingly fall! my doom 
Were welcome ! But alas ! by gloomy Styx 
I meet the grim accuſing band, whoſe fate 
(Due partly to my influence,) hurl me down 
Among the doubly damn'd ! 


Ariſi. 


Aſp. 


Ariſt, 


Aſp. 


Arift 


49. 
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Immortal powers 

Is he diſtracted or inſpir'd ? my blood 
Runs cold to hear him 

Ep No—ye Helots ! no! 
My inſpiration's gone.—'Tis now deſpair, 
Shame, horrour, and repentance that awoke 
Thoſe wailings.—Fly,—Oh fly - and fave at leaſt 
A remnant of Meſſenia. 

Where's the danger ? 
Could my confeſſion but atone my crime | 
Or ſtop the raging ſword, already ſtain'd 
In Ithome's beſt blood! I could enlarge 
Upon my deeds, dilate the dreadful tale 
Till ye would ſtart with horrour—but eſcape !— 
Fly! that alone is left you! 
Why eſcape? 

Suppoſe the peril certain, - muſt we call 
The murtherers to purſue us? We, alas! 
The refuſe of our tribes, are hardly worth 
Extermination, our imperious lords 
Muſt ſtill have ſlaves, in cruelty to train 
Their ſavage bropd ! | 

To thee, unhappy fire! 
Yet flight were ſafety ! tho” the vulgar tribe 
Were overlook'd, or ſpar'd to till the ground 
They water'd with their blood, Alcander's ſire 
Vet could not hope to ſcape! 


Arif. 


40. 


Ariſt. 
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Alcander's fire ! 
What of himſelf? already loſt and found 
In one revolving ſun ? Say, what of him 
If he be ſeiz' d, or fallen, I would not bear 
The load of life for kingdoms ! mk 
Reſt you till 

In your ſuſpence I cannot bear to tell 
What heaven reveals! On thee alas! and all 
That ſhare the blood of Ariſtomenes. 
The ſentence is pronounc?d ! I would not bear 
The preſſure of my guilt a moment more 
But that the fell exterminating ſword 
Already red with murther, will diſpenſe 
To me, a ſtroke of juſtice ! 

What's thy guilt ? 


Aſp. Too great to beat! Beneath the holy maſl; 


Of inſpiration, with unhallow'd voice 

I dar'd to mock the myſteries of heaven 
And utter lying oracles ! but that 

Had led to independence, freedom, fame. 
Had that been all! but, with inſidious arts 
I ſcattcr'd diſcord, ſow'd diſſenſion's bane 
Among your leaders, for low, ſelfiſh ends 
Too tedious to recount —my hatred ſprung 
From rival love, (for I bely'd my ſex,) 

I lov'd the Attic youth, he hated, ſpurn'd me 
He ſcorn'd me for Semanthe.—In revenge 
Philemon's mind with jealous rage I fir'd 


'0 thwart his meaſures ! I with artful wiles 
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Allur'd Semanthe from her native woods. — 
This was the fair pretext ; that, ſhe remov'd 
The rivals would ſupport the general cauſe 
And emulation ceaſe. My arts inſpir'd 
New rancour 'twixt the rivals. Soon the flame 
Of diſcord blaz d around. If you deſire 
Atonement in my blood (tho? poor revenge 
For what you ſoon muſt ſuffer) take my blood ! 
»Tis yours 0 

2 Helot. Thy tale, I fear, is true, for . comes! 
What horrid viſion has diſturb'd his brain 
And briſtled up his locks ? 


ENTER DYMAS. 


Dym. Helots ! away! 
Treaſon and murther lurk within thoſe groves ! 
Ariſt. What murther, lay! what ſigns? 
2 Helot. | Eurotas runs 
With blood! 3d | 
Ariſt Perhaps, the blood of ſlaughter'd ſteers 
Or immolated flocks ! why thus diſturb | 
Our yet precarious peace with cauſeleſs fears? 
3 Eelot. Saw'ſt thou the bodies of theſe murther'd men? 
Or thou, or 1 muſt dream ! the radiant files 
I ſaw parading thro? yon plauſive groves 
Were gaudy viſions of unreal bands, 
The day-dreams of a boy, who in the clouds 
Figures unreal armies ! 
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4 Helot. Be thy fight 
However clear, the Spartan fraud might poſt 
This moving pomp, this ſpectacle of war 
Behind the fane, to favour the deceit 


To perſonate thoſe bands, whofe bodies now 
Perhaps are floating down the plaintive ſtream ! 


To TuULN—ENTER Fretu HELOT. 
5 Helot. They come! they come! O fathers! haſte and ſee 
The triumphs of your ſons! Oh blaſting view 
I ſaw them rolling down the ſanguine flood! 


Ariſt. Saw whom ? 
5 Helot. The victims of your impious foes ! 


Oh Alcibiades ! had we believ'd 

Thy words, we had not thus ignobly ſtood 

To ſee the ſlaughter'd victims borne along 

Nor one is found to drag the freight to land. — 

—Alas ! behold the wretched father falls | 5 

Bear him away. 3 C Ariſtodemus borne out. 
Ampb. Vonder the brother comes 

Of fallen Androcles, to pronounce our doom 


To Tur PHERBIDAs. | 
Pbæb. No—to pronounce his own—behold the man 
Who led your friends to ſlaughter ! if my blood 
Content you, bid it flow—for I muſt fall 


By your hands or my own ! I bear a life 
Long, long devoted to th” infernal gods 


For cruel Sparta's weal—for Sparta's weal 
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Unknowingly, I led your guiltleſs friends 
To ruin.—The warm confidence [I felt 
In Sparta's faith, I bade Alcander feel |— 
For his reliance on my vain ſurmiſe 
My fruitleſs hopes, already has he paid 
With life, and all his baſely- murther'd friends 
Atone our follies or out faults with blood! 
Alas! to fave my felf-devoted life 
Alcander fell, in vain, lamented youth 


You fell my blood muſt flow! 


Amph. Philemon too ! 
Phe. Philemon, all ! 
Amph. Yet ſay, unhappy man 


How did your counſels ſway Alcander's mind ? 
Pheb. Ah ye curſt Ephori ! your dark deſigns 

(While in the ſmooth and ſmiling ſurface ill 

We plac'd our truſt) with deep deſtruction flow'd 

With ſeeming clemency they lur'd you on 

Relax'd their laws, to draw a larger prey 

Within the meſhes of their bloody toils! 

— When ſeeming ruin over Sparta hung 

My country's love impell'd me to devote 

Myſelf a victim to the angry gods. 

If ſo, perhaps, I might have ſooth'd their rage 

And make them force the Helots from their league 

With our ſtern foes ! Alcander, in my charge 

And freed from bonds by me, with grateful heart 

Reſoly'd to uſe his influence with his friends 
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To ſave our ſtate, to break the menac'd league 
To fave his friend, or periſh by his ſide. 
— Behold the conſequence 1 
Amph Thy boldneſs thus 
To ruſh among thy foes, and tell our fate 
So dreadful to thyſelf; at leaſt approves 
Thy truth—but let the gods, and Athens find 
The guilty in their wrath—for thee to bleed 


Were uſeleſs now. 
Phet. O never, never more 

Was ſuch a victim wanted! deeper guilt 

In Sparta for a new atonement calls 

And I embrace my doom with joy! For Sparta 

If thro? all hearts the univerſal taint 

Of Perſidy and Vice had ſpread abroad 

Their gangrene ? not by all the breathing fumes 

Of Saba, nor by immolated hoſts 

Were heaven's acceptance gain'd. — But I have laid 

A train to bring the guilty to their doom 

Thoſe perjur'd Ephori, whoſe curſt advice 

Caus'd this foul treaſon to humanity 

And poiſon'd half our troops! To Sparta's king 

And his untainted bands : (who ſtill uphold 

My country's name ;) a truſty friend diſpatch'd 

Shall tell the traitors names, diſcloſe their guilt 

And ſhew the proofs. Their office ſoon expires 

And to the people's dread tribunal call'd 
They too ſhall expiate this diſaſtrous day. 
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Live to avenge us! 
Your revenge is ſure 
Whether I live or dye! 
Oh yet proclaim 
In juſtice to mankind, the dreadful ſteps 
Which led us to our fate. 
I know not all— 
Me they ſuſpected, and diſpatchꝰd me thence 
To ſave the bands of Helice—my fears 
And doubts were waken'd by the troops delay 
Meant to ſupport my onſet. I began 
To dread, that Athens with Meſſenia join'd 
Had ſtop'd the march of my auxiliar bands; 
Then, leaving to my ſecond in command 
My poſt, 1 hurried homeward to prevent 
The ſpreading ruin, and to cloſe the breach 
With my devoted life. Ah how unlike 
Thoſe imag'd terrours was the direful truth 
I found at home! "Twas one vaſt ſolitude 
Dreary and ſilent, from the city's bounds 
To fair Amyclz! Rumour's ſelf had loſt 
Her voice, or faintly told a dubious tale 
That all Laconia's military bands 
Were muſt ring by Eurotas—then the truth — 
The dreadful truth came flaſhing on my mind 
At once.—T haſted—but arrived too late. 
Where o'er the dark flood hangs the ruſtic fane 
A ſhelving paſſage, arch'd beneath the walls 
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Admits the murmurs of the paſſiog ſtream 
Where, dark and gulphy, under bow'ring ſhades 
It rolls in gloomy whirlpools, —clos'd within 

A troop of bold aſſaſſins took their ſtand z 
Another cokort lin'd the ſacred gate; 

And, as by pairs the Helots came, aſlign'd 

The victims to their fellows, far within 

Who gave the deadly ſtroke, and hurPd them down 
To welter in the waves. —Meantime, without 

A band of ſeeming Helots, all in arms 

March'd from the poſtern, in long files, and lin'd 
The parting ſhades, or mixt in ſportive war; 
Thoſe, to the candidates for arms, abroad, 
Seem'd their exulting fellows, clad in ſteel 

And prompt for action, All around was heard 
The trump, the timbre], and the martial fife 

In warlike ſymphony to drown the groans 

Of ſlaughter—white abroad, in cheerful din 
According clamours, pealing to the ſtars 

The baffled ear beguil'd. The ſylvan fcreen 
Flinging her canopy athwart the flood 

Deceiv d the fight, and hid the frequent fall 

Of many a corſe thick-plunging in the wave; 
From an exulting Spartan this I learn'd 

Who triumph'd in the tale. 


2 Felet. Are all—all—flaughter'd ? can we ſnatch from fate | 


No repinant of our hands? To arms ! to arms 
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Ye Helots who ſurvive! let us revenge 
Or join our ſlaughter'd brethren ! 

All in vain! 
Are theſe becoming ardours ! deep around 
The grove is lind by a-determin'd band 
Who menace ruin on the coming foe 
With level'd ſpears, —Ye haſten to your doom 
For ye may live to ſoothe your ceaſeleſs toil 
With bitter tears, and mourn the hateful boon 
Of life, more wretched than your fellows fall! 
T heir fall was glorious.— To the dreaded flame 
Of liberty, that in their boſom burn'd 
Victims they fell untimely ! Ze may live 
For Sparta's cruel policy requires 
A nurſery of patient ſlaves, to till 
With doubled labour, their deteſted ſoil.— 
For me, I wiſh'd to fall in glorious fight 
And tinge the point of ſome Athenian ſpear 
With my devoted gore !—That is deny'd 
Vet have I hope that Sparta may revenge 
My fall, and bring theſe monſters of the ſtate 
To bloody juſtice. — Honour yet ſurvives 
In ſome diſtinguiſh'd breaſts, by freedom warm'd ; 
The gale of public ſpirit yet will rife 
And ſweep away the thick-enſanguin'd cloud 
Which hides us from the ſkies. —Oh ! Sparta—yes— 
Thou yet art worth atonement, elſe this ſtroke 


Amph. 
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Were vain, and impious folly to the gods! 
|  [Stabs himſelf. 

Oh my Alcander! if we meet again | 

Thine awful council of departed heroes 

Will grant admiſſion to my gory ſhade !— 

Our cauſe was one, a glorious, public cauſe 

We fel to fave our country ! 
And with him 

Meſſenia fell at once ! her long career 

Is cloſed at length by Fate's relentleſs hand! 

There lies the man who could have ſav d our tribes 

From inſult and from ruin, had his power 

Been equal to his mild humanity.— 

Let us forget our upright form our name 

Of men ! let memory die ! let hope expire ! 

Nor hope have we, nor claim, nor country now ! 

But—if we bad, Alcander's hapleſs fall 

And poor Philemon's might afford a theme 

To leſſon future ages! One, miſled 

By private friendſhip, ſold that public faith 

That awful duty, which he owed his people 

To ſyren ſympathy. — Philemon, fir'd 

To rage, becauſe a woman frown'd, forgot 

He was a man, and baſely flung away 

In a mad fit of jealouſy, the means 

Of endleſs glory. Had they nobly ſtood 

True to the dictates of their reaſon, firm 

Againſt th' aſſaults of paſſion. They had led 


[ Dies. 
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Thoſe bands to freedom, whom in death they led 
Down the lamenting ſtream, whoſe Naiads mourn 
The man, whom every muſe perhaps had crown'd 
With endleſs glory to ſucceeding times,— 
But now the work is oer the bloody band 
All reeking from the horrid taſk return ! 

Martial muſic heard at a diftance. 
T hear the deadly fife's triumphant tones! 
May all the furies ſpeed them on their way 
And hell reſound their dirge, whene'er they fall. — 
They muſt not find us here—hence let us haſte 
Where no fell deſpot checks our falling tears. 

[ Exit Omnes. 


"DH BE: 


INTO D UCTITS 


TO THE TWO FOLLOWING 


DRAMATIC POEMS, 


THE diſſipation of the day is gone, 

With all her trivial ſcenes, her trivial ſounds 
Diſcordant, various, as the themes that fill 
Her ear, ſtill open to the novelties 

Of every moment ! they are fled far weft 
After Hyperion's gaudy wheels ; the cares, 
The pleaſures frivolous, and anxious toils 
As frivolous, awake in other lands 

And buſtle in his beam, where yet his beam 
Diſpenſes light. They flouriſh in his ſmile 
And they have charms for others, who delight 
To turmoil in the varied chace, for me 

I better love, at the ſtill, midnight hour 
Amid the pauſe of nature and of life 

To hear the ſolemn pipe of him, who rules 
The rude winds, call his levies to the war 
Nocturnal! Better far I like to hear 
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The cataract of CLopio “ where it fills 
The concert of the gales in cadence deep, 
ZEolian harmony ! or ſeems to pauſe 
Reſpondent to their pauſe ! they lift the mind 
Like the full organ from the minſtrelſie | 
Of idleneſs and youth to graver themes! 
Ye + lovers hopes, farewell: ye pictur'd ſcenes 
Of jealouſy farewell! ye ſanguine fields 
Ye flows and ebbs of ſtates in former times 
Farewell! I ſing the fiow and ebb of ſouls ! 
I fing PxEsvmeT1ON, daſhing on the rocks 
Of that eternal barrier (fixt by heaven 
To guard from violence the bounds of right) 
And her gay fragments, ſcatter'd on the wave, 
I ſing DesroxpencefÞ, in a baleful calm 
With compaſs broke, upon the ſtagnant flood 
With monſters teeming to her frighted eye 
Portentous births, beneath the muflled noon 
Of brazen ſkies !—-Ye martial ſcenes, farewell 
In Siloams? brook I waſh your ſtains away !— 
CHarGeE not the muſe with ſiction, while ſhe ſings 
Of old judicial blindneſs, mental ſleep 
Lethean, tho? the clamouring clements 


Nay + tho? the height of their proud maſonry 


* A Rivcr ncar Tullamore. 


Alluding to ſome ſuljeQs of juvenile Poems, by the Antiior. 


7 The walls cf Jericho. 
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Down thund'ring with ſtupendous din, untouch'd) 
By dread Bellona's forceful ſtrokes) proclaim'd 
Their ſleep a ſleep of death, nor deem his tale 
An inſult to your reaſon, who, unwarn'd 
By heaven's dread interdict, by heaven, whoſe hand 
He ſaw in daily wonders, dar'd the deed 
Illicit, which the ſons of Iſrael mourn'd 
In blood, thrice conquer'd by a feeble foe. 
The FigsT “ were victims to their proud contempt 
Of heavenly juſtice, to deſtruction brought 
By the dire pi of Vice matur'd ; 
Self-adulation, ſelf-abuſe ! the LAST ＋ 
By earthly love (a fatal paſſion) led 
Of heavenly mercy to deſpond, renounc'd 
His reaſon and his god. When now the cup 
Of bleſſing, ſent by gracious heaven, almoſt 
Had reaeh'd his lips, his wild precipitance 
Daſh'd the celeſtial boon away : is this 
A character, the coinage of the muſe ?— 
Would heaven it were ! then would the fouleſt fiend 
That rides the night, and deepens all her glooms 
The deadlieſt incubus, no more infeſt 
Our iſles ! no more his viſionary gall 
Would daſh the bowl, his viſionary dread / 
Of want or infamy, or lighted love 
Or ſlighted pride would arm the hand no more 
Againſt the throbbing heart | O ſcorn of life |— 


* Firſt Drama. + Second Drama. 
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Oft in the generous boſom haſt thou fixt 
Thy unrelenting fangs! DESTONDENcE! Hail 


I know thee by thy fixt and beamleſs eye 

Thy hollow woe-worn cheek and ſtealthy pace ! 
Yet, all unlovely as thou art“ thou charm'ſt 
The hapleſs ſoul who quits her hold on heav'n 
And oft to lawleſs, oft to ruthleſs deeds 
Conduct'ſt him thro? the gloom! Ah! who can aid 
With counfel, that ungoveiuable man 

Whoſe moon-ſtruck madneſs, on the friendly tower 
Quenches the flaming beacon, flings away 

His anchor, and preſumes to ride the waves 
When all the tempeſts are abroad ? hke him 

Is he, who thinks to ſtem the ſtorms of life 
Without religion's aid ! and what deprives 

The wretched pilgrim of religious aid, 

And flings him to DeseoxDENCE for a cure 

Of all his ills ? Sad cure ! what brings to birth 
That ſullen fiend, who quaffs the balmy tide 

Of Hope, and pours in poiſon in its ſtead ? 

Tt is another fiend, PxtEsUmPT1ON nam'd, 
Proud mother of a wayward child! "Tis ſhe 
Who (till more frantic than old Canaan's race, 
Who truſted in their rampires, and their ſtores, 
And in their copious ſprings perennial wealth, 
To bear them thro? the ſiege, tho? Iſrael ſtorm'd 


Their walls, for flattery woke while conſcience ſlept 


* Wiitten at a time when ſuicide was very frequent. 
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Preſume upon a tenement of clay, 
The brittle ſtrength of bones, the nervous net, 
(Curious, but flimſey as the Goſſamer 
Againſt the breath of Heaven) the ceaſeleſs dance 
Of youthful ſpirits, and the ſanguine maze, 
Forgetful of the hand chat rolls the tide, 
Thro' all her blue meanders, to the fount 
Of life, and ſtill renews the Kill conſum'd 
With plaſtic progreſs ; yet forgetful they 
Of hourly admonition from without, 
And from ewithin, purſue their revels on, 
Waſte the bland ſtores of Nature in debauch, 
And when the means are ſpent, they go to ſale, 
They ſell their birthright oft, without a bluſh, 
They fell the birthright of their country, loſt 
To ſhame ! and by the venal vote procure 
Freſh plunder for the harpies of the mind, 
Which plague them into conſtant vigilance, 
Vivacious ſtill, and craving !—Yet for leſs, 
Poor Belgia is baptiz'd with blood, and Gaul 
Her blafted vineyards mourns, and yet we ſleep 
Secure, as Jericho, when Iſrael came 
And ſhook her walls ! O ſleep! ye Orient gales, 
Sleep on, nor bring the raging peſt of Gaui 
Acroſs the ſurge ! O chain the felleſt fiend 
Of all the fell, unbridled anarchy, 
Nor let her hither point her deadly rage, 
Tho? we deſerve the viſitant! we hear 


z 


152 

The fall of empire, louder than the fall 

Of Jericho ! We ſee the dreadful march 
Of Magog *, polar king, predicted long, 

We hear below the ſubterranezn voice 

Of that ſtern delegate of God, who mines 

His way in central horror, from the ſea 

Calabrian, to the broad Ionian ſurge, 

Perhaps, to meaſure conquering ſtep by ſtep 

With him who leads the northern legions on, 

And + match the muſic of his enginry 

With hideous noiſe, beneath the rooted hills. 

While, as the Hyperborean flag unfurls 

Over proud Rhodope, the creſcent pale 

Of Othman fades, with more than wizard charms ; 

And, as the mighty ſpirit of the deep 

* Repeats his giant warnings, Tyber ſhrinks, 

And hourly tells his terrors, leſt he loſe 

His being and his name, or exiPd thence, 

Be doom'd to wander by another ſhore! — 

Sven are the warnings of the moment, ye 


That hear, attend—and ye that ſcorn, beware. 


Some northern Potentate, mentioned by Ezekiel and St. John, by 
the name of Mago, who is deſtined to contribute to the fall of that 
power, ſuppoſed to be the Ottoman Empire, by the Commentators on 
the Revelations, the Decline and Fall of -the Papal and Mahommedon 
Powers are, by Mede, Newton, Hind, &c, &c. on the Apocalypſe ſhewn 
to corteſpond in time. f 


F The earthquakes of Calabria, and Cirila di Caſtcllo, near Rome, in 
1783, and 1787. 


THE 


TEMPLE OF VESTA, 


DRAMATIC POEM. 


ME 


RAHA B, a young Canaaniteſi, the daughter of Anziz:, 
{who Bept a houſe of reception for travellers* ) had been inſlrufted 
in the knowledge of the true religion : the Demons, who preſided 
over the Temple of Jericho, alarmed at this incident, lay a plan 
for her dſtructian, by which they expect that ſhe would either 
be ext oſed to perſecution, or ſeduced to perfidy ; for this purpoſe 
they ſet on foot the machinations deſcribed in the progreſs of the 


Poem. 


* Called in the Eaſt a Caravanſerai. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


IT is neceſſary to obſerve that the Hebrew word which is 
uſually tranſlated narLoT, (the common addition to the 
character of Rahab,) ſignifies an inn-beeper, originally. It 
is not probable that had ſhe been (as our tranſlation ſeems to 
imply) a woman of abandoned character, ſhe would have 


been thought worthy of an alliance with a prince of Judah, 


That the * Earth (or at leaſt their native ſoil) was an 
object of worſhip among ſome of the Canaanitiſh tribes is at 
leaſt within the bounds of poetical probability. It is well 
known, that with their neighbours, the Egyptians, it had a 
diſtinguiſhed place among their national deities in very 
antient times. The <vorld, or rather the ſoul of the world, 


was by them worſhiped under a variety of names. 


* The Roman name of this goddeſs is here adopted, a word certainly 
of Eaſtern original, f 


Sce Cudworth's Intellectual Syſtem, Chap. IV. SeQ. 18. &c. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Rami, 


AsMon14, Spirits of the Earth and Air. 
NzRGat, 

King of Fericno, g 
Pxigsr of VestaA, or the Earrn, | 


SævAToEs, | 


Adritt, father to Rahab, > Canaanites. 
As box, betrothed to Rahab, 
EiizzeR, his friend, } 


Acnan, 


{ Hebrew Spies. 


ZALMON, 
TRAVELLERS, gueſts of Adriel. 
CAaNAANITES. 

Ranas, 


Scene—Jzricno. 


See Jaſbua, 2 Chap. 


THE TEMPLE OF VESTA. 


ACT I. 


Stene—The Temple of Vefla*, or the Eartn at Ferichs. 
Time The Evening. 


RAMIEL, ASMODIA, NERGAL, AND oTHER SrpirtTs OF THE 
EarTu, Alx, WATER AND Fixx. 


Rani, WITH luckieſt policy, Demonian powers! 
In ſeeming reſignation we have left 
Our old diſtinguiſhed, throne where long the world 
Ador'd us, by the name of heroes old 
And ftellar virtues ; 1uis confirms our ſway 
Thro' all the limits of our old domain 
Under proud appellations new beſtow'd 
By ſeeming ſapient man: a general name 


The Roman narre of this deity is choſen in preference to the Ori- 
<ntal, as more popular and futval. 
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On us our ſlaves impoſe, of xaTure, power 
(Never beginning, never doom'd to end) 

Of this great mundane maſs, upholding all 

Itſelf upheld by nothing. Still the crowd 

(Tis true) beneath our old heroic names 

Our deities adore ; but wifer men 

Whofe grey-hair'd prudence wield the ſtate at will, 
Tho! they ſupport our worſhip and pretend 

A reverence for our vulgar names, renown'd 
Among the people, yet, by reaſoning pride 
Miſled, but more by vice, have found a Power 
Irrational * prolific, which ſuſtains | 
The varying forms of this prodigious maſs 

With eyeleſs bounty, undiſtinguiſhed love | 

To merit or demerit, good or ill. 

Hence are they freed from every anxious dread 
Of coming retribution, and indulge 

In luſt and hard oppreſſion, at their eaſe, 

As youth or age the varying guſt infpires.— 
This BOUNTEOUS mother here, with ſecret rites 
The nobles worſhip, rites to none diſclos'd, 
But to th' initiate ; Night ſhall ſoon behold 
Some youths of nobleſt name admitted here 

To ſhare the knowledge of theſe myſtic things 
The vulgar muſt not know. The herd, which tills 
The ſoil, and ſweats beneath the noonday load 
(Hewn from the quarry, and with labour borne 


* Sce Cudworth, Chap. I. 
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To lift yon bulwarks high againſt the foe) 
Theſe ſlaves have loſt their freedom and their worth, 
Bondmen alike in body and in mind, 
They bear no mark of their great origin 
Celeſtial, but the upright form, unleſs 
Some bitter tears, when bondage wrings their ſouls 
Forgotten ſoon, when in the ſacred fane 
The feſtive noiſe of jocund minſtrelſie 
Proclaims nocturnal orgies, when the powers 
Of muſic, love and wine patrol our groves. 
Then every tie of kindred, and of law 
Diſſolve beneath the muſky hand, unfelt | 
Of midnight and her hell-born hags, who ſpy 
With horrid glee, ſuch ſights as blaſt the morn 
And check almoſt the ſempiternal wheel 
Of mundane things. Thus tho” our names be loſt 
Our old imperial names, among the great, 
Our Empire o'er the minds of theſe proud peers 
Under the favourite name of NATuxx, holds 
With links more durable than adamant, 
By the ſmooth ſophiſtry of vice confirm'd. — 
But theſe invaders from the banks of Nile 
Muſt be provided for, therefore your aid 
Ye ſpirits of the mingling elements ! 
Earth, air and water, and the rage of fire 
I claim, how beſt your ſubjects to confirm 
In their allegiance, by what charms to lift 
Their ductile minds aboye the flaviſh dread 
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Of theſe fell royers of the burning waſte 
To whoſe ſtrange minſtrelſie the rivers dance 


In uncouth meaſures to the wond'ring clouds 

And feem to daſh the moon ! D 
Aer. | More need have we 

To keep the crowd from wild revolt, enflam'd U 

. By their oppreffion, and bent down, like beafts, 

Prone to their mother earth ! 
Aſm. The ſelf ſame ſkill 

Will ſerve to manage both, if any ſkill 

Be needful, where themſelves (if to themſelves 

Reſign'd) will ſtill hold out, if not againſt 

The warriours ſteel, againſt the rigid law 

That combates with their vices. On our power 

We build too much, and with a fruitleſs care 

(Which this occaſion calls not) labour on 

Still to deprave the ſelf-deprav'd. —The powers 

Of habit who denies ? It gives to vice 


Or virtue, as it chances each to aid 


A nerve of ſteel, inſuperably ſtrong ! 
The mind, by heaven illumin'd, and confirm'd 
In virtuous habits, tho? the welkin frown 


Tho? friends forſake him, tho? yon elements 


Conſpire againſt him, yet, elated high 
Above the ſmall annoyance, waſts aſide 


The pigmy war, with calm, unruffled brow 


And eaſy effort, like the ſhepherd ſwain 
Whoſe gentle ſlumbers by an evening cloud 


Ner. 
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Of buzzing flies, is broke. Nor leſs the ſoul 

Whom deeds of darkneſs keep in thraldom ſure, 

Tho nature, all alarm d, with thund' ring peal 

Clamours at every port of ſenſe, which gives 

An inlet to the mind, tho? clouds diſtil 

Ambroſial food, tho' Neptune's ſurge invades 

The rampires of the ſky, and lifts their waves 

In proud defiance to the fighting winds 

Tho? Jordan's waters fly before the foot 

Of heaven's proud favourites to the parent ſpring 

In hoarſe retreat, and ſend from hill to hill 

The ſolemn warning to the nations round 

To leave their crimes, the ſoul by habit ſixt 

In vice, her whole attention draws withia 

And lets the civil war of elements 

In all their wond'rous tranſmutations, rage 

Without, unheeded. — Hence the glimmering lamp 

Of conſcience at the laſt goes out, unfed 

By this external nouriſhment, bereft 

By tyrant vice, of that immaculate oil 

Which reaſon breeds within—then leave the ſons 

Of Canaan to themſelves, while luſt ſurvives 

To rule the young, while ſelfiſhneſs and love 

Of gold, inveterate grown, by thirſt of ſway 


Enſlaves the old, ye have no need to fear 


A partner in your reign. 
But then, at laſt 
What have ws to expect, but to behold 
s L 


Ajm. 


* 
. 


Aſm. 
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(All impotent to ſave), our vaſſals made 
Public examples of czleſtial wrath ? 
Let them !—for ſuch the ftrange variety 
Of human character, that, tho? a few 
May take the warning, and renounce their crimes 
A greater number ſtill will brave the hand 
Uplifted to deſtroy, for, ſuch was ſtil] 
The conſequence, even when the ſentenc'd walls 
Of Sodom flam'd, and ſuch will ever be 
While man is man, the ſport of every breeze 
The flave of habit, tho? his will be free 
To chuſe or to refuſe- his weal or woe. 
Meantime, tho” our great foe invades our bounds 
With partial inroade, and alarms our ſtates 
Here on the frontier, yet our central hold 
Of darkneſs, ſtill his utmoſt power defies. — 
Who, at the laſt reſult, will gain the palm, 
To what thoſe various-fortun'd tribes of men 
Are yet reſerv'd, who knows ? 

| And how are we 
Concern'd ? our empire ſtill ſurvives and grows 
With ſtill advancing bounds, except alone 
Thoſe deſart wanderers from the banks of Nile. 


Rami. And we muſt be provided to receive 


Theſe wanderers from the Nile, altho' heaven's hand 


Fights for them, and our elemental walk 
Oa their account, is hem'd in narrower bounds — 


Yet we bave room within the cavern'd world 
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Below, to range at pleaſure, to explore 

Her ſecret hoards, and thence, for our avail 

No deſpicable aid may be procur'd. 

Be it your province, Aſmodai ! to range 

The ſubterranean world, with your compcers 
And all the fragrant families that drink 

In thoſe green vales, and winding borders long 
Or on the lofty hills aerial brow 

The ſalutary lymph, quinteſſence pure 

Of health, which, mingling their ambroſial ſtores 
Bid the eye ſparkle, and the ſpirits dance 

New brace the fine, corporeal chords, whoſe tone 
Reſpondent to the movements of the mind 
Chimes in glad uniſon, vill all within 

And all without is harmony and health, 

High confidence, heroic energy 

Of mind and body. Hence collect with care 
The ſteaming ſoul of all the verdant tribes 
Salubrious, that adorn th' enamel'd ſod, 

Or from the hill perfume the morning gale, 
With them, commingle, ſever, and diſtill 

Each hidden virtue, each quinteſſence pure 
Chalybeate, or ſaline, gem or ſtone, 

With thoſe exhal'd, ſublim'd, or mixt with care 
Or ſingle (as requir'd) be the pure breath 

Of morn impregnate, and this evening breeze 
That whiſpers thro” yon palms, and bend their boughs 
In gentle ſalutation; Thence the Peers 
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Of Canaan, as they bend before the ſhrine 

Of the prime mother Veſta, nature's queen 

Will think theſe emanations pure aſcend 

By her benignant order, to inſpire . 

Elated thought, that ſpurns the mundane ſtage 
And ſoaring, leaves behind the feeble dread 

Of chance or change, of conqueſt or of death !— 
Then ſhall they hymn the bounteous Power that gives 
The tranſitory boon of ſenſual joy, 

And ſhort dominion, with a louder lay 

Of triumph o'er their wand'ring foes, who camp 
Among the rocks of Gilgal. "Should the ſons 

Of vagrant Iſrael ſend their proud demand 

With choice of conqueſt or ſubmiſſion, ſoon 

With high contempt the meſſage will be hurF'd 

In proud defiance back. 

| [Exeunt Aſmodai and other Spirits. 


FCIEgE NE I 


RAMIEL, NERGAL. 


Ner. So far thy matchleſs wiſdom and thy care 
For the reception of our Hebrew foes 
Have well provided, Aſmodai can forge 


The viewleſs chain, which draws the willing mind 


Rani. 
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Already lur'd by vice, but ſay, what drug 
What mineral charm, or vegetfble ſpell 
Can levy the wild paſſions to engage 
In black revolt, where reaſon, awful queen 
Reigns paramount, and pure religion guards 
Againſt ſurprize, an heavenly centinel 
That laughs a ſiege to ſcorn ?—Thou know'ſt, the foe 
Has gain'd a party even within our walls 
A formidable party, tho' its power 
Be to a ſolitary breaſt confin'd 
But that, a match for legions ! 

Far too high 
Thou rateſt this kindrance, for thou mean'ſt none elſe 
But Adriel's daughter, by her ſire betroth'd 
To Abdon ! oft with mingled grief and rage 
I mourn'd my baffled arts, employ'd in vain 
On her, —confuſion blaſt that ancient ſwain 
(If man he was) who her allegiance firſt 
From us withdrew ! 1 ſaw him, when he came 
To Adriel's hoſpitable dome ; with him 
The numerous caravans of Elam came 
Over the burning waſte, ſecure of harm 
Yet in his garb and diale& was found 
The genuine ſtamp of diſtant IxD ; his cheek 
Bore the deep tincture of that fervid clime, 


His preſence ſtruck, with reverential awe 


Of ſomething more than man ;—within the bounds 


Hallowed by his approach, I durſt not ſhew 


= I = 
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My viſage tho' difyuis'd ; The virgin ſeem'd 
| With filial duty, mixt with love, to hear 
| | | His powerful documents, whate'er they were.— 
And ſince that time, tho' oft in heavenly form 
I try'd to touch her heart, and Jure aſide 


Her mind from heaven to her allegiance old, 


My charms were all in vain, my arts were loſt, — 


Had that old pilgrim ſtill attended near 
Unſeen, with ceaſeleſs vigilance, her heart 
Could ſcarce have been more hoſtile to the gods 
Of her forefathers ! 

Ner. At this important criſis, why on her 


Employ your thoughts ; a maid of humble name 
And humbler fortunes ? does it aught import 
The fate of nations, whether ſhe retract | 


— 


Her fealty to Iſrael's god or join 


| Her country's foes ? 
| | Rami. | If old experience try'd 
| In this dark ſcene (that long has mark'd the range 
Of human fates, and how the ruling hand 
Diſpoſes things, as beſt to ſuit his ſcheme 
Of ſpreading o'er the world his hated ſway) 
| May be believ'd, ſhe lives to blaſt our views. 
Still as the waſteful plague, at his beheſt 
Walks forth to ſcourge his foes, a welcome beam 
| Of bright encouragement to thoſe who pay 
His laws their homage due, diſpells the gloom 


Of penal darkneſs. — Witneſs Goſhen's plains . 


Ner. 
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Sun-clad, while Nile with melancholy roar - 
Explor'd his paſſage thro' the mourning lands 
Beneath a ſtarleſs ſky, and Sodom's gates 
Spontaneous opening to the GooD MAN'S flight 
And cloſing on his foes with ſullen ſound, 
Reſerv'd in durance till th* avenging flame 
Deſcending ſwept them thence. —* And Terah's ſon 
Tho? fugitive, and exil'd in the cauſe 
Of injur'd deity, yet largely bleſt 
With rural wealth. Of his poſterity 
Joſeph, the great ſupport of Egypt's throne 
Who o'er his cruel brethren, pin'd with want 
The nobleſt triumph of the mind enjoy'd 
The triumph of benevelence and love 
From thoſe examples, cull'd in ancient times 
This ſad conclufion flows, that ſhe perhaps 
Who baffles thus our wiles, and ſingly dares 
To boaſt allegiance to our mighty foe 
Among our fanes, is conjur'd up to prove 
A bright example of thoſe high rewards 
And honours due to thoſe illuſtrious names 
Who ſingularly good, dare ſtem the tide 
Of vice and folly ;—thoſe who dauntleſs ſtand 
Againſt the current of a giddy world 
This merits pauſe. 

But is there time to pauſe ? 


It calls for ſwift prevention, for this night 


As Heſper twinkled in the weſt, I ſpy'd 


* Ahtaham. 
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Two ſtrangers, in the garb of rural ſwains 
Approach the gate; their garments, duſt-beſprent 
And parched lips ſeem'd to tell what length of leagues 
Their feet had travers'd, yet they ſcarce have paſt 
The gate, (and if I gueſs aright) are come 
Spies from the Hebrew camp, in foreign maſk 
Diſguis'd ! 
Rami. Oh ! let them paſs ! forbid them not 
1 at this unſeaſonable hour 
None paſs the gate, unleſs the royal ſign 
Obtain admittance—thou, in herald's guiſe 
Unbar the portal, and to Adriel's houſe 
Inſtant conduct them! there the way-worn man 
5 From diſtant Nilus, wich the merchant meets 
Who brings the bales of Aſia croſs the ſands 
Of ſunny Tadmor to the Menphian ſhore, — 
On Rahab there I mean my arts to try 
Of various enginry, to threat, to ſoothe —— 
Hard, if a female heart can ſtand the ſiege 
Of ſuch confederates ! 
Jer Why to Rahab's doors 
Conduct the ſtrangers is it meet to bring 


Such fuel to her proud rebellious flame 

Already blazing far beyond its bounds 
Rami. Leave the rcſalt to me, on this I build 

A ſcheme for all their ruins, or at leaſt 

To bring this virgin, from the ambitious pitch 

Of pride and fingularity, to find 
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An humbler portion—and take thou good heed 
To guide the ſtrangers hither, —haſte away. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
End of the Fiss r Aer. 


ACT 1. 


Scene —An Hall in the Houſe of Adriel. 


© The noiſe of muſic and dancing 
heard at a diftante. 


ABDON—ALoNsE. 


It muſt be ſo ! 
Reſent the outrage of our crimes ! the groans 
Of a whole people, preft beyond the pitch 
Of human ſyfferance by their haughty lords 


Have pierced the centre, and unhinged the powers 
That keep th' eternal harmony of things. — 


theſe raging elements 


And now, in dreadful diſcord nature ſpeaks 
Of her inſulted rights, old Jordan's flood 
In fierce antipathy her azure head 

High raiſing o'er the wond'ring hills afar 
Declares, in ſolemn cadence, how ſhe ſcorns 
To lave our ſin-polluted borders more 
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Her liquid pillars touch the clouds; the clouds 
O'er-canopie our foes triumphant march 

In gloomy grandeur, and along the ſhores 

Reſounds the dreadful warning! what are we 
Who ſcorn it ſtill ! are we more dull of ſenſe 
Than rocks and floods! It ſeems ſo--for, alas! — 
Still riot ſtains our ſtreets, and loud miſrule 

Still celebrates the feſtive hour How loud 

They wound the modeſt ear of night ! this night 
(When to the youths, initiate in her rites 

Of ſecret horrour, Veſta opes her doors) 

Is often mark'd with outrage ! heaven forefend 
That the fell demon of the duſk ſhould lead 

Their footſteps hither !—This to guard, I ſtand 
Here a fixt centinel, and mark afar 

The din that thro' this dread nocturnal gloom 
Rifes and falls by turns but hark—our gueſts 
Have caught the frenzy ! I muſt either join 
Thoſe orgies, which my inmoſt ſoul deteſts 

Or hence retire, and mark the madding crew ! 

[ Retires. 
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& CE N-:E: . 


The gueſts enter, their heads crown*d with wreaths of flowers, 
they form a circle and fing the following Hymn, Zalmon and 


Achan, the two Hebrews, at a diflance. 


HYMN ro VESTA, oz ru EARTH. 


All hail ! imperial queen! 

Parent of every bleſſing, hail ! 

By the tendant, ſeaſons dreſt 

In many a varied gorgeous veſt, 

Shores and oceans interchang'd 

In majeſtic beauty rang'd 

The mains alternate ebb and flow 
Fields, with deep-enamel'd glow 

When April ſheds the primroſe pale 
O'er the reviving ſcene 

Spangled thick with many a ſtar 

Thy blue pavilion lifts its ample roof 
And round thy realm, with conſtant care 
Thy guards, in flaming ſquadrons, march aloof! 
Night relieves the lord of day 

Then the moon begins her ſtate 
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With ſoft ſtep iſſuing thro' yon Eaſtern gate 
And from th' Olympian ſteep | 
Watches o'er thy ſleep, 
Till morning ſends the modeſt centinel away, 
With all her twinkling train 
Beyond the weſtern main, 
Till ſober evening calls their vigilance again ; 
All, obedient to thy Jaw, 
The predeſtinꝰd path purſue 
And with reverential awe 
Bring in turn, the tribute due 
Firſt Orions finger frore 
Decks in dread thy martial form 
Sheds around his wintry ſtore 
Height'ning every awful charm, 
With a creſt of wreathed ſnow 
Gleaming ice thy gorgon ſhield 
Like ſome warlike power you ſhow 
Iſſuing radiant to the field 
Next thy praiſe the pleiads ſing 
While the vernal ſhowers diſtil 
While the balmy- breathing ſpring 
Spreads her veſt along the hill. 


Thy martial terrours now are laid aſide 
And from the eaſt thy fire-wing'd paramour 
Bright ſummer courts thee for his beauteous bride, 


And ſmiling wins thee to unlock thy ſtore ! 
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He bribes thee with his Suns, a fervid train 
Emerging lovely from the lap of morn 
The bright-ſtold cavalcade thy favour gain 
And in long pomp thy cloudy courts adorn ! 


Meanwhile the lightly ſportive gale 
Wafts aſide in wanton play 
In mid air thy floating val 
Breded gold, and vapours gray. 
Soon the red, autumnal ſtar 
Crowns the board, and fills the bowl 
While thy radiant guards afar, 
Sing thy praiſe from pole to pole, 
There they dance their endleſs round 
Veſted all in golden light 
Where thy wide dominions bound 
Meets the verge of ancient night. 
Thou with anxious fears to come 
Ne'er will tinge the cup of joy, 
Nor with dread of future doom 
Our extatic dreams annoy ! 
Hail! benignant empreſs ! hail ! 
Send us odours, ſend us wine 
Send the lilly of the vale 
Round our brows thy roſes twine. 
[ They all pour Libation in their order, ons offers 
| the cup to Zalmon, and next to Achan, 
ho both refuſe it. 
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a Gueſt And who are ye, ungrateful men! who dare 


Zal. 


1 Gueſt. 


Zal. 


Thus to renounce that Joyalty ye owe 
To your benignant mother ? do ye hve 
Her penſioners, upon her bounty fed 
Each moment of your lives ? does every pulſe 
Bear witnefs to our Queens maternal love 
And can ye till preſume to thwart her rites 
To check the hallowed harmony that reigns 
Thro' this vaſt city in full un iſon 
Of grateful adoration join'd ? declare 
Your names and whence you came, that we may lcarn 
In what ſtrange climate of the foodful earth 
Our patroneſs maintains the thankleſs race | 
That fpurn her bounty, and defy her power ! 
We thank the hand that feeds us; nor deny 
Superior goodnefs and ſuperior power, 
Nor are religious rites to us unknown, 
Nor are our boſoms ſo obdur'd by crimes 
As to forget to whom we owe ourſelyes, 
And what is ours, but to declare our names 
And country, we are yet forbid ; our laws 
Forbid us alſo to adore the gods 
Of ſtrangers! | 
And is Veſta's name unknown 
To any people, or to any clime 
Is not her bounty felt by all ? 

And much 
By ſome abus'd ! but we acknowledge one 
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No weak diſpenſer of his gifts to all 
Promiſcuous, undiſtioguiſh'd, as blind chance 
Or blinder bounty (without juſtice) bids. 
But one, who in the cauſe of virtue ſtill 
And for uA ſole encouragement, beſtows 
His various diſpenſations, if not here, 
At leaſt, hereafter. 


1 Gueſt Came you here 


Zal. 


To taſte our bounty, and inſult our ears 
With fables of futurity, day-dreams 
Implying cenſure on our conduct? then 
Tis like ye are not what ye ſeem ! perhaps 
Wanderers, or ſpies from yonder Hebrew camp 
Egyptian vagabonds, or Arab thieves —— 
The Rate ſhall know you better, haſte ye! come! 
Seize thoſe profaners of our holy rites 
And bear them to the ſenate. 

Touch us not— 
Our lives are not the playthings of a crowd 
Zealots of a dumb idol, or a name 
They know not what ! 


2Gueſt. | Why ſtand ye thus aloof! 
Ach, Becauſe a greater power than yet they know 


Reſtrains them! 


1 Gueſt, That ſhall be determin'd ſoon 


| To your confuſion. — 


— — — ————— — 
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{ As they are going to ſeize them, four young Pa- 


tricians come in ( ſuppoſed of the party newly 
initiated in the ſecret rites of Veſta) all the 
gueſts diſperſe, except Zalmon and Achan. 


Zal. to | Ho the daſtards fly !— 
Alan. Great God ! who bade their haughty tyrants ſhew 


Their formidable aſpects here, to chace 
The trembling cowards hence ! thy name we hail 
And bleſt in thy protection ſtand our ground! 


ENTER ABDON. 


O what avail'd my vigilance, my care 

To keep the greedy hand of ſavage ſpoil 

And lordly rapine from theſe doors! O loſt 
For ever loſt! Oh Rahab ! what ſhall guard 


Thy virgin ſanctity from outrage now? 


I fear the fame of thy diſtinguiſh'd charms 


Has wander'd forth, and fir'd the lordly crew— 

O for an angel's hand to lead her hence ! 

O for an angel's hand to touch their eyes 

With blindneſs ! as the men of Sodom erſt 

When Abram's kinſman with the virgin pair 
Trembling eſcap*d to Zoar ! But be till 

My apprehenſion ! left I guide the ſearch 

Even by my terrours to the panting prey 

Which I would wiſh conceal'd ! Her father's friends, 
My friends I'll ſummon ere J loſe her thus — 

Or they, or I ſhall fall! | [Exis. 


Aci 
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Pat. [ Entering and looking around. Here late we heard 
The voice of Revelry. Now all is huſh'd, 
And ſtill. The crowd is all diſpers'd, but two, 
And who are they? They wear a foreign garb ! 
7 Say, ſtrangers 1 where is all the crew who join'd 
them. 80 late in jovial clamour ? hence the noiſe 
Seem'd to proceed, but interrupted ſoon 
By ſtrains, unſeemly on this feſtive night ! 
Zal. We know not, we are ſtrangers to your rites, 
As to the tenor of your queſtions, 
2 Pat. Whence, 
And who are ye ? 
Ach. It boots not to declare 


Our name or nation: in this public haunt 


Of ſtrangers, and promiſcuous gueſts, from climes 
And nations far remote, it were a taſk 
Irkſome and endleſs to enquire their names! 
2 Pat. Do ye preſume to dally with your fate, 

By dark evaſion, and to wear that look 
Of proud dehance too ? Do ye not know 
That in our boſoms reſts the dread award 
Of life and death ? | 

. Zal. Your hand you cannot ſtretch 
But by permiſhon of an higher power, 
And he, beſure, will take a ftri& account 
Whene'er againſt the hoſpitable law 
Ye dare to lift it, or employ &s force 
To violate the ſtranger. 

M 


1 Pat, 


3 Pat. 
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Brother, come 
This is ſome vender of diy proverbs ; fed 
By wondering ruſties with'precarious meals 
For ſelling wiſdom by penurious ſcraps, 
In pompous phraſe, thro” cots and hamlets poor, 
And now, his overweening pride conducts + 
This pedant to the capital, inſpir d 
With empty hope a better mart to ſind 
For his inſipid ware. 

Avaunt ! 


2 Pat, Begone ! 


Zal. 


Ach. 


Zal. 


Go hant for hearers in the ſordid haunts 


Of ruſtic wonderment ! we have in view 


A nobler game ! | [ Fxeunt Patricians, 


What mean the brain-fick boys, 
Is it with native inſolence, or wine, 
Or the hot ſallies of impetuous youth, 
Their pride is lifted up ſo high ?— 

Whate'er - —— 

The cauſe, they ſeem (all boaſtful as they are 
Devoid of native courage: did you mark 
When you put on that lion-look, which marks 
The race of Judah. how the colour fled 
From the flufl'd check, and Terror took her turn 
To dim the ſparkling inſolence, that flam'd 
In every glance ? 

I did. — gut all the gueſts, 
Methinks, are fled What muſt the treatment be 
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That thus has cruſh'd the manly ſpirit down, 
(And ſpite of the angelic form) depreſs'd 
To the low level of the trodden worm 
That darts into the cover, when he ſees 
The majeſty of man approach! Thoſe ſlaves 
Are hardly worth a conqueſt, and their blood 
Would but diſgrace our ſwords, but that the will 


Of heaven ordains to hold the miſcreants up, 
To after ages, an example dread 
Of what THEv may expect, who float along 
In the ſtrong tide of tyranny and vice, — 
But hark—a noiſe within We ſoon ſhall learn 
The glorious cauſe, which brought thoſe patriots forth, 
For what redreſs of wrongs, what ſplendid acts 
Of charity or valour they forſook, 
At this dark hour, the orgies of-their gods ! 

Rahab Help all ye pitying powers on high ! Defend 

_— My weakneſs, or I'm loſt! Oh Abdon, Abdon, 
Where at this ſad, diſaſtrous hour art thou ? 
Oh father, father! — But why call in vain 
Father or friend, to ruſh on certain fate? 

I Pat. No, no—not here - another temple waits 

within. A victim ſo illuſtrious ! Heavens !—what charms, 

[She is dragged out by two of the patricians. 

What dignity of ſcorn, what lovelineſs, 
O'er all her form! My ſtruggling fair-one ! come, 
It grieves us much, that to our lot it falls 


To ſeize you as a criminal of ſtate, 
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An open ſcorner of your country's gods! 


And you, at this late hour, muſt come before 


Th' aſſembleu itates, and arſver to your charge. 


3 Pat. Or it your virgin modeſty refuſe 


Rab. 


4 Pat. 


Zal. 


To grace the ſenate with your preſence now, 
Our order is to lead you to a place 

Of ſafety, and attend you there till morn ! 
O thou ! who bad'ſt the Red Sea part before 


Thy choſen armies ! grant a way for me 


To 'ſcape this ſhame, or ſend deliverance down, 


From thoſe !— 


Stop her audacious mouth ! She ſpeaks 

Nothing but blaſphemy ! 
Thy prayers are heard, 

Forſaken maid ! but not o'erlook'd by heaven! 


Ach. Heavens ! what a form ! and is it thus you treat 


The ſtamp of Heaven's own hand, when it appears 


Amongſt you ? 


1 Pat. Who are you? Confuſion —Here 


Zal. 


Again! Plebeians ! go! and find your cells. 
What make you here at this dark hour? Avaunt, 
Hide your obſcurities in kindred gloom, 
Or this right hand ſhall mix you with the duſt 
From whence you ſprung! 

Unhand your trembling prey 
And go in peace! proclaim your glorious deeds 


Your piety and juſtice in the fanes 


[Zalmon and Achan afpear, 


1 
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Of your great deities, with all their prieſts 

Around ! —What ! has amazement ty'd your tongues ? 
2 Pat. [Drawing a ſword. 

It has not bound our hands, as ye ſhall find 

Audacious rufhans ! 
Rab. Oh ! in pity, heaven ! 

Prevent a ſcene of bloodſhed, or let me 

Be the firſt victim 
3 Pat. Seeming modeſty ! 

Are theſe thy fayour'd guards? but they full ſoon 

Their proud temerity ſhall mourn. 

[Zalmon and Achan each draw a concealed ſword, 

Zal. Fall on! 


We are not us'd te tremble at the frown 


Of proud nobility ! 
2 Pat. Is it even ſo ? : 
[ They engage : Zalmon and Achan beat them off. 
Zal. [ To the Patricians going out.] 


Nay more—ye violators! Jearn from us 
(And think by us heaven thunders in your ears 
Ihe dreadful warning) that your crimes are full 
And here your chaſtiſement begins ! 

[Ex. Patriciant. 

Ach. Tongue-raliant heroes ! is it thus your hands 

Maintain the miſchief of your hearts ? would heaven 
That vice would always vindicate her cauſe 
By ſuch effeminate bravoes, ſilken ſons 
Of Luxury and Sloth ! They roam the ſtreet 
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At the wild voice of Riot, and appall 
With empty threat, the reptile race who chance 


To crawl acroſs their way, but ſhrink before 
The warrior's frown, and to their covert fly, 
Like timorous deer ! 

Zal. But you, perhaps, have wrong'd 
Their valour, ſtand upon your guard—for here 
They come again ! 

To Take courage! gentle maid, 

Thy guardian 1s the ſame with ours ; that God 

| In whom (with glad ſurpriſe) we find you truſt. 

Nab. Nor truſt in vain, for lo! benignant heaven 
Has deign'd us other aid. Oh Abdon ! friend. 


ENTER ABDON and CANAANITES, 


Behold and thank my faviours ! ſent by him 
Whoſe piercing look pervades the deepeſt gloom, 
And ſmites the rufhan's hand (uprais'd to pink Zal. 
With nameleſs terrors ! 

Abd. To that God be praiſe, 
God of the ſtranger and forlorn ! To him 
My oriſons ſhall ever rife, his laws 
My life ſhall ſtill obey ! Oh take my thanks, 


Accept my heart, my life, 'tis yours, tis nis, 


bd. 


Who nerv'd your arms to combat for a life 
So dear to me, and dearer far than life !— 
To Her honour! In my dread for thee, I flew 
Rabab. T rouſe thoſe faithful friends to the defence 


Zal. 


Abd. 


183 


Of this aſylum of my deareſt hopes ! 

1 met the violators in their flight, 

But, oh! what ſigns of horror mark'd their looks, 
Diſting2ifl'd thro' the gloom ! They were not worth 
ad around 


Pevenge! we let them paſs, to 
The panic where they flew ; I thence diſpatch'd 
A faithful friend, to dog them at the heels, 
And give the ſignal, left their coward fears 
Should yield at laſt to Reaſon's calmer ſway, 
And urge them on to try their fate again 
With new confederates, and augmented rage. 
Leſt this ſhould happen, thou, my love ! retire, 
And we, aſſiſted by thoſe generous friends, 
(But moſt by that benignant power who led 
Their bleſſed footſteps hither) ſhall protect 
Thy life and honour both ! 

[ Exit Rahab. 

But, who is he 

Who comes with ſuch important looks of haſte !— 
His eye ſpeaks wonder; but we know not yet 
Whether his coming bodes alarm or joy. 


ExTrr ELIEZER. 


Ha—Eliezer—tell at once what cauſe 
Brings you ſo ſoon with ſuch unuſual looks 

Of terror and ſurprize ? Are we to fly, 

Or is our flight reſtrain'd ? Thou waſt not wont 
To tremble with a woman's palſy thus, 


At every rumour ! 
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Eli, 


Abd. 


Eli. 


Abd. 
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'Tis no trivial cauſe, 
Nor fear, that ſent me on ſuch breathleſs haſte. 
Let no unfounded terror flack your hands, 
There is no cauſe of dread ! The panic cloud 
Which Jately hover'd o'er this trembling roof, 
Invades your foes, and o'er the city ſpreads 
With the contagion of a peſtilence, 
That walks the ſtreets at noon, and fweeps along 
A people with their king ! 
What wondrous cauſe 

Has ſent this terror in a moment round ? 
The young patricians, from thoſe doors expell'd, 
And baftled in their foul attempt, by powers 
Above all mortal proweſs (as they deem) 
Have found an ebb of inſolence, and now 
Fanatic frenzy, in full tide, comes in— 
Her heady current ſweeps away the bound 
Of vanquiſh'd reaſon. Even the ſenate reels 
("Tis ſaid) beneath her influence, inſpir'd | 
By thoſe intrepid warriors ; and the night 
Confounding, mingling, magnifying all, 
Dilates the deadly phantoms of the mind 
To giant fize |! 

Oh ! righteous Heaven ! your names 
(More potent than the dreadful ſyllables 
Which call'd the cloud-born peſtilence) poſſeſs 


The force of armies, and unhinge the ſtrength 
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Of Canaan's nobleſt ſtate ! Say, who are ye, 


Angels or men ? | 

Zal. Whate' er we are, to you 
We promiſe ſafety, in the awful name 
Of him, who ſcatters armies, with a word, 
Potent as whirlwinds, (whoſe infuriate breath 
Levels the woods tall files,) if ye obſerve 
What we direct, and gather all your friends 
To this heaven-favour'd roof. 

Ald. 1g0 -I fly. 
Haſte, Eliezer, help me to collect 
The partners of our heart, and of our hope, 
Who long have groan'd beneath the lifted ſcourge 
Of our unfeeling lords! yes tyrants! yes 
I ſee, I feel—your doom, at laft is near 
The dreadful harveſt of your crimes is ripe, 
It reaches to the clouds, its root in hell, 
Sown by the fiends ! but ſoon the deadly ſcythe 
Of Deſolation comes to lay you low 
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In common ruin, yet I mourn your fall, 


And would prevent it if I could! 
[Exeunt Abdon and friends. 


ACHAN—ZALMON, 


Ach. Now, Zalmon ! 
Why ſtand you thus in calm tranquillity, 
As if confiding in your ſtrength, you held 
The dreadful bolt of heaven yourſelf ? - but think 
One moment, think, upon what ſlippery ground 
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We ſtand ; our names, our phantoms rather ſpread 
Confuſion's panic thro” the ſtreets—afar 
We ſeem terrific ſhadows thro? the gloom 
Of double night, that for a moment laſts, 
(This mental darkneſs, with a ſtarleſs ſky 
In horrour blended,) but the ſpringing dawn 
Of reaſon, (which a moment may produce) 
A ſingle ſpark, by accident or chance 
Lightning the duſk, will ſhew us what we are 
Detected to the eye of ſober ſenſe, 
And to mere mortals dwindled down at laſt, 
We that now wear the garb of gods! hat then 
Remains, but by a ſecret embaſſy 
To rouſe the ſlumb' ring hoſt, and lead them on 
To take the *vantage of the dreadful hour 
And ſcale the walls, or force the guardleſs gates 
Ere yet the tumult to a calm ſubſides 
And reafon re-afſumes her throne 
Shall I 
Or chou preſume to mix, with daring hand 
The little views of human policy! 
With heaven's tremendous counſels ? art thou ſure 


That theſe noRurnal ſtratagems and thefts 


Of war, will beſt fulfi] the great deſigns 

Of Providence ? Her judgments ſhe diſplays 
Conſhicuous in the preſence of the ſun 
Conſpicuous, as her mercies martial ſlights 


And frauds, ſhe deigns not to adopt, for man 
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And man's ſhort-ſighted wiſdom, are forbid 
Among the glories of th' Almighty's plan 
To mix its carthly, and unhallow'd dregs : 
The worldly warriour all advantage takes 
To ſate his luſt of fame, or luſt of gold 

But we, Heaven's delegates, for nobler ends 
Brandiſh the conſecrated ſteel. —For heaven, 
And to aflert her violated laws: 

Not in vain braſs or monumental ſtone 

To rank with demigods, we take the field ! — 
Not with accumulated plunder gain'd 

From burning hamlets, and diſmantled towns 
To purchaſe from the mercenary bard 


The pomp of adulation.— Nightly frauds ! 


Would they not ſeem as if omnipotence 
Wanted the aid of ſtratagem? would this 
Become the dreadful name, or tend to aid 
The glorious cauſe for which he clove the deep 
And walk'd the troubled ooze in flames! the cauſe 
Of virtue, of humanity, the cauſe 
Of moral excellence, each heavenly gift, 
That lifts us from the duſt to tread the ſtars f— 
Leave the reſult to heaven ! the cauſe is his 
And let the means be his ! 

Yet you forget 
That in the fervour of miſtaken zeal 
That errour, which in others you accuſe 


Becomes your own adoption! — 
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Friend! you ſpeak 
In riddles —but explain. 
You juſtly blame 


That man's preſumption, who aſpires to mix 


His counſels with the deep, myſterious ſcheme 

Of him, whoſe will determines all below; 5 
Yet you yourſelf (nay hear me out my friend 

With patience !) tho” in piety and zeal 

For heaven, to none inferior, yet ſeduc'd_ 

Even by your boaſted piety, preſume 

Heaven's movements to conſtrain, to guide the hand 

Omnipotent, with dictatioral voice 

Which ſcems to ſay, Thoſe are your proper bounds ; 

T his line and this alone, thou ſhalt purſue ; 

No flar ſhall gaze on thy nocturnal march ! 

Night fill muſt ſlumber on her cbon throne 

And neer behold thy majeſly, amaz'd. 
Thy glories riſing ævith the rijing ſun 
IWith him ſhall climb the ſleep aſcent of noon 


And dazz!: his meridian beams is this 


The genuine language of thy heart, or no? 
Would'ſt thou preſcribe to heaven? wilt thou deny 
That this deep frenzy of the ſoul, that raves 
Around thoſe battlements, whoſe voice even now 
We hear,—was ſent by heaven, to chace away 
The ſhadow of reſiſtance, and to call 


The flumb'ring hoſt, with no unmeaning voice 
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Zal. 


Ach. 


H imſelf expects at this important hour! 
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To ſeize the inſtant moment? ſhall we loſe 
The criſis by your ſloth, or cauſeleſs fear? 
Achan ! you know, that heaven, not man—commands 
My reverence, and my dread, I fear the taint 
Of wrong, and that alone ! 
I know your courage; 
I know thou feel'ſt the honourable dread 
Of leaving thy appciated poſt; but think 
What ſtticteſt duty claims, nay what our Chief 
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Say! ought he not to know this ſudden change 


At this conjuncture, and in judgment ſit 

Upon the ſum of things himſelf? To him 

And not to us, the mighty privilege 

Belongs, of judging what is right and fit, 
Whether to take advantage of their fears 

And pour on his already frighted foes 

Treble confuſion, or to wait the hour, 

When this dread hurricane ſubſides, and ſeize . - 
The ſmiling moment of fallacious calm 

With unexpected rage to ſtrike the blow 

Like thunder, burſting from a cloudleſs ſæy 
Conſider this—Jeſt your too rigid ſenſe 

Of duty, turn to blame, when Joſhua hears 
'That golden opportunities were loſt 
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By our raſh confidence, or coward fear 
For ſo the world will conſtrue our delay 
If we ſhould linger here. 
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| But who ſhall go ? 
Shall one, or both ? 
Our ſudden flight would cauſe 
New panics to the crowd, to find us now 
Confronting their patrician pride, and now 
Vaniſh'd they know not how, would make us thouglit 
Somewhat above humanity, and rouſe 
Their fears to frenzy 
But, to leave the maid 
In jeopardy ! 
£ Ha! is it ſo! my friend 
J fear'd as much [To Zalmon.] and is it here 
The zcal of Zalmon points ? In Abdon's guard 
The maid, I think is ſafe! 
And wouldſt thou caſt 
On me the foul ſuſpicion, that my feet 
Are fetter'd by the myrtle bands of love? 
That low degenerate paſſions quench my zeal 
For Iſrael's glory! Tho? to go or ſtay 


Is in my option, and my will mine own 


Yet to convine You, and the world, how much 
Zalmon the imputation ſcorns, that love 

Should warp him from his duty, (Jove, by heaven 
Unſanctioned) where the voice of glory calls 

And '{rael!'s cauſe, I go, and leave the field 

To thee ! do thou my friend, reſrect thyſelf! 
And that enſures thy duty to thy God 

To Iſrael, and thy friend I leave to thee 
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This lovely maid ! revere her plighted vows, 
Protect her virtues, and regard her love! 
Think that her lover is our beſt ally 
And heaven will ſtill protect thee, as before! 


I ſoon will come, before their fear ſubſides 


With a ſelected band to reſcue thee. Exit. 


ACHAN—$0LUs. 


He too ſuſpects my love! yet leaves me here 


In full poſſeſſion of the lovely prize 


What does this mean? my utmoſt wiſh is given 
And why this dread ? the vital tide recoils 

In hurrying tumult to my labouring heart, 

As if T trode a precipice, and ſaw 

Deſtruction from below ! my rivals now 

Are both departed, Abdon to ſelect 

His friends, and Zaimon, in a few ſhort hours 
Will ſhake theſe trembling and devoted walls 
With Iſrael's choſen legions in his train 
Golden Occaſion ſmiles and points the prize 
Already in my reach, if I but dare | 
To ftretch my vent'rous hand and ſeize the boon ! 
Put ſhould my pleaded paſſion touch her heart 
And ſhould her plighted faith diſſolve away 
Before the fervour of my yows, will heaven 
Sanction the bold attempt? will heaven permit 
Alliance with a gentile: Ves - our God 

Tho' juſt, is too indulgent to inſpire 


— 


= a 
* — 


— e 
— — — — 


HIER 


+ * — T 2 - 4 AG s of 
„„ 
P 88 „ee " - =_ 


—_—____——— — — 
— — 


- 
: 
* 
+ 

J 
» 

4 
1 
* 
1 


Y 
1 


CEE FE 


Abd. 


Ach. 


Aud. 


Ach. 


Add. 


192 
This fever of the blood, that fires my brain, 
1 hat burns in every nerve, and yet refuſe 
The remedy within my graſp ! to pine 
To languiſh thus, and not to try the means 
Of cure, were low deſpondence l but in vain 
I now deliberate—good and evil now 
And right and wrong, upon a moments point 
Revolve in giddy whirl, for Abdon ſoon 
Will come, and with him comes deſpair and death.— 
What noiſe is that? O lingering fool ! behold ! 
Confuſion to my hopes! my rival comes 
Already! 


ENTER ABDON AND CANAANITES. 


Can we hope, illuſtrious friend! 
Your pardon for our ſtay? but is thy friend 
Our noble guardian, ſummon'd hence away ? 
He goes 
To rouſe the bands of Iſrael; while your fears 
Render reſiſtance vain, a few ſhort hours | 
Will ſee your boaſted bulwarks hemm'd around 
By Heaven's own legions ! 
Should they force our gates 
Say what enſues ? 
The waſteful rage of fire 
And undiſtinguiſhed flavghter ! 
Can our doom 
Be yet delay'd or ſuunn'd my country! oh! 
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Ye palaces ! ye heaven-aſpiring towers 
Ye ſolemn temples, muſt ye fall ? 
Ach, One way 
And only one remains, to ſave the name 
Of Jericho! 
Ald. | Give it a name I fly 
Totry—if yet within th* extremeſt verge 
Of pollibility, it lies. 
Acb. Their doom 
By prompt ſubmiſſion to Jehovah's laws 
Given without limit, may preſerve your lives 
And walls. 
Abd. Alas ! the haughty ſenate ſtill 
Oppoſe the general with, the giddy throng 
Of young patricians overbear the vote 
Of the pacific few ; the prieſts, inſpir'd 
With all the bitterneſs of holy zeal 
Oppoſe the popular tide ; even thoſe, who late 
Shrunk from your looks with terrour, and repell'd 
By you, began to propagate around 
Their panics, by the holy Flamen fir'd 
Reſume their pride, deny their former fears 
And put on looks of manhood ! 
Ach, | Does it ſeem 
To them ſo eaſy, with the Syren art 
Of courtly ſycophants, to turn and ſway 
The multitude, whoſe fermentation ſeem'd 
Th' immediate act of heaven? 
N 
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Abd. Incens'd by wrongs 
They ſcorn their maſter's lore, and yet deride 


Their menaces and prayers, the lifted ſcourge E 
And ſupple knee imploring !—Pricſtly arts 
And Iofdly threats alike have loſt their power, 
Ach. What, have the maſters of the Kate reſoly'd 
Submiſſion or defiance? | 
Abd. | They prepare 
To ſeize the citadel. 
Ach. What influence 
Is yours among the people ? 
Ald. Till this criſis 
I never made th' experiment. 
1 Can. His power 
| And influence are great, tho? neꝰer till now 
Even by himſelf ſuſpected, ſuch the force 
Of inborn merit, tho? in humble life ! 
Ach, Does the proud ſenate know his power ? 


1 Can, They do, 
Or ſoon at laſt, ſhall know. 
Achan | Doſt thou affect 
2 


Abdon, Thy country? would'ſt thou heal her civil wounds, 
And ward the certain and tremendous blow 

That threatens from abroad? Go point their danger, 
Addreſs the Senate! aſk them, if their walls 

Can ſtand before the power, whoſe liſted arm 

Sever'd the main ſea for his people's march 


And gave their feet to preſs the unſunn'd ſands ! 
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Go tell them how the rolling waves retir'd 
Puſhed from their poiſe by the careering winds | 
Tell how ald Ocean woke, and roll'd his robe 
His undulating robe of azure dye 
Round his gigantic limbs in haſte, and fled 
To ſhun the dread invaſion. How aghaſt 
His pale cye from the cong: egated clouds 


Look'd down upon the moving pomp below, 


Where o'er his pearly bed, thick trampling march'd 


The fugitives of Memphis. In their van 

No enſign wav'd, the pride of Tyrian looms 

With mimic blazonry, but high above 

Streaming long radiance o'er the thick-woxe night 
Empyreal glory led them ! Tell how loud 

The billowy pile, that ſeem'd to quench the ſtars 
Impending hideous ruin o'er their heads 
Threaten'd with ineffeQual roar, withheld _ 
With ftri& aereal rein by him who rides 

The winds ! deſcribe, how unreſolv'd, aghaſt 
They ſtood, till the auguſt *® orb moy'd along 
Like the glad progreſs of the morn !—exalt 
With heayen's own energy thy pompous ſtyle 

To match the long majeſtic colonnade ! 

How their pale fronts the watry mirrours ſmooth'd 
And as the lamp ethereal paſs'd, return'd 

With interchangeable, broad glance, from each 
To each, the poliſh'd helms, the figur'd ſhields 


* Viz, The light that preceded the Iſraelites. 
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And horrent ſpears, thick-twinkling as they pac'd 
In meaſur'd march along. How Miriam's voice 
Led the reſpondent choirs, as thus they ſung 
Deep charming the nocturnal march, . Ye ſons 
« Of Seth! be notafiaid !—yon frowning pile 


„Of waves, which longs its brother wave to meet 


& In loud fraternal ruin, threatens death 
© But not to you !—below yon gloomy arch 

“ Securely tread, as if the marble gates 

« Of Memphis, threw their ſolemn canopy 

« Orer your heads, nor tremble when you hear 

% The thunder of Buſirian cavalry 

&« Carecring thro' the deep.— Their way is dark, 
«© PrxESUMPTION leads them on, and ſhe is blind! 
Not ſo your holy guide? hark how they plunge 
« Darkling amidſt the hoſtile brine ! and now 


« The noiſe is heard no more, for ever loſt 


&* In that tremendous burft, and loud falute 

“ Of kindred waves, long ſever'd; now combin'd 
« That ſhake the regions round,” ſuch was the ſcene 
My father told, who paſs'd the wond'rous vale 
With Ifrael's ſquadrons, ſuch were then the deeds 
That ſcatter'd terrour thro' the nations round 

And ſhook Arabia's hundred thrones, from Nile 

To Jordan! Go! and try its full effect 

On Jericho's proud King and Senate ſtern, — 

Eid them obſerve the thunder as it rolls 


Before the bolt deſcends ! ——— 


Abd. 
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To thee I leave 
And heaven, the guard of this beloved roof 


And my ſoul's treaſure, the heaven-ranſom'd maid 


For heaven, when thou art preſent, hems thee round 


[Exit Abdon. 


With her own legions ! 


ACHAN—-$0L0s. 


Go—and when thoſe walls 
See thee again, may' ſt thou poſſeſs thy love 
But I'll provide for thy ſecurity 
And teach thee ſuch a leſſon as ſhall lay 
Thy ftormy paſſions, all thy hopes and fears 
Thy love and, all thy anxious cares to reſt. 
If thou attend'ſt to the philoſophy 
By thy new maſters taught ! I go to find 
The unſuſpected means, and then, the fair 
(If Zalmon come not with his prouder claim 
To thwart my wiſhes) will reward my vows — 
If he delay, the grateful King beſtows 
The blooming maid ; as my diſeovery's price — 
Should Zalmon come, and conquer, yet perhaps 
The pious warriour's heart is free! and then— 
O, tranſport ! O felicity ! he brings 
The conquering troops of Judah, and for me 
Scales thoſe imperious battlements and gives 
The treaſure to my arms ! It muſt be ſo— 
I ſoon will viſit this proud fair, and try 
Whether (if Abdon were removed,) my fuit 
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Could touch her breaſt, for, while he lives, he reigns 
O'er her ſoft boſom in full ſovereignty 
And Zalmon may arrive, the ſtorm of war 
May thunder round our gates ; her enginry 
May ſhake our turrets, ere a moment's given 
To ſhake her firm reſolve !—dead filence reigns 
Thro? every room ! the place is all my own— 
Firſt, I'll ſecure the lover! then I'll try 
If I can fill his room. 
The time is fit to touch a virgin's heart 
When her nice ſcruples, and her virgin fears 
Are laid to reſt, and ſofter thoughts begin 


To ſpread their downy plumage o'er the mind. 
Exit. 
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Scene Firſl—A Street in Fericho. 


| Officers leading two Criminals, (with their faces covered) ts 


Execution, a crowd following. —A fire ſeen at a diſtance. 4 


10fi. Now try your ſpells. ye magians of the Nile! 
Try your Egyptian charms ! implore your Gods 


To looſe your chains! evoke the water nymphs 
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To waft their liquid treaſures on the winds 
From Jordan's ſacred flood, to quench yon flames 
Forbid the rifing zephyrs to diſperſe 
Your aſhes thro? the ſky, for they will hear 
That voice which wields theſe elements at will, 
Bid the firm centre yawn, and caſt abroad 
Her baleful damp, to quench the rifing blaze 
And deaden with cold touch the vital lamp 
In every boſom | ye are dumb, methinks !— 
The thunder of your eloquence is mute | 
The lightning of your eyes, that ſent around 
Pale terrour thro' the trenibling ftate, is gone! 
Where are your factions now, that lin'd the ſtreets 
And roar'd defiance to their gracious lords 
Your ſhouting crowd ?—they follow you along 
In abje& ſilence! they who ſeem'd to doubt 
The power of Veſta, they who ſcorn'd her laws, 
With vile ingratitude her gifts receiv'd 
Blaſpheming the kind donor, learn at laſt 
The impotence of thoſe fallacious Gods 
Who late (they hop'd) would looſe their galling chains 
And ſweep away the majeſty of ftate 
Down the ſwoln tide of anarchy ! 
Great Veſta! 
Are theſe the Hebrew ſpies ? are theſe the men 
From whoſe terrific eye the warriour fled 
Amaz d, and ſcatter'd thro? th' aſſembled ſtate 


- g * 
- * — 
F — 
1 hay 2 
= 2 a" 


=» 


——— 4 i — k N 2 > 92 MADSEN VVE | 


1 28 — — 
8 


| 


CREE i _-, 


— 2 


E 
LS 
— 


TY 
— $.. 


2 


— 8 —  - 
e 


* r . 1 


1 Offi. 


2 Can, 


290 


Their panic fears And is it thus at laſt 

The God of Hjael vindicates his ſlaves? 

Learn thou obedience to thy country Gods ; 

Nor, tho? they ſeem to ſlumber, think their wrongs 
Forgot ! for thee, for all th' offending crew 

Who lately feem'd to waver in their faith 

They only claim theſe victims, tho? no leſs 

Than them ye have deſcry'd the penal fire ! 

Go home ! be thankful, and adore the power 
Who ſpares the guilty crowd, and gives them ſpace 
For penitence,—lead on !—the riſing flame 
Rebukes our ſtay ! Amaſa ! let thy care 

Diſperſe the crowd. 

[Exit willi the Captives and Guards. 
Ye who expect to ſee 

Their God deſcend to quench the flaming pile 

And ſnatch his ſeryants in a humid cloud 


Away,—attend the ſpectacle! your preſence 
Will ſhew your want of faith in Veſta's power 
And by your doubts, the ſeniors of the ſtate 
Will judge your loyalty, but ye, whoſe minds 
Submiſſive to the Gods, repoſe your faith 
On what ye have have already ſeen, the bonds 
And ſentenee of thoſe formidable men 
Diſperſe, and bleſs. the Gods at home. : 
Exit Canaanites —one remains with the Officer: 
| By thee . 
Amaſla ! let me not be raſhly deem'd 
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Too idly curious, if I long to know 

How the ſtrange revolution found effe ct 

So ſoon ? what. unknown energy has turn'd 

The popular tide from clamorous mutiny 

To ſpeechleſs fear? In ſocial confidence 

We ſtill have liv'd ! thy ſecret thoughts to me 

And mine to thee, were manifeſt as light, 

Since the firſt ſacred flame of friendſhip glow'd 

In our congenial minds, in early youth: 

I know, and I approve the ſeniors arts 

To keep the vulgar herd in tramels due 

Of reverential awe to them. To this 

Perhaps the ſeeming miracle we owe 

For I have watch'd the doors of Adriel ſtill 
Since the Patricians fled ; the doors are clos'd 
And all is filent, thoſe Egyptian youths 
Could not without the witneſs of thoſe eyes 
Have *ſcap'd, nor do they wiſh to *ſcape ! 

| Art thou 

An iofidel to Veſta's boundleſs power? 

Could not her potent breath condenſe the air 

Or check the viſual ray, and wrap the forms 

Of theſe bold Ifraclizes in tenfold night? 

Could ſhe not ſend from her creative womb 

Th' illuſive image of applauding crowds 

Shouting revolt, and anarchy, to lead 

Thoſe Hebrews, in the ſimulated pomp 

Of triumph to the ſaare, till in the graſp 
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Of ſovereign power, they found their feelings pay 
The forfeit of their cheated ſight 


2 Can. To me 


(Who know the arts of Prieſts) doſt thou harangue 
On demon- fraud, and ſpectres, ſent to lead 

The wildred wretch aſtray ? come, come my friend ! 
This will not paſs with me; the crowd, you know 
Is fled, now all is ſafe, and filent round 


Unfold your ftratagem, nor doubt my prudence 
J owe the ſtate too much to blaſt her views 
By letting this important ſecret *ſcape ! 


2 Offi. 1 know thee and can truſt thee : theſe who paſt 


Can. 


2 Offi. 


Can. 


And who, by this, have felt the penal fire 
Are not of Hebrew race ! 
Muſt then the pile 
Of this important ſtate, by guiltleſs blood 
Be thus cemented, while the guilty ſpies 
Eſcape ? 
They were not guiltleſs, tho' their guilt 
Was venial; they were Idumean ſlaves 
The captives of the war. Neceſſity 
Of ſtate oft opes the door to wider wrongs, 
The meaſure had its full effect; you find 
How ſoon it chac'd the giddy crowd away : 
Nought eHe could have aſſur'd their loyalty 
One hour ! 
And what becomes of Abdon now 
The factious demagogue ? the Partizan 
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Of Iſrael? he who lately ſeem'd to look 
Contemptuous down on Senates and on Kings 


— 
Way” 


3 — 0 
r 
* * * 


. 


From his gigantic pitch of factious power, 
Like him who rides the winds, and bids them range 
O'er land and ſea, at pleaſure ? does he feel 
His cloudy throne ſink from him ? 
2 Offi. Yet he knows not 
His loſs, but (like a man, whoſe limbs are lopt 
In battle, in the fond illuſive dream 
Still ſeems to ſtretch the mutilated arm 
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And lanch in air the viſionary ſpear 

Or bend the ſhadowy bow,) ſo he elate 

With democratic pride, harangues the lords 

In all the extacy of holy zeal 

Nor knows what victims in the riſing flames 

Mock the fine mulic of his labour'd ſtyle 

With dying groans ! But let us haſte and learn 

With what reſpe& the maſters of the ſtate | 

Receive his inſolent meſſage. [ Exeunt. 
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Scene — The Senate Houſe. 


KinG or JERICHO, AND SENATORS SEATED. 


ELIEL PRIEST or VESTA—ABDON. 
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Eliel to Vour meſſage is deliver d! wait our will 
* , cond! but leave not theſe preeincts, for ſtill 
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Thy talents may be uſcful to compoſe 
The madding crowd, if faction ſtill preſumes 
To vent her profanations to the ſtars 
And vex the ſacred calm, with wild miſrule ; 
You know your duty, guards ? [Exit Abdon. 
What think ye, fathers 

Of this bold demagogue, whoſe liberal tongue 
Arraigns our counſels, bids us looſe the chain 
(Which fetters ſervile rage, which on the brow 
Of ſullen Rancour throws a tranſient calm) 
And leave at liberty the lawleſs crowd 
To act as Fancy guides? does he deſerve 
A due reward, or not ? 

1 Len. | Sedition ſeems 
To ſleep at preſent, or if yet awake 
It dares not own its name, or ſeems at leaſt 
Calmly to wait his anſwer ! 

2 Sen. Let him periſh f— 
Scatter his blood among the trembling. crowd 
The ſhower will lay the tempeſt, and aſſuage 
Their pamper'd fury ! they have neither head 
Nor heart, if he be gone! 

King. Another time 
Will ſerve for that, but, fathers, what avails 
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Our care at home, while with collected rage 
Fermenting long, while twice four hundred moons 
Have chang'd the face of night, with all the charms 
Of Nile, deep freighted, and the plagues that baunt 


2 Sen. 
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The burning waſte of Araby, the foe 
Subdues the mind within, and hangs his ſpells 


Oyer our trembling heads ! muſt we renounce 


The boons of Nature? drink the running ſtream 


And live on pulſe ? with frozen apathy 
Turn from the glance of beauty, and reſign 
The thrilling tranſport, if it coſts a groan 
Or tianſient pang, to huſbands, brothers, fires ?— 
Muſt we do this, becauſe a figur'd ſtone 
Deep mark'd with dread and fanguinary laws 
(Beyond the power of mortal to obſerve) 
Dropt from a cloud at Sinai ? Shall deſire 
Die in our boſoms, like the witheriopg flower 
*Cauſe lome unfeeling demon has proclaim'd 
T hou ſhalt not covet ? If the vagrants liv'd 
(As they pretend) like graſhoppers, on dew * 
Is that a reaſon wwe ſhould ſpare the flocks 
And luſty droves, that roam a thouſand hills 
Or ſhare them with our ſlaves ? 

We muſt preſerve 
The joys for which we live, or life itſelf 
Is ſcarcely worth the purchaſe Nature made us 
For nobler purpoſe than to fit and pine 
For joys beyond our reach, and feaſt our ſouls 
On Virtue's viſionary bliſs, on joys 
Beyond the tomb ! the heartleſs multitude 
('Tis true, ) are taught a leſſon which beſits 
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Their ſtation, and their views ! to them their prieſts 
Muſt dwell on themes of duty and of right 

And bind their ſouls in ſhadowy chains at wall, 
Uabroken till of late. But now ſome foe 

To our repoſe has ſow'd ſedition's ſeed 


Among us; even the crowd pretend to ſee 
And feel. 
4 4 Sen. Theſe tumults are almoſt compos'd 
k | | Thanks to the terrours of the penal flame ! 
| Their habits of allegiance ſoon will reach 
Their old predominance ! 
1 Ken. Would we could ſoothe 
Thoſe angry powers, that ſeem to rule the winds 
And waves ! 
Ziel. And let them rule the winds and waves ! 
What! muſt we daſh the overflowing bowl 
Of bleſſing from our lips, becauſe ſome fiends 
Ride the rude winds in wanton merriment 
To ſhake the coral groves below the deep, 
And bids the huge and cumbrous wave recede 
Before the wild aereal cavalry ? 


. What if the blue ſtol'd nymphs of Jordan's flood 


A. 


By the ſeduQive demon of the air , 
With Zephyrean pipe allur'd, command a 
Their fickle urns at will to ebb and flow ? l 
"Tis all Egyptian charms, colluſive ſpells ! 

Between the demons of the elements F 


And Moſes, their great archimage, contriy'd ! 


F 
| J 

'Þ 

4 


* —— — 2 * 
* 
— 
— — 2 


— ̃ . r. ˙ ! 
n 


rem — 4 


' &%.. 


207 


Or his ſucceſſor ! would they cauſe our dread, 
Let them unhinge the world, miſplace the poles. 
Bid them unroot old Lebanon, and hurl 
The hills, with all their load, thro' endleſs ſpace 
Crumble the centre, and diſſolve the globe 
To its original atoms! can their ſpells 
Do this? 
Let them produce a ſample of their art 
And ſhake old Veſta's time-cſtabliſh'd throne ! 
Till then our faith will ſtand ſecure and firm 
As Tabor or as Carmel, while the breaſt 
Of our great * mother can ſupport the weight! 

King. Speak your opinion, fathers ! is your vote 
Defiance, or ſubmiſſioa? will ye die 
Free as ye liv'd, or bend the ſervile neck 
To Pharoah's bondmen ? 

Senators. We ſubmit ? we cringe 
To Pharoah's bondmen ! we deteſt the thought! 
Let them diſpatch their embaſly ! diſplay 
Their falſe credentials ! we deſpiſe them both 
While thoſe proud rampires ſtand ! 
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ENTER A MESSENGER, Wao wursrPers ELIEL. 


Eliel. Be Abdon call'd. 
King. What meſlage brings your envoy ? 
Elicl. All's compos'ꝰd 


Let us to Veſta's Fane, and there return 
Thanks for the great deliverance ! 


King. Lead the way ! LE. Omn. 
Vu. Veſta, or the Earth. 
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Scene — An Hall in the Houſe of Adriel. 


EN TFN ACHAN. 


Repuls d! contemn'd ! and by a Gentile maid ! 
And with ſuch dignity of look and mein 
As ill befits her humble birth! Oh Fate ! 


Oh ! thou fallacious Power !—whate'er thy name 


Who ſeem'd with ready hand to ſmooth my way 
To tranſport ! thou who led'ſt my rival hence 
„And left an open field to Love and me —— 


Whence theſe new obſtacles ? manhood, and pride 


% 


And love will tell, they're meant to ſtimulate 
And they /hall ſtimulate !—for oh! her charms 
In our laſt interview, her ſparkling eyes 

In all their pride of ſcorn, have waken'd here 
A conflagration !—Love and Vengeance calls 
And both ſhall ſoon be ſatisfied ! The rage 

Of Faction ſlumbers in the ſtreets at laſt— 
Even panic finds a pauſe, the gueſts and ſlaves 
Who left the houſe to mingle with the crowd 
Impell'd by curioſity or dread 
Will ſoon return, this moment then is mine! 


[ Going 
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Ach, 
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Achan 
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Ex'rex ZALMON. 


Baffled again! perdition to my hopes 
What fiend, who loves to riot on my pangs 
Has ſent bim here again? 


To him. | Ha ! Zalmon! why .- 


Zal. 


Ach. 


Zal. 


This quick return ? 
The pates are all beſet, 

The rampires mann'd, let that apology 
Suffice for me! But—or my gueſs is wrong 
Or, if no viſion of the night deceiv'd 
My light, I ſaw you on the point to paſs 
The bounds of right, and violate the hour 
Of virgin privacy, now, what pretext 
What artful gloſs can palliate this attempt ? 
And who gives thee the privilege to lit 
In judgment on my deeds ? 

| Thou, own'ſt it then! 
That was not needed, for thy looks declare 
Too plain, the purpoſe af thy heart, - and thou 
A dclegate from Iſrael, choſen, by lot 
Mark d and diſtinguiſhed by the hand of Heaven 
Among thoſe unbelievers, to diſplay + | 
A ſpecimen of ſanctity, of truth 
And. all the digaity of ſelf-.command, 
To gain their veneration for the laws '; ' 
Of them, whom Heaven for their forefathers worth 


So highly fayours !— Thou, at fugh a time 
O 


Ach. 
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On ſucli a buſineſs ſent, to looſe the rein 
From the wild paſſions, to profane the flame 
Of plighted love, and burſt the ſacred bar 
Of hoſpitality, and ſocial faith! | 
Repent, my friend ! and blefs that providence 
That croſs'd th? unrighteous purpoſe ! 


I deny 


The charge! 


Lal. 


Ach. 


Zal. 


O trifle not with him, whoſe eye 

Pervades the ſoul! nor aggravate thy guilt 
By bold preſumption ! 

Who commiſſioned ux 
(If limits are ſo ſacred) to aſſume 
The Levites office ? Go! proud moraliſt 
Go to the camp of Iſrael, and proelaim 
My guilt ! But other cares poſſeſs thy foul— 
— That public love which lately flam d ſo high 
Has ſpent its fury, and a gentler ſpark 
Of lambent radiance takes its turn to reign !— 
This bids you ſhun the wide noctur nal range 
Thro' perils and thro? foes, to Joſhua's camp, 
And rather linger round theſe favourite walks 
For ſome bleft opportunity to ſoothe 
The fair one's fears ! 

"Tis well—retort the charge 
And ſpend the precious moments (while we ſtand / 
Perhaps, on the tremendous verge of fate) 


In fierce reerimination ! but thy mind 


Ra 
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Acquits me, or if not, when Zalmon's ſoul 
Is better known, perhaps, it may deſerve 
Thy approbation,——no ſiniſter views 
But ſtrong neceſfity forbade my flight 
And ſent me here—to ſave thee from thy ſelf 
At preſent thy worſt foe.— Reflect on this! 
And learn to know thy friend! 

Thy words I fear 
Are too prophetic !—Pardon my raſh tongue 
And thoughtleſs folly !—we already ſtand 
Upon the verge of fate - for hark—the crowd 
Returns, as from the gale that hither wafts 
Their mingled voices, we may learn! 


ENTER RAHAB, Id G&EAT DISORDER, 


Oh my protectors! oh my gallant friends 
Would Heaven! the life which you ſo lately ſav'd 
Could ranſom yours ! I fear you are beſet 
And nought your valour will avail if true 
The tidings I have heard—and Abdon too 
Is abſent, who perhaps, could ſway his friends 
To fave you. 
Thank my plots ! by them a friend 
Is loſt, who now might ſhield us ! 
Say, fair maid, 
Whence thy intelligence ? 
*Tis needleſs now 
To tell! but ere theſe now forſaken walls 
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Admit their wonted gueſts, if ye obey 

My counſel, and to me intruſt your ſafety, 
(Which, as the precious jewel of my ſoul! 

Pl] guard, to my beſt power) I yet may pay 
Some part of that vaſt debt of gratitude | 
Which, while remembrance lives, I ſtill muſt owe. 
Our lives are in the hand of Heaven ! to that 

We truſt ! But, it were madneſs to reject 

Thy counſel, beauteous maid ! for Heaven perhaps 
May to thy pure and guiltleſs mind, ſuggeſt 

The means of ſafety, which, with gratitude 

To thee; and to that power, who rais'd our hands 
To guard thee, and infpir'd thy ſpotleſs mind 
With magnanimity to pay the debt 

We gladly chuſe, and in thy faith conſide. 


Vet ſtill, in one eſſential point, thy will 


Mult yield to ours we muſt not leave theſe walls 
Heaven's hand can find and guards us here —even here.— 
Where we experienc'd late its ſignal aid — 

But to forſake thee here — to leave thy life 

Thy precious life, perhaps a pledge for ours — 

To fly ignobly, and to gain the camp 

Whilſt thou, ſurrounded by thy foes and ours 

Art doom'd to pay the forfeit, this would blog 

Our names with endleſs infamy, the name 

Of Iſrael too muſt ſuffer, even the cauſe 

Of God, the cauſe of virtue, public loro 

(For which we bear the delegated ſword) 
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Would catch the foul contagion, and become 
An object of abhorrence, meant by Heaven 
For ends far different. 
Then my fears are true 
(Were this a time for leſſer fears) his heart 
Is touch'd, as well as mine! | 
This is no time 
For nice punctilio- did 1 mean to thwart 
Your generous purpoſe, you muſt wait an hour 
Yet more propitious to your flight,, and deign 
To take th' aſylum, which thoſe walls afford 
Till Heaven permits eſcape. There is a place 
As ſecret as the grave, which even the eye 
Of Malice and Revenge's eagle glance 
Might ſcrutinize in vain. 
But generous maid ! 
This muſt be ſtipulated firſt—we live 
Conceal'd, whilſt thou art ſafe—when danger threats, 
Give thou the ſignal, and we fly to fave thee 
Not on ourſelves preſuming, but inſpir'd 
By confidence in him, who nerves the hands 
Of infants, at his pleaſure, to ſubdue 
The warriour, clad in ſteel! 
What Heaven ſuggeſts 
I'll do but you with reſignation wait 
The great event, and let no ſudden ſtart 
Of thoughtleſs courage—no ſuggeſted fear 
For me, entice you to forfake your poſt 
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Till firſt you hear the ſignal ; all your hopes 
The very criſis of your fate depends 
Upon your filence ! let not even your breath 
Be heard, if poſſible. 

Zal. Whence has this maid ” 
Such more than manly piety, ſuch faith 
And fortitude? O virgin ! in thy voice 
I hear and TI obey the call of Heaven! 
But whence this dignity of mind ? this ſenſe 
Of heavenly interference far beyond 
T heir faith, who live within the glorious dawn 
Of Heaven's illumination ? 

Rah. Stay not now 


To queſtion, for the time forbids delay. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene Continues. 


EnTEer ELJEZER, 


Where are thoſe gueſts, whoſe preſence has expell'd 
Peace, harmony, and mutual confidence 

From thoſe devoted towers, and in their ſtead 

Sent loud revolt to bellow round our ſtreets 

And gave that treaſon, which had lurk'd in thought 
A body and a yoice, embrued the hands 


Rah, 
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Of fiery zealots in my beſt friends blood ? 
Oh they are gone l they choſe the ſeaſon well, 
To *ſcape the ſnare, and leave a nobler life 
To fate the fell Patricians rage ! they might 
Have ſpar'd my friend; the wretched pair who fed 
The penal flames with blood, has laid the guſt 
Of popular frenzy and revolt | O night 
Foul nurſe of anarchy and dark miſdeeds ! 
Scdition, treaſon, mutiny and blood : |- - 
Like hideous phantoms on thy moonleſs march 
Attend, and yet thou haſt not reach d the point 
Of thy diſaſtrous noon ! what monſtrous births 
What prodigies muſt yet amaze the ſtars 
Before the purple meſſenger of mora 
Arreſt.thee in thy courſe ? does Rahab ſleep ? 
Can Rahab reſt, while fate with rigorous hand 
Perhaps already ſtops her ſource of life ? 
Her lover too, her plighted ſpouſe, my friend 
My Abdon lot ! 


EnTer RAHAB. 


What mean your dreadful words ? 
My Abdon loſt ! Oh Eliezer ! ſay 


I have miſtook your meaning ? 


Elez. 


Would to Heaven 
You had !—lt is a night of dire miſtakes 
And this had been a bleſt one! I could with 
That thou would'ſt gueſs my errand, without words. 


Rah. 
Elez. 


Rab. 


Lliex. 


Roh. 


Flies, 
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What of my Abdon ? 
Periſh he, who firft 
To his too dauntleſs mind ſuggeſted late 
That luckleſs embaſſy ; ſome ® demon told 
The jealous Peers, that he was join'd in league 
With thoſe audacious ſtrangers, deem'd the ſpies 
Of Iſrael, whoſe bold reſcue in the face 
Of open outrage, ſill'd our ſtreets with dread 
And turn'd this tide of mutiny againſt 
Our haughty rolers, they, as fame reports 
At firſt were ſtrack with fear, when Abdon's zeal 
Diſplay'd their danger in ſuch dreadful forms 
As made the boldeſt quake; but ſoon *tis ſaid 
On a dark meſſage to Lliel fent 
The gallant youth was ſeiz'd, and waits in chains 
His ſentence ! | 
Oh unhappy youth ! what crime 
What eharge can Malice or Revenge invent 
Againſt him ? | 
Well his innocence is known 
Even to his bittereſt foes, but other captives 
Groan in the ſelf-ſame danger ! 
Who are they ? 
Concerns it me to know? can there be grief 
Beyond what I have ſuffared ? | 
I were cruel 


To aggravate your woes ! but on the verge 


* Achan,—Sce Act Second, Scene Lift. 
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Of fate your ſafety ſtands, and it depends 
On you perhaps, to turn the dubious ſcale— 
Reflect on that, let that ſupport your mind 
Under a ſccond blow! | 
I ſtand prepar'd— 
Whate?er the dreadful certainty, ſuſpence 
Is worſe. 
Thy reverend father too is join'd 
In equal doom! 
And why do I remain 
Exempt from bonds, when all I held moſt dear 
Are in the graſp of fate ! 
Thy hands, perhaps 
Are by the bounteous gods at freedom left 
To looſe their chains, elſe J had never come 
Th' unwelcome meſſenger of ill to thee— 
Thoſe ſtrangers, who are deem'd the lurking ſpies 
Of Joſhua, yet perhaps, within the walls 
Remain—for all retreat is cloſely barr'd, 
"Tis true, they have protected thee from worſe 
Than death, and thou might'ſt ſeem by every tie 
Of gratitude and friendſhip bound to aid 
Their flight, but Piety's ſuperior laws 
Thy country's claims; thy faith to Abdon vow'd 
Silence the claims of pity ! at this hour 
The ſcrutiny begins, and in thoſe bounds 
They cannot reſt ſecure ; but let thy zeal 
Prevent the ſearch ! explore their ſecret haunts ! 
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(If yet theſe walls contain them) and reſign 
Thy captives to the king, thy promptitude _ 
And filial piety may calm their rage, 
Prevent undue ſuſpicions, which prevail 
Of thy apoſtacy from Canaan's Gods, 
And gain the captives freedom, elſe their lives 
Perhaps may pay the forfeit ! I decline 
The fight of ſtrangers—mark my laſt advice 
And uſe the precious moments as becomes 
The daughter and the ſpouſe ! I muſt begone ! 
For ſome are entering whom I muſt not ſee ! 
O let thy preſence aid me! 

While I'm free 
I can aſſiſt you fill ! 1 might be deem'd 
Abdon's accomplice, as I'm known his friend 
If 1 ſhould be obſery'd, adicu, adieu! Exit. 
O dreadful turn of fate! O teſt ſevere 
Of filial duty! what ſhall I reſolve 
At this tremendous moment ? but no time 
Is left me to reſolve ! — perhaps the flame 
The penal flame, ſo lately fed with gore 
Waits for another victim ! Righteous Heaven 
Why this ſad interruption ? but 'tis ſent 
Perhaps in mercy ! for it ſaves my mind 
From inſtant deſperation ! [ Goes apart. 


ExrER GUESTS, CANAANITES, SLAvrs or ADRIEL, &c. 


1 Gueſt. A dreadful inquiſition is begun, 


Even now, (it ſeems ;) by order of the ſtate 
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For other ſpies, ſuſpe&ed from the camp 
Of Iſrael, and perhaps, thoſe walls may feel 
The ſcrutiny ! 
2 Gueſt. The ſearch is now afoot ! 
1 Can. Thou tell'ſt the fact, as if it nought concern'd 
The inmates of this houſe; but thou, and I, 
And all, have cauſe to tremble at the tale. 
2 Gueſt. Are we concern d? are we of Iſrael's ſtock 
Or Canaan's ? does the mark of treaſon glow 
Upon this front? if ſtrangers ſuffer here 
Rude violation, then adieu to all 
Your commerce and your hoſpitable fame 
From Nile to Ganges ſpread ! 
1 Hear and reflect 
The danger is but tranſient, yet the wiſe 
Seek the next ſhelter even when ſummer brews 
The ſhort-liv'd hurricane ; a few dark hours 
Are paſt, ſince here thoſe fugitives or ſpies 
(Whatc'er they were, ) reign'd paramount, and chac'd 
The proud patricians, (ſons of violence) 
In terrour from their meditated prey— 
Hither, be ſure, this dreadful ſcrutiny 
Led by the Flamens, and vindictive Peers 
Will ſoon arrive, and who will ſtand the brunt 
Of this dire inqueſt ? ſay will you, or you 
Natives or ſtrangers ? nought will then avail 
The proteſtations of our innocence, 
And zeal for Canaan's Gods ! we will be deem'd 
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Part of the factious crowd, the partizans 

Of Iſrael and abettors of the flight 

Of thoſe ſuſpected ſpies. —Lf none are found 
What tortures then will be our doom ; what pangs 
To farce confeſſion of our fancied guilt ?—— 
Safer far us to tread the rocking ſoil, 

When minerals boil below, than dare the ſtorm 
Whoſe gathering gloom already darkens round 
This deſtin'd ſpot ! but if my counſel weighs 
With any, let us leave this dangerous ground 
— Strangers and natives, Canaanites and gueſls 
All ſhare one general peril !—Adriel's head f 
Will pay the bloody forfeit for the ſpot— 
A deadly ſpat, accurſt by all the Gods, 

On which his habitation reſts ! the ſearch 
Will inſtantly begin, and can we ſtand 

Thus hogering ?—are you bent to meet the rage 
Of arbitrary power and prieſtly zeal ? 

Are you ambitious on yon flaming pile 

To mark again the watches of the night 

With dying ſhrieks for Moloch ?—will ye ſtay | 
And periſh, or eſcape and ſhun the doom ? 


2 Can. We take your counſel, brother ! 


What ſay ye 

Ve ſtrangers ; will ye ſhare your fate with us 
Ye will be deem'd affociates with the ſpies 
And may expect a more relentleſs doom 


If here you Ray ! 
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1Gueſl, 'T were madneſs to neglect 


Your ſage advice, we go,—condutt the way. 
Ex. Omnes. 


ACT V. 


Scene Continues. 


RAHAB—-Aroxx. 


And am ] left alone to face the ſtorm 

Of prieſtly rancour, and of kingly rage? 
Shall I porſue their flight ! and leave my gueſts 
To certain death ? my gueſts, whoſe confidence 
In me have kept them here ! my gueſts whoſe lives 
For me, were firſt expos'd ? By generous care 
Of me, thoſe gallant ſtrangers have become 
Obnoxious to the ſtate ! they might have *ſcap'd 
All obſervation, and have paſs' d the gates 
Unnotic'd as the vulgar herd, that crowd 

This manſion daily, had they brook'd the fight 
Of violation, with unkindling hearts, 

And unavenging hands; and they muſt die, — 
And I muſt be their murderefs !—ſo the fates 
And cruel duty bid, yes muſt be 

A traitreſs, or a parricide Oh Heavens 
How ſhall I bear the thought ! a bleeding father 
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A mangled lover; and ſhall I—fhall I 
Endure fach weight of horror and preſerve 
My intellects Bur let me pauſe awhile 
And at the ſtillneſs of this ſolemn hour 
When not a friend is near, with mental beam 
To guide my fault'ring feet, let me addreſs 
My fervent ſorrows to the fount of light 

To diſpoſſeſs the darkneſs of the ſoul 

And ſhew me what is beſt ; to him the day 
And darkneſs are alike, the mental eye 
Contemplates him, when outward things are hid 
Behind the deep nocturnal veil ! A guide 

Like him, altho' he points a painful path 

Muſt lead me right —O thou great origin 

Of rectitude and truth, do thou preſide 

O'er my deliberations, whilſt I weigh 

Duty with duty in th unbyaſt ſcale } | 

Be ſtill ye ſtormy paſſions ! leave” my ſoul 

Bleſt with that facred calm, where Reaſon's light 
And favouring conſcience, with unruffled beam 
Enlightens, like twin ſtars, the tranquil-mind ! 
While I purſue the ſolemn ſcrutiny | 

With all my mental powers, as beſt becomes 
One, carly nurtur'd on the facred lore 

Of truth! Oh that my old apd reverend guide 
Were preſent now !—but he to all effect 

Is ever preſent, while. his precepts live 

Witkin this boſom ! Let me then ſuppoſe 
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His exhortation in this ſtrain to run: 
1% Thoſe towers are doom'd to ruin, dhe ſlate | 

« To ſwift perdition, like the flaming walls 

« Of old Gomorrah; of this awful truth | - 
Thy heart is well convinc'd—the Hebrew ſpies b 

« (By their commander ſent to mark how far | 

« Peſtruction's line muſt range,) amid the ſtorm | 

« Of faction, and Patrician rage, enforc'd 

With prieſtly vengeance, yet have brav d the blaſt 

« And ſtill muſt brave the malice of their foes 
(Their foes with hell combin'd) for all their hairs 
Are numbered !-—and would'ſt thou, defying Heaven 
« Deſponding in her aid, to human threats 
Or all the rancour of the fiends, betray 

Thy facred truſt ? What tho” thy fire is bound 

« And Abdon ; thy miſtaken piety | 

Might fail to free them, —ſhould thy female fears 

« Reſign the great depoſit, art thou ſure 

« Thy reſignation would redeem their blood? 

« And wilt thou, to ſecure a dubious good ] 

« Riſque an undoubted crime ? ſuppoſe it true 
(As yet 'tis doubtful} that thy friends are held 

« In durance, does it follow they mut fal! 

« Unreſpited and unrepriey'd ? ſome time 

At worſt will be atlow'd, and Tract's holt 
May interpoſe to ſave them if the fpies | 

« Eſcape to expedite their march. LL Alteatly* | | 

« As if ſecure of conqueſt, have they told | 
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The means, to ſave thy few remaining friends 
Amid the general ruin, when the ſons 

« Of Jacob with commiſſion d ſword and flame 
« Purge the pollutions of the land !—this roof 

« Muſt then be their aſylum, as the ark 

« Of Noah, facred, and ſecure from harm, 
When nought but deſolation reigns abroad 


In ſolitary pomp, with horrour crown'd.— 


0 Then like that ſacred Germ of nations ſavd 
« From the great world of waters, dark and deep, 
* "Theſe walls, the refuge of the righteous fer 
« Shall be the cradle of the naſcent ſtate, 

« From piety deriving manners pure 

% Their. love of God, expreſs'd by love of man.” 
Shall I the pupil of ignoble Fear 

Renounce this elevated hope ? Shall I 

Renounce the glorious privilege, to hear 

My name among the godlike train enroll'd 
Reſlorers of the nations ?—ſhall 1 plunge 

Myſelf, and the fad remnant of my friends 

My father, and my lover too, as ſeems 

Moſt like, by theſe prophetic ſtrangers words, 


In general ruin, from my faith's firſt vows 


Led by a fleeting ſhade of hope ?—perhaps 

(And ſurely, Heaven ſuggeſts the glowing thought 

For it expands my ſoul) this tryal comes 

Like that to“ Iſrael's parent, when the voice 

Of Heaven demanded his beloved ſon ! 
Abraham. 
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A victim on his altars, ſoon his faith 
His piety, his reſignation met 
An heavenly meed; and J, inferior far 
May alſo ſave a parent and a ſpouſe 
Without the odious taint of perfidy. 
When every himan hope expires, that hand 
Which with aereal bridle held the wave 
From its long menac'd fall, can ſhake thoſe tow'rs 
And whelm their impious fanes upon the heads 
Of their blind worſhippers !—But oh ! my heart 
Recoils—down, down the lofty fabric falls 
Built by preſumptuous hope ! my reverend ſire 
My Abdon ! muſt I riſque your precious lives 
On ſuch precarious venture Oh ! thou Power 
That rul'ſt the world within, compoſe my thoughts 
Teach me the heavenly art to reconcile 
My warring duties! But I hear th' approach 
Of trampling feet : prepare thee O my ſoul 
For this great tryal ] and thou God unknown 
(Whate'er thy name) thou judge of right and wrong 
Whom from my infant years I worſhipp'd ſtill 
With pureſt zeal ! Oh deign this gracious ſign 
To point my duty, and thy will to ſhow 
Whether thou meaneſt thy ſervants ſhould eſcape 
Or ſigh the flaw revolving hours away 
In cruel bondage ! when the guards arrive, 
With ſeeming boldneſs 1 ſhall dare the ſearch 
And ſhew no ſign of dread, if they, deceiv'd 
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By the tranquillity that marks my look, 
Retire, without a ſcrutiny, O then 
| To thy protection, Iſrael's God ! to thee 
| Who ſav'd young Joſeph ; and the infant ſon 
q Of Amram from the bloodhounds of the Nile 
| J leave the precious pair in charge, afſur'd 
| That what thou will'ſt is beſt —if they perſiſt, 
Is their inhuman purpoſe, and explore 
With curious eye, each dark receſs, my heart 
(Tho with reluctance) to their doom reſfign'd 
Will deem that thy eternal wiſdom means 
By other hands to fave the choſen pair 
And then, in calm expectance ſhall J reſt 


Of ſome new revelatiot. of thy will 
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But I can never, never, bring my voice 
To form thofe hateful agd perfidious ſounds 
Which give my benefactors up to fate 
And ere my trembling hand has power to point 
Their dark aſylum out—may palſies blaſt 

Its future motion I now I am reſolv'd 


Ye demons ! ſend your miniſters of wrath ! 

Aſſemble all your terrours, try your wiles ! 
WS: feel that heaven-ſent energy within 

That baffles all your ſtratagems, and here 


The conteſt opens, but th? event is Heav'ns! 
Retirer, Ra} 
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Ex TEA GUARDS. 


1 Cua. Ha, this is wonderful! where are the crowds 
Who filPd thoſe rooms with barb'rous harmony 
Hymning the bounteous mother of the tribes 
Of life and vegetation ? all is dark 
Silent and lonely! not a voice is heard 
Nor face appears ! either the Hebrew ſpies 
Have choſen a lucky moment to eſcape 
Or ſome new wonder by their God diſplay d 
In their protection, has expell'd their foes. 

2 Gua. We ſhall not linger long in dark ſuſpenſe ; 

For here comes one, whoſe ready diligence 

Would with a fervent ſcrutiny, aſſiſt 

Our ſearch, if they remain! her hand would help 
To drag them to their doom, for ſhe has cauſe— 
The ſafety of a father and a friend 

Dependiog on their ſeizure ! 


Ex TE RAHAB, 


| Rahab! tell 
Tell as you tender all that's dear! are yet 
The Hebrew ſpies within your walls, or gone? 
Rab. Oh may it not affect the precious lives 
For which I will implore the King, the ſtate, 


That they are now beyond your reach and mine ! 
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By the tranquillity that marks my look, 
Retire, without a ſcrutiny, O then 

To thy protection, Iſrael's God ! to thee 
Who ſav'd young Joſeph ; and the infant ſon 
Of Amram from the bloodhounds of the Nile 
I leave the precious pair in charge, aſſur'd 
That what thou will'ſt is beſt if they perſiſt, 
Inu their inhuman purpoſe, and explore 

With curious eye, each dark receſs, my heart 
(Tho' with reluctance) to their doom reſign'd 
Will deem that thy eternal wiſdom means 

By other hands to ſave the choſen pair 

And then, in calm expectance ſhall J reſt 

Of ſome new revelation if thy will. 
But I can never, never, bring my voice 

To form thofe hateful agd perfidious ſounds 
Which give my benefactors up to fate 


And ere my trembling hand has power to point 


Their dark aſylum out—may palſies blaſt 


Its future motion I now I am reſolv'd 


Ye demons ! ſend your miniſters of wrath ! 
Aſſemble all your terrours, try your wiles ! 

I feel that heaven-ſent energy within 

That baffles all your ſtratagems, and here 

The conteſt opens, but th? event is Heav'ns! 


Retirer, 
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Ex TER GUARDS. 


I Gua. Ha, this is wonderful! where are the crowds 
Who fill'd thoſe rooms with barb'rous harmony 
Hymning the bounteous mother of the tribes 
Of life and vegetation ? all is dark 
Silent and lonely ! not a voice is heard 
Nor face appears either the Hebrew ſpies 
Have choſen a lucky moment to eſcape 
Or ſome new wonder by their God diſplay'd 
In their protection, has expell'd their foes. 

2 Gua. We ſhall not linger long in dark ſuſpenſe ; 

For here comes one, whoſe ready diligence 

Would with a fervent ſcrutiny, aſſiſt 

Our ſearch, if they remain! her hand would help 
To drag them to their doom, for ſhe has cauſe— 
The ſafety of a father and a friend 

Depending on their ſeizure ! 


ENTER RAHAB, 


| Rahab! tell 
Tell as you tender all that's dear! are yet 
The Hebrew ſpies within your walls, or gone? 
Rab. Oh may it not affect the precious lives , 
For which I will implore the King, the ſtate, 


That they are now beyond your reach and mine ! 
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1 Gua. How did they *fcape ? 


Let not the cenſure fall 
On me, if female terrour tied my tongue 
From giving the alarm, when even our gueſts 
And ſlaves (as you behold) are fled ! 


1 Gua. But tell 


Did they, conſiding in your fears, depart 
In bold deſiance of oppoſing powers 
In public, uomoleſted ? 

What I know 
My duty bids me tell ! I did not ſee 
Their flight, I was not ſtation'd here their guard; 
But is it probable, that ſtrangers, gueſts 
'That menials, void of manhood, as of worth 
Could ſtand the terrour of their deadly looks 
When warrtours fled amaz'd ! But oh my father 
My Abdon! where are they, what dungeon's gloom 
Contains them ? can you tell, what ſentence waits 
Their guiltleſs heads ? 


2 Gua. Unleſs the ſpies are found 


(With whom thy friends are held accomplices) 
I would not have their fears for all the wealth 
From Ganges to the Nile ! 


1 Cu. Hard of belief 


By nature, I am apt to doubt report 
How could they paſs our loftineſs of wall 
Which but the winged vagrants of the ſky 
Nought can ſurmount ? did that aereal fiend 


It 
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(Whom as *tis ſaid, they ſerve) with ſome new ſpells 
Fledge them with pinions to aſcend the clouds 
And mock our vengeance, or conduct them down 
A fubterranean paſs, like eyeleſs moles ? 
The * bounteous mother would not ſee profan'd 
The awful boundaries of her unſunn'd realms 
By viſitors ſo hated : hence, I deem 
They ſtill are here conceal'd ! 

Rah. | Purſue your ſearch! — 
If aught you find to taint my innocence 
Let me be doom'd with Abdon [afide] their deſign 
Is to enforce diſcovery, by theſe threats, — 
Not meant to be accompliſhed ; and kind heaven 
At laſt will ſave my friends. 

2 Gua. | Her confidence 


7. And unembarraſs'd: air amaze my foul ! 
The ſpies are *ſcap'd—or ſoon her piety 
Her love of Abdon, and her female fears | 
Had mark'd the ſecret, were they here conceal'd- 
1 Gua. Yet were they gone, her fears for Abdon's life 
And for her aged fire, had ſhown their power 
By ſtronger ſymptoms !—— 


2 Gua. . Young diſſembler! ſay 
to Rab. 


What mean you thus to dally with the fate 
Of all that's dear, at ſuch a time as this ? 
1 Gua. This is no time to trifle ; our return 
Ere this is look'd for ; wilt thou lead the way 


* Veſta, 
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And ſhew the dark receſſes of thy houſe ?— 
(They may be here conceal'd unknown to thee) 
Let us complete the ſearch ? 

Rah. It ſuits not me 
A virgin and alone, at this dark hour 
To take a part in ſuch a ſcene, but go— 

No bolt nor bar prevents you! every door 
Is open, as you ſee ! 

3 Gua. An eaſier call 
(If here they lurk) may bring them to our Jure, 
And fave our time and toil ? j # 

2 Gua. What doſt thou mean ? 

3 Gua. You know how fierce their Hebrew ſpirits flam'd 
Contemning all diſguiſe, when late the Lords 
Meant to have borne this lovely prize away !— 
She too is charg'd with treaſon to the ſtate 
And to the Gods : if we ſhould bear her hence 
The ſlighteſt ſhew of violence to her 
Her ſtruggles and her cries, (if ſhe reſiſt) 

Would have th' effect of lightning, and ſoon rouſe 
The lions from their dens. 

A Gua. | This is no time 
For ſuch experiments ! 

3 Gua. | I ſerve the ſtate, 

And ſcruple not to uſe whatever means | 
Can to her ſervice beſt conduce - { Seizes Rabab, 
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Rab. Ve powers 
Of Heaven ! look down and ſuccour, ſince no friend 
On earth is left me. [ Thunder and lightning th 
guards und aghaft, = 


i Gua. Oh Aſhtaroth ! what may theſe terrours mean ? 
Rab. Thanks to th' eternal powers, which, twice this night 


Have liſtn'd to a trembling virgin's prayer. 
1 Gua. I knew your violence would wake the wrath 
to third oy; ſome offended God —purſue the ſearch ! 
Tho” that I fear is vain !—- 
2 Gua. Purſue the ſearch ! 
Bid me to meet the anger of our lords ! 
They are but men, and bounded in their power 
Bat to defy the lifted bolt of Heaven 
To ruſh on ſure deſtruction, is above 
My daring ! 
4 Gua. What if now the ſulph'rous ſtores 
Of Heaven are opening, and our doom begun, 
Like ancient Sodom? 
5 Gua. Whether here or hence 
Thoſe terrible divinities, who ſav'd 
Their lives, ſo oft in jeopardy this night, 
Protects them {till ! 
Rah. Oh heavenly truth] compell'd 
hd. From impious lips ! even the profane confeſs 
The hand of Heaven! 
1 Gua. Then what detains us here 


When our deſtruction, like a whirlwind, ſoon 
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May overwhelm us ! let us hence and tell 
Our ſucceſs to the ſtate ! h 
2 Gua. | If they ſhould doubt 
Our truth, let theſe undaunted lords who know 
The ſpot, who lately ſhow'd their proweſs here, 
Let them, who know the perſons of the ſpies, 
And from a legion, by their guilty looks 
Could eaſily ſelect them—let them come, 
And try their fate on this diſtinguiſh'd field. 
I war not with the fates, remain who will ! 
[Exit Guards. 
Rah. Author of Nature'! thou haſt heard my prayers, 
Thy anſwer came in thunder—but to me 
More welcome than the ſhepherd's pipe at morn ! 
I pray'd, that if you meant your ſervants *ſcape, 
Theſe ruffians, eager in the ſcent of blood, 
Who ſnuff the coming ſlaughter like the breeze 
From Sharon's vale, ſhould faulter in the chace, 
Thou ſpok'ſt the word, they trembled and they paus'd !— 
80 ought not I to pauſe, the thunder's voice 
[ Thunder again, 
Again, and louder, warns me hence to aid 
The Hebrews' flight, while terrour chains their foes. 
[ Exit, and returns with Zalmon and Achan. 
Rah, Your truſt in heaven is not in vain, behold 
Its terrours march before you, and prepare. 
Your way ! Deliverance comes in lightning clad, 
And arm'd with thunder, where it leads, purſue 


Ach. 
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With boldneſs ! I have ſeen the guards retire 
Aghaſt, before the winged flame that ſweeps 
Yon battlements which overlook the roof 
And every paſs command ! the midnight ftorm 
Has left an awful ſolitude around. 
Where on the city walls our rafters lean 
There is a window unobſerv d, but full 
In view, if any watch'd ; thro? this a cord 
Provided by my care, ſhall bear your weight 
Safe down the dizzy height, till on the ground 
You fix your feet, then ſpeed you to the plain, 
But you are ſtill in danger 

| Let no thought 
Of me,” delay your flight—the guards but now 
Were here, intent to ſearch with rigid care 
Where'er ſuſpicion pointed, but the voice 
Of Heaven no ſooner thunder'd in their ears, 
Than all aghaſt they fled. No doubt remains 
But long ere this the panic has begun 
To ſeize their Lords, and each vindictive thought 
Is ſwallowed up in fear, they have no time 
At this dread criſis to enquire of me 
Or puniſh miſdemeanours ; on your faith 
And not on them, my future hope depends 
Abd on your God ! They are below my dread. 


Zal. And God ſo deal with us as we preſerve 


This houſe of. refuge !—this aſylum pure! 
And all, who ſhare your blood, or by the ties 
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Of nobler friendſhip join'd, (the ties of ſoul) 
Claim your protection Now adieu! may Heaven 
Continue ſtill to guard you, and diſplay 
The merits of thy boundleſs truſt in Him 
Which draws the wonder of applauding ſaints 
Even thro” this midnight gloom! it ſoon ſhall vye 
With the meridian ſplendours of the ſun | 


"1 bright example to the nations round ! 


LE. Spies, 
* 


ExTTR ELIEZ ER. 


Cowards ! oh abject cowards ! to return 

Without their errand ! may their angry lords 

Give them their due reward ! The ſpies, they ſay, 

Are 'ſcap'd: How '{cap'd ? The walls are mann'd around! 
The gates are barr'd and guarded— Heaven! Earth! Hell! 
Are all the warring elements in league 

With theſe Egyptians? Muſt a panic ſeize 

Our boldeſt hearts? and oh, my friend! my friend! 
Muſt hy devoted blood our temples ſtain, 

To welcome theſe dire viſitants? Thou too 

Befriended them ! And is it thus they pay 

Thy friendſhip ? Is it thus their gods defend 

The favourers of their cauſe ? My reaſon reels 

In clouds and darkneſs wandering—toft and whelm'd 
Amid contending thoughts! the hoary ſire 

Muſt periſh with the ſon ! Could Rahab ſave 

Thofe Hebrews with the ranſom ob ſuch blood? 
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Nature revolts at ſuch a thought ! The pard, 
The lion, or the tyger would renounce 
Their nature, and put on humanity 
At ſuch a double claim! Oh had I join'd 
"Theſe heartleſs meſſengers, not fire nor ſword 
Had hinder'd me to ranſack every room, 
And know at leaſt the certainty ! But here 
She comes! no ſign of guilt is in that face! 
No ſign of dread | Alas unhappy maid { 
You little know, what raven notes muſt wound 
Your ear! 
Rab. They are eſcap'd, and all is ſafe! 
But what again brings Eliezer here 
So ſoon, and with ſuch ſigns of deep deſpair 
Stampt on his viſage ! Oh, I fear the worſt ! 
Eliez. My mercies muſt be cruelties ! To find 
Aþ 4. Her guilt, or innocence, I muſt at once 
Divulge the fatal news. 


Nah. What hopes, my friend, 
Of Abdon's pardon or eſcape? 
Za. Thy ſire 


And Abdon ſoon will *ſcape, and ſoon defy 
The proud Patricians utmoſt rage 


Rab. J like 
Thy meſſage, better than thy looks! 
Eliez. My looks 


Bely not my intent! Thy Hebrew ſpies 
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Are *ſcap'd, however, if their happy flight 
Can recompenſe the loſs ! 


Rab. Of what ! oh ſpeak ! 
Zliez. I have no heart to tell thee ! thou wilt know 


Too ſoon ! Conceal thee quickly. Vengeance calls 
Upon thy name, and brands thee with the ſtain 
Of parricide. I would not haye thy blood ! 
And muſt not here be found. [ Exit, 
Rab. And let them eome, I vill not once attempt 
To hide me from their rage ! A parricide ! 
Adriel ! it cannot be ! and Abdon too, D 
Fall'n in the cauſe of Ifrael, fall'n to ſave 
"Theſe ſpics* devoted heads ! and I to ſcreen 
My country's foes ! and let a father's hairs 
His few grey hairs, fink to the grave in blood ! 
Is this the way that heaven rewards its friends 
In Iſrael's cauſe ! itſelf the cauſe of heaven 
No matter ! ſoon a teacher will arrive 
Whofe bloody Reel will cut the gordian knot 
Of thoſe dark topics, and I'll reft in peace, 
Make haſte, ye ruffians, ſeize the parricide ! 
I would not live had I a thouſand worlds 
Giv'n me to live beneath the horrid ſenſe 
Of ſuch an imputation! Ought I not 
(If I muſt die) to try if yet my blood 
Can ſaye-my fire's ? the blow may not be given. 
It cannot be! I go, I fly to fave him, 
And crown my fall with glory! But again [Thunder 
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The awful noiſe of heaven is heard again 
Its lightning darts around —oh no, this blaze 
Of glory comes not from contending cloudg !— 
What heavenly viſitant is this ! O ſpare, 
Spare me if I have ſinn'd ! 


ANGEL. 


Be not diſmay'd ! 
Thou more than conquereſs in the cauſe of truth ! 
Know thine own merit and the juſt applauſe 
Thy faith, thy conflicts, and thy ftrength of mind 
(The glorious harveſt from the heavenly ſeeds 
So early ſown) have won; they are the themes 
Of more than mortal minſtrelſie; 
Rah. O thou 
The meſſenger of other worlds, that telleſt 
Of things beyond the ſtars ! haſt thou beheld 
The ſecrets of the dungeon? Haſt thou heard 
A father's murder, calling for revenge 
Againſt an impious daughter? 
Angel. Check thy tears, 
And tell thy anxious heart thy father lives ! 
He lives in bonds, but ſoon a viewleſs hand 
Shall ſhake his priſon walls without a blaft 
To ruin, and the reverend captive free. 
Thy Abdon martyr'd in the glorious cauſe 
Has ſeal'd his teſtimony with his blood. 
This was conceal'd from thee ! Thy love, perhaps, 
Had led thee to have ſhar'd his fate, thy zeal 
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Could not have fay'd him, tho” it ſunk thyſelf 
In ruin ! But be comforted, he lives 
Who can ſupply his loſs—an Hebrew chief, 
- Matchleſs in worth, and terrible in war, 
Soon ſhall awake the deep- mouth'd ſtorm that lays 
Theſe rampires low ! his kind protecting hand 
Shall guard thee thro* the hurricane, and raiſe 
Thy humble fortunes from their lowly ſtate 
To match with kings, a xAme above all kings 
Shall grace thy lineage and extend his ſway 
O'er nations yet unborn, and climes unknown. 
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AR GU ME N T. 


Achax, infligated iy jealouſy of Zalmon, and the ſuggeſtions 
of Phanuel, a Zidonian proſeljte, and, at the ſame time, doubt- 
Jul of his own merit to obtain the objef of his paſſion, employs 
Aniſter means to aggrandize himſelf ; and not only to ſupplant, 
but to dhſlroy his rival. The incidents produced by this oppoſition 
of intereft and character, are the ſukjeds of the fallowing poem. 
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PERSON Ss. 


Jorgos, General of the Iſraelites. 

Panzas, the High Prieſt. 

Zap a noble Iſraelite of the houſe of Judah. 
Zarmon, repreſentative of the eldef{ branch of Judah. 
Acuan, ſon to Zabdi. | 
Aso an, an herald. 
Paanver, a Zidonian proſelyte. 
Teratiites. 


See Foſhua, 7th Chap. 
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SACRED DRAMA. 


Scene.— 44 Camp : the Ruins of vue, ſeen at a diſtance, 


JOSHUA, PHINEAS, ABOLIAH, Tuz Lravers or Tut 
ISRAELITES—Tuzs ARMY DRAWN UP IN BATTALIA. 


Military Mufic. 
Joſbua. CEASE your vain minſtrelſie l nor raiſe the wrath 

Of Heaven with ſounds profane !—for, if I judge 
Aright, all is not harmony within !—- { Muſic ceaſec. 
Can it be ſo, ye Iſraelites ! that you, 
For whom th' eternal laws that rule the globe 
Suffer tremendous change, that you for whom 
The waters roſe in chryſtal pride, yon walls 
In all their pomp of loftieſt maſonry 
Sunk to the leyel of the ſtagnant pool 
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That you, in heavenly favour rank'd fo high, 
Cloth'd in ſuch dreadful dignity, ſhould dare, 


In proud defiance of Heaven's late commands, 


To long for tinſel toys, for glittering gems 
That ſhed below a pale fantaſtic day 
Thro? ſubterranean worlds, in dubious gleam ? 
You that were born to gaze on yonder ſun 
And lift your glory to the wondering ſtars ! 
Degenerate warriours, can you thus forget 
Already the Almighty hand which laid 
Yon rampires low! if ye provoke him far 
Your ſecret prayers may draw his vengeance down 
By granting what you wiſh, the yawning earth 
May iend you down, with living eyes, to fee 
The ſuoleſs ſcenes, where Mammon ſits in gold 
Amidſt his mineral glories high enthron'd 
In the mock ſplendours of malignant light, — 
Dread this, ye rebels Are the cohorts gone 
To ſummon Ai proud ſons? 

They are, my Lord! 
We dread the conſequence, unleſs your tears 
And penitence appeale the Power incenſt 
Who led us here ! Yet ſtill he condeſcends 
By me to warn you, nay, more humble ſtill, 
He means to your own reaſon to ſubmit 
The motives of your miſſion, and his wrath, 
Againft the nations round! He chuſes no: 
By regal interdi& your hands to bind. 
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Nor deign to tell you why. He now repeats 

By me his motiyes, tho vouchſaf d before, 

To bend your ſtubborn minds (if aught can bend) 
Or leave you nought to plead. "Twas not for ſpoils, 
Twas not to fight amid the raging flames | 
For molten ore. Tas not to ſtrip the dead, 
And load our groaping waggons with the ſtores 
Of ſacrilege from Baalim's ſhrines to rend 

The offering of pollution, ſilver, gold, 

And gems, (by vice and idol rites profan'd) 

For which from trembling Nile, the hand of Heaven 
Led us thro' high ſuſpended ſeas, that flank d 
Our paſſing files with horrours all their own .!-— 
Twas not for this the ſovereign voice of heaven 
Summon'd the ſounding waters from our way 
Upon th' eternal turbulence of floods 

Impoſing ſolemn pauſe, Twas not for this | 
Yon well-compaQted. maſoary, that ſlept | 

For many a ſlow- revolying moon unmoy*d, 

In rigorous repoſe, at the dread ſound 

Of Aaron's hallowed trumps forget to ſleep, 

And left their hmy beds in dreadful dance 

Like Nature's laſt conyulſion ! Had the will 

Of Heaven deſigu'd to give us ſplendid ſeats ; 
In filken luxury to lap our limbs, 

To bid us court the gales in groves of palm, 

Or citron ſhades beſide meand' ring rills, 

T9 form our beds of down, to bind our brows | 
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With gemmy luſtre, and to load our board 
With all the luxuries of ſea and air, 
With all that haunt the ſtreamlet and the grove : 
For this, he might have led us to the ſprings 
Of Nile, or ſent us weſt to fix our ſeats 
On Tingitana's fair Atlantic ſhore, 
Where ſtill th' indefatigable ſoil 
Teems with her annual bounty, unimpair'd, 
Her plains with harveſts deep, her jocund hill 
With viny chaplets crown'd, and olives gay. 
But it was not for this that Iſrael's god 
Selected us among the numerous tribes 
That roam the face of earth ; his favouring care, 
Not always by ſuch bleſſings is diſpens'd— 
They often ſnare the ſoul | It was to keep 
His ſacred law inviolate, and pure, 
Which figures ſcenes more ſplendid yet to come. 
Alt was, by our high-fortun'd ſtate to ſhew 
The nations round what glories crown the heads 
Of the obedient, we his inſtruments 
Of equitable wrath and vengeance juſt 
Were ſent to ſcourge his foes, to ſeize the ſoil 
Which thro' their crimes, (if they perſiſt in crimes) 
They forfeit to their founder : ſhould we ſeize 
The glittering ſpoils ſelected from the war 
The price of blood and tears, oblations meet 
For theſe fell ſpirits, whoſe polluted fanes 
Their treaſures deck'd (fit bribes to conjure down 
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Their demon favours on the future deeds 
Of violence and outrage) ſhould the tribes 
Of God, with ſuch vile droſs profane their hands. 
Soon the contamination from the palm | 
Would reach the deep- infected mind, and taint 
The choſen people with the fin that drew 
Perdition on our foes. Then obloquy 
Would hunt along our execrated names 
From age to age, with this well-earn'd reproach 
« Theſe are the hypocrites, that ſcaurg'd the world, 
« Pretending Heaven's commiſſon, to deſtroy 
« His foes, and thro* the nations to diſpenſe 
« Heaven's vengeance at their will : but luſt of gold 
Not love of right, nor piety impell'd 
« Their furious expedition, elſe their care 
« Had ſhunn'd the taint of crimes which they themſelyes 
« Were ſent to puniſh, not to patronize. 
Thus Heaven is partial, or they too had felt 
« For their foul deeds, her yengeance in their turn, 
4 Or all is by the hand of Chance diſpens d! 
Thus were Heavens? name blaſphem'd, her holy law 
Brought into foul reproach by us, whom Heaven 
Had like a flaming beacon on a hill, 
Sent, as a warning to the nations round 
Of kindling wrath ! 
Beware thea—leſt your waning light be loſt 
In dim eclipſe, and Stygian fogs obſcure 
Your luminary, till it ſets in night, 
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With gemmy luſtre, and to lcad our board 
With all the luxuries of ſea and air, 
With all that haunt the ſtreamlet and the grove : 
For this, he might have led us to the ſprings 
Of Nile, or ſent us weſt to fix our ſeats 
On Tingitana's fair Atlantic ſhore, 
Where ſtill th* indefatigable ſoil 
Teems with her annual bounty, unimpair'd, 
Her plains with harveſts deep, her jocund hill 
With viny chaplets crown'd, and olives gay. 
But it was not for this that Iſrael's god 
Selected us among the numerous tribes 
That roam the face of earth; his fayouring care, 
Not always by ſuch bleſſings is diſpens'd— 
They often ſnare the ſoul ! It was to keep 
His facred law inviolate, and pure, 
Which figures ſcenes more ſplendid yet to come. 
Alt was, by our bigh-fortun'd ftate to ſhew 
The nations round what glories crown the heads 
Of the obedient, we his inſtruments 
Of equitable wrath and vengeance juſt 
Were ſent to ſcourge his foes, to ſeize the ſoil 
Which thro' their crimes, (if they perſiſt in crimes) 
They forfeit to their founder : ſhould we ſeize 
The glittering ſpoils ſelected from the war 
The price of blood and tears, oblations meet 
For theſe fell ſpirits, whoſe polluted fanes 
Their treaſures deck'd (fit bribes to conjure down 
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Their demon favours on the future deeds 

Of violence and outrage) ſhould the tribes 

Of God, with ſuch vile droſs profane their hands. 
Soon the contamination from the palm 

Would reach the deep- infected mind, and taint 

The choſen people with the fin that drew 
Perdition on our foes. Then obloquy 

Would hunt along our execrated names 

From age to age, with this well-earn'd reproach 

« Theſe are the hypocrites, that ſcaurg'd the world, 
« Pretending Heavens commiſſion, to deſtroy 

« His foes, and thro” the nations to diſpenſe 

« Heaven's vengeance at their will : but luſt of gold 
« Not love of right, nor piety impell'd 

« Their furious expedition, elſe their care 

« Had ſhunn'd the taint of crimes which they themſelyes 
« Were ſent to puniſh, not to patronize. 

« Thus Heaven is partial, or they too had felt 

« For their foul deeds, her yengeance in their turn, 
* Or all is by the hand of Chance diſpens d! 
Thus were Heavens? name blaſphem'd, her holy law 
Brought into foul reproach by us, whom Heaven 
Had like a flaming beacon on a hill, 

Sent, as a warning to the nations round 

Of kindling wrath !—— 

Beware thea—leſt your waning light be loſt 


In dim eclipſe, and Stygian fogs obſcure 
Your luminary, till it ſets in night, 
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Primæval hight, and Heaven's impartial hand, 
Sele& another lamp to ſhed around 
The mental beam unſullied—would you ſhun 
This foul reproach and ruin would you wiſh 
To keep th' unutterable name utblam'd ? 
Teach your hands eontinenee ! inſtru your eyes 
To view the pride'of Tyrian looms, the ſtores 
Of Babylon, of Ormus, and of Ind, 
Without a languiſhing unſated gaze, 


30 ſhall Jehovah lead your armies forth, 


So ſhall your heayen-commiſſion'd ſabres wear 
An unabated edge, and Canaan's tribes 
ink at the growing terrours of your name |! 


Phin. Joſhua ! Your dread remonſtrance has expell'd 


Joſh. 


(If I conjecture right) the lurking peſt, 

If any yet remains, the ſigns of awe 

And penitence pervade the mighty hoſt ! 

Tis well ! it were a ſhame, that Gentile breaſts 
Should own a ſenſe of duty, far beyond 
Our feebler feelings! think on Rahab's worth 


Think on what bribes ſbe ſcorn'd, her parent's life, 


Her lover's (not to ſpeak of meaner things, 
Riches and honours) bad ſhe broke the laws 
Of hoſpitality, and given our ſpies 

To Canaan's rage — Her piety to heaven 
Preferr'd the ſacred voice of ſovereign truth, 


| Of pure unbias'd reaſon ! Be it thine, 


Aboliah, to take care, that with reſpect 
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Worthy her merit, the diſtinpuiſh'd fair 
May be receiv'd |! | 
Abol. Your orders are obey'd. 
The gratitude of Achan for a life 
Redeem'd by her, has tax'd his diligence 
To match the maid's reception to her worth. 
His cohorts form her guard, in all the pomp 
Of eaſtern majeſty, as if ſome queen 
From diſtant Aram, or from Elam's plains, 
Had deign'd to viſit us 
Joſh. Some future time, we will conſult the means 
Iller merit and her ſuffering to reward. 
—Meantime the evening ſacrifice awaits 
Our preſence, let the general hoſt attend! | 


Scene.— Another part of the Camp.—Same preſpet, 


PHANUEL, ACHAN. 


Phan. Deſpiſe his menace ! what concerns it thee, 
Who, when the awful interdi& was given, 
Waſt abſent ? What was done, thou well may'ſt plead, 
+ Was done before the mandate met your ear! 
Tou were employ'd on an important charge 
Apart, the care of Rahab ! that may calm 
Your fears, if any terrours yet remain, 
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Ach. My former doubts are nearly all diſpell'd, 


Whether celeſtial vengeance min'd yon towers, 
Or if they fell by chance, ſeems dubious yet.—— 
For grant the firſt, that unremitting hand 

That cheeks the torrents roar, and whelms the mound 
Before our dreadful march, benignant, ſeems 

My ſecret views to favour : All my hopes 

Seem ripening faſt—my eldeſt rival fell 

In yon proud city's ruin ; at my word 

The ſnares of death enclos'd him, nor was I 

To blame! “ I only gave his frenzy way, 

And he himſelf, with voluntary hand 

Drew down perdition, by his country's love 
(Vain meteor) led to fling his life away. 
But when I weigh my merit with the worth 

Of Rahab ; when I think on Zalmon's love 

I fee} deſpair with chilling hand arreſt 

My heart, and blaſt the ſpring of all my joys ! 


Phan. Your humbleneſs of mind has had its uſe. 


Even your deſponding thoughts have urg'd you on, 
To lay your baſis firm and deep, beyond 

The ſtorm of Fortune, or the ſapp of Fate.— 

Nor yet indulge theſe fears ! when they prevail 
They check the active powers! attend to Hope, 
And hear what the ſuggeſts ! Could Heaven diſpoſe 
The chain of things, that ſince have come to paſs, 
More proſperous to thy view ? The prieſtly hand 


® Sce Jemple of Veſta, Act II. Scene Laſt, 
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(As if the plunder'd gold had touch'd his palm) 
Has caſt the lot on Zalmon, to conduct 
Our choſen legions to the fields of Ai, 
Your ſecond rival leaves the liſts to thee. 
The lovely maid is left within thy guard, : 
But thou, as if with him thy better mind 
Were fled, in ling'ring doubt miſpend'ſt the hours 
That courts thee to thy hopes ! Addreſs the fair 
With all the fervency of love, aſſail 
Her yielding heart; you own ſhe has not yet 
Repel/d your vows, nor ſhewn the leaſt ſurmiſe 
That ſhe ſuſpects thee for her lover's fate. 

Ach. She does not. But the time is adverſe yet, 

Too amorous parly, while the recent loſs 

Of that lov'd youth, with all the tyranny 
Of grief, uſurps her ſoul : a day will come 
To dry her tears 

Phan. And Zalmon may return. 
— Thus to the negligent, or fearful man, 
Freſh obſtacles ſpring up, like noxious weeds 
That choke the ſluggard's field! 

Ach. I dread his worth, 
Tis true; and his is not a heart that ſcorns 
The ſofter paſſion ! But my hopes ariſe 
From this reflection, that his boſom burns 
With fiercer flame for glory, which he calls 
A godlike zeal. In him the mighty minds 
Of all his great progenitors ſurvive, 
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And oft the ſplendid proſpects “ of our tribe 
Mount his aſpiriog ſoul above the moon. 
His is the elder branch, the regal rod 
By Jacob promis'd to great Judah's line, 
He deems will grace his progeny at laſt ! 

Phan. His pride may here deceive him! To the lice 
At large the promiſe is beſtow'd, and thou 
Claim'ft equal right with him, for in thy veins 
Flows the pure blood of Phares, as in his. 
In Iſrael oft the younger has ulurp'd/ 

His elder's birthright, by his merits won — 
Witneſs your great progenitor himſelf, 
Who won the bleſſing, by old Iſaac meant 
For his degenerate brother, 

Ath. This when time 
Accords. But, meantime, be it far from me 
To thwart his princely pride with any claims 
Of mine, ambitious to tranſmit the line 
To after ages pure! Be mine the taſk 
With recent fuel ſtil] to feed his pride; 

On this III build, with cautious vigilance, —- 
To be prepar'd for all emergencies 

Becomes th' attentive mind that means to riſe, - 
Should Zalmon from the fields of Ai return 
In triumph; by ſacceſs his native pride 
Would only flame the higher ; be ſuſpects 

Not yet my love for Rahab, and to me 


# $ce the Promiſes to the Tribe of Judab, Gen, 49. 
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His kinſman, late his fellow envoy, deigns 
Familiar audience; then my ready art 
Will paint his purpoſe to debaſe the blood 
With gentile Canaan's, in ſo foul a ſhape 
As ſoon muſt turn his paſſion to diſguſt !-- 
Phan. And will you miſs the fair occafion given 
| To bear her hence beneath the friendly veil 
Of night that favours amorous thefts ? thy ſtores 
Snatch'd from the ruins of yon fm-aking walls 
Might bribe a legion ! from the nultitude 
Who at our General's interdict repine 
Which robs them of their ſpoils ! the ſoldiers due 
Our toil has form'd a ſmall but faithful band — 
Thoſe, tir'd to bear the double diſcipline” 
Of poverty and war, refolve to win 
And wear the glittering ſpoil : Thy fecret hoard 
Of wealth, affords enough to cloy the wiſh 
Of Avarice, and leave enough beſides 
To give you rank, where'er you fix your ſeat 
And dignity, above your utmoſt hopes — 
Before the full moon wanes, my friends ſhall bear 
The lovely fugitive to Gaza's ſhore 
— Thy care, I hope, has choſen for her guard 
A man to thee devoted 
Ach, None are there 
But what have taſted, or expect to taſte 


My bounty : for the pruning hook and fpade 


Phan. 


Ab. 


Phan. 


Ach. 
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Their future portion here, they long to ſhare 
A leſs laborious lot. 

Then why delay? 

In Gaza's friendly port, the brigandine 
Mann'd by Sidonians, waits her welcome freight. 
The winds are adverſe ſtill ! 

But on yon heights 
That front the riſing ſun, the vapours tell 
That the deep current of the air, which flow'd 
Eaſtward, begins to ebb, and ſoon will turn 
Towards the Weſt, and ſweep with ſounding wing 
The fands : for ſo the balance of the ſky 
Requires, ſtill changing with alternate ſway. 
Our voyage thence to Sidon by the ſhores 
Is long and dangerous ! | 

But on Sidon's ſicre 

A ſplendid ſentſement awaits the mai 
Who carries riches thither, they 21< poor 
But like the frugal bee, that ceaſcleſs roves 
From flower to flower, induſtrious. So they roam 
From iſle to iſle, thro” all the ſea-girt bounds 
Of Javan, with an ever-changing freight 
Where'er neceſſity impells their fails. — 
— Thy riches there would raiſe thee to a height 
Above the poor and limitary Kings 
Whoſe little realms in thoſe umbrageous vales 
Are loſt, or on the cliff-crown'd hills afar 
Their frontier caſtles meet with hoſtile frown 
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And pareel ont the rock : But there, the power 
That rules the main, ſhall ſee thy veſſels plow 
Her foamy boſom to the diſtant ſhores 
Of Gades and Atlantis, thee the winds 
Shall all obey, and ſmooth their ruffian plumes 
To bring thy precious bales to Sidon's coaſt. 
Thy hoſtile keels, on this devoted land 
May pour thy well paid legions, and ſubdue 
Their rude militia, at thy ſplendid files 2 
Amaz'd: thy ſcythed cars may ſweep their plains 
Thy ſkilful mercenaries from the bounds 
* Of Chettim brought, (for deeds of arms renown'd) 
Will teach to force the gate, the mound to ſcale 
To point the column, and with wheel reverſe. 
To flank the Hebrew's trembling hoſt, and pour 
Confuſion on the rear, was not the rod 
Of royalty to Judah's line decreed ? 
And art thou not of Judah's line ? perhaps 
Thy victor files, from Sidon's border led 

May give the promis'd crown, and Lebanon 
From his imperial brow beholds his groves 
His tributary groves, already wait 
Thy deſtin'd ſteel his glory to extend 
And bid his ſtately timbers plow their way 
Thro yon proud ſurge, to viſit other worlds 
Beyond the ſeeming boundleſs deep, and then 
Say, wilt thou linger here, and truſt your hopes 


This exaggeration is meant to impoſe upon Achan's credulity 


Ach. 


Phan. 


Ach. 


Phan. 
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To Paſſions veering gale, to the poor chance 


That Zalmon's lordly mind niay ſcorn the maid 
Of alien and of humble race? away | 

Truſt not the fickle balance of the ſoul 
Dependent on a breeze! the ſteady breath 

Of Fortune or of Fate diftends thy fail !— 
The fair occaſion ſmiles, like yonder moon ! 
But envious clouds may ſoon eclipſe her light 
And envious fiends may crofs thy favour d way 
If thou ſhouldſt faulter now !— 


Thy friendly zeal! 


Demands my thanks: yet Phanuel ! Oh my friend 


Great is the hazard, unappriz'd ! unwarr'd, 
To bear her hence, unconſcious as I am 
If I poſſeſs ſuch intereſt in her heart 
As may aſſure my pardon ! 

Thou a man 
A foldier, and diſmay'd ? forget-thy fear ! 
And tell thy flattering heart, the ſex forgive 
All ills their beauties cauſe !—— 

Yet traeſt love 

Is mixt with awe: But fate commands go 
To ſpring the mine that ruins or exalts 


My hopes for ever. [Exit Achan. 


Go! believing fool ! 
Clear ſighted to the fpecions arts of prieſts 
And ſcorning ſuperſtition, but involy'd 
Io double darkneſs by thy eaſy faith 
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In man—thou knoweſt not yet, but ſoon ſhalt learn 
When the deep ſurge o'erwhelms thee, that thou art 
No more but Phanuel's tool—but go and bear 
Thy treaſures and thy future bride on board 
— What means this phantom ? or I dream, or night 
Deceives me with her ſoul-appalling ſhapes 
Or he again is here, and Zalmon too 
Myſterious Fate !—or Chance !—or are there Gods 


That thwart our purpoſe ? But be calm ! my ſoul !— 


PHANUEL, ZALMON, ACHAN. 


Phan. Zalmon return'd ſo ſoon ? is Ai ſubdued ? 

Zal. Go aſk the dead, which lie around her gates! 
The flower of Iſrael fallen! I met my friend 
And brought him back, for he and thou art call'd 
This inſtant to the General's tent to ſee 
A ſecond levy by the ſacred lots! 

Phan. Then be it ſo !—and have the ſacred lots 
Decided thus already ?—But—for thee 
They managed well—thy *ſcape declares their truth 
Tho' {till the hoſtile troops exulting threat! 
Was it the part of Zalmon to return 
And leave his gallant troops without a head 
Or heart? 

al. How much 1 ſcorn to clear my fame 


To thee, my filence ſoon could ſhew ! but thou = 
My friend in danger, who haſt ſeen my deeds 
Shalt know, that here, in the inglorious Jap 

R 


— 
—ͤ—— Kn 
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Of Safety, Zalmon ne'er ſhall waſte his prime 


| Phan: 


When glory calls! I only hither came 
To tell of our diſaſter and return 
With our new levies, ere to-morrow's dawn. — 
But thou, as thou revereſt thy noble race 
Thy ſafety or thy dignity, avoid 
Evil communication, for it leads 
To miſery, ſhame and ruin !— 
Who art thou 


That dar'ſt preſcribe to him Hart thou the head 


Ach. 


Phan. 


Of all the name ? is he not fit to chaſe 


His friendſhips and his enmities ? 


No more! 
Zalmon ! lead on, we'll inſtantly return [To Phanuel. 
[ Exit Achan and Zalmon. 


I was too warm twere better I had ſooth'd 
This Zalmon's pride of blood, for I have means 
To ſtrike a deadly blow, without a threat— 
An injury is eaſier to be borne 

Than broad avow'd contempt, ſcorn and defiance 
Of us, weak, reptile ſlaves to do our worſt ! —— 
And this ſhall Zalmon feel ! and Achan too 

His kinſman, will I make my tool, my drudge 
The miſſive thunder in this prompt right hand 
To bear my vengeance home, if by his means 

I am detained here. I vill not truſt 

To the precarious fortunes of the field 

Alone, — proud Lord ! altho' thy pulſe beats high 
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With Judah's richeſt blood, I'll find the means 
To lower its tone a pitch, and on thy cheek 


| Produce another tint.—But why ſo ſoon 


Ach. 


Phan. 
Ach. 


Phan. 


Ach, 


Returns my brave compeer ? 


EnTex ACHAN. 


Death to my hopes !— 
This other blow, like lightning's nimble ſtroke 
That withers the ſtrong hand, in act toftrike 
And mocks the threat'ning of the lifted ſpear 
Has laid our labour'd plans for ever low ! 
What can have happen'd fince to ſhake thee thus ? 
The lot is caſt, —and 1 that lately ſtood 
Like a fair tree on Tabor's flowring fide 
With all my boughs full ſumm'd, and ſpreading wide 
Am left a blaſted trunk ! 
Be more thyſelf, this paſſion may betray 
Thy ſecret purpoſe, —in this dreadful eve 
Each ear is open, and each ghaſtly eye 
Is on the watch, to ſcrutinize the Fates 
Attendant on to-morrow's dawn ! 

| Alas ! 

Before to-morrow's dawn, my gallant friends 
Devoted to my ſervice, even but\now 
So prompt for me to tread the ſavage waſte 
Or hoiſt the dubious ſail on unknown ſeas 
(Where never Iſraelite embark'd), are doom'd 
Without remiſſion, or reprieve, to try 
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The fatal paſs, where late our brethren fell! 
There all the Gods that ſeem'd but now ſubdued 
Rally in gloomy legions and return 
That panic thro' our files, which Canaan's ſons 
Thro' all their trembling borders felt ſo late 
Phan. Was it the General's order ? did he ſeem 
To wear the changing look of dark ſurmiſe ? 
Did he ſele& them for the dangerous poſt 
With lurking malice, hid in ſeeming praiſe ? 
Ach. No—on my ſoul! the noble veteran ſeem'd 
So wrapt in holy fear, and bent with grief 
For public honour loſt, and heavenly wrath, 
(Altho' the cauſe was hid) that I'm aſſur'd 
He nothing doubts of me! the ſacred lots 
Before my faltering foot the entrance croſt 
Had mark'd them for the tomb ! 
Phan. Be not diſmay'd 
Again, your ſuperſtitious fear, ſo late 
With labour overcome, and argued down 
With pain, begins to cloud the ſovereign light 
Of Reaſon, and of nature ! this defeat 
Shows the great power (if any power there be 
That rules thoſe Iſraelites) or feeble grown 
Or fickle ; why ſhould elſe thoſe favour'd bands 
Who late, (like tygers, o'er the ruin'd fold) 


Sprung o'er yon city's proſtrate walls and flew 
Matrons, and babes, and warriours, all confus'd, 
Now fly, like driven deer, before a foe 


Ach. 


Phan, 
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Leſs numerous and leſs warlike ? is it thus 
They take poſſeſſion of the promis'd land 
Is it with their dead bodies? what they gain'd 
By magic, or by chance, is loſt ! no more 
The elements, or Nature's ſecret powers 
Seem to fight for them! Ponder this, my friend! 
And be thine-own right hand thy God, thy bands 
May yet return in triumph, or if not, | 
The ſecret means are thine, and thine alone 
To levy others in their room ; thy name 
Is not enroll'd, and Jericho has ſpoils 
Which none beſides preſume to touch! 

My name 
Is not enroll'd, and does not that involve 
The ſemblance of ſome myſtic meaning? 

What? 

Now I that boaſt not of ſupernal light 
No heavenly-gifted prophet, can perceive 
The workings of thy mind ! thou thinkeſt the doom 
Of Heaven is pointed full at thee ! that firſt ' 
It ftrikes thy friend with monitory blow - 
To thee: Thus many, by their conſcience rid 
And gull'd by prieſtly art, are led to tell 


The ſecrets of their ſouls, which elſe had ſlept 


In peace, and: Hence, bold reſolution's hue 
*« Is ſicklied o'er by the pale caſt of thought. 
Thoſe ſudden, ſtrange viciſſitudes are calls 


On manly perſeverance ! 


Ach. 
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Be it ſo! 
But manly perſeverance, without means. 
Will find it hard, if not impoſſible 
To gain her ends by ſolitary ſtrength! 


Phan, The ſtar of evening to the deeper ſhade 


Ach. 


Of night has ſcarcely yet reſign'd the ſky ; 
Behind yon palms ſhe ſets : the warning trump 
Proclaims the ſecond watch, the filent hour 

Of gloom is often known to uſher in 

Deſponding thoughts, without the needleſs aid 
Of dark ſuggeſtion : Try this other band 

They too belong to Judah's tribe, to thee 

In blood ally'd, they too could aid thy flight 
And aid thy love: Our late misfortune throws 
Ominous conjecture on the ſacred cauſe— 

Your machinations ſooner will prevail 

Ulſher'd by gloomy diſcontent : it gives 

An inſtant entrance to the dangerous thought. 
Beſides what Mammon's glittering bribe may gain 
And what the reſtleſs love of change, among 
Thoſe fiery ſpirits, who diſdain the lot | 

Of preſent things: tho' Eden ſhowr'd around 
Her vegetable gold, with manna mixt, 

Still would they pant to climb the tow'ring hills 
That bound their view, to trace the burning ſands 
Or plow, with ventrous keel, the wave unknown— 
Be theſe thy province, thy prompt eloquence 
That ſpeaks a daring ſoul, unſated ſtill 
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With things poſſeſt, by inſtant alchymy 
Of mind, tranſmutes them to that eſſence pure 
That ſuits our purpoſe, while leſs ductile ſouls 
Touch'd by the gleaming rays of unſunn'd ore 
Shall find their metal flow : away ! away !— 
Our centries are reliev'd ! ſee! how they march 
Re luctant to the dangerous poſt !—their look 
Frowns mutiny, and ſhews, in dark preſage 
Revolt, at leaſt deſertion! either chance 
To us is moſt propitious ! part we here 


And to our different charge ! our poſt we know 
Remember, midnight finds us at my tent ! 


Exp or Tax Fiss T Act, 


„ 


Scene. — Anather part of the Camp near the Tabernacle. 
ExTzz PHANUEL. 


Oh that I were ſome God, to form anew 

Thoſe ſons of earth, and in their lifeleſs frames 
Some ſpirit to infuſe ! thoſe new come guards 
That fled before the feeble ſons of Ai 

Fled, tho” they thought that ſome ſupernal power 
Marſnall'd their troops to battle, now refuſe 

To leave their poſt, tho“ mild perſuaſion ſooth'd 
Their ſouls, and more perſuaſive gold allur d! 
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What recent charm has fix' d the cowards feet 
So nimble in the flight, but now, when faſt 
They fled before Perizzim's ſcythed cars !— | 
It cannot be religious dread, for that : | 
Had fixt their phalanx, firmer than the walls 

Of Jericho againſt the tide of war: 

Whate'er it be, I leave them to their fate 

Till earth to earth they grow, or turn'd to ſtone 
Stand like the monumental matron, chang'd 

To rock, by ſad Gomorrah's fumy lake 

As fable tells l Altho' in diſtant hints 

Of dubious import I explor'd their ſouls 

(To keep from danger clear, leſt any dar'd 

Accuſe me) till, I found them cold, quite cold! 
Be they accurſt ! but Achan muſt be ſteel'd 

To ſuit my purpoſe, leſt he alſo ſwerve, 

Yet I have nearly from his boſom chac'd 

The pious leaven, from his nurſe imbib d 

And by the crafty Levite fed. He now 

Is the ſole anchor of my ſinking hopes 

By love and ſtrong ambition ſway d by turns 

He plies with eaſy bend to either breeze— 

Yet he and Zalmon are alike my foes 

Hated alike, alike they thwart my views 

Zalmon may fall in fight ! if he returns 

Achan and he are ſeeming friends. But ſoon 

The brittle bond of amity ſhall melt 


* Haſt thou prevail'd ? 
Ach. I durſt not preſs my ſuit, 


Phan. 


Ach. 


Phan. 


Ach. 
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Before Suſpicion's breath ! that taſk be mĩne 
But ſee the lover comes ! what ſays my friend ? 


But with due caution, and with ſolemn oaths 
Enjoining ſecrecy : ſome to my views 
Gave prompt admittance, ſome are doubtful till — 
The bond of blood among their families 
Gave eaſy entrance, but I dreaded yet 
To try their Chief, altho' by blood ally'd 
He's a fanatic, full of holy zeal !— 
We can ſubſiſt without him, could we gain 
But half his band to ſecond our attempt 
And bear your double treaſure, where the name 
Of Ifrael ne'er was heard! : 

This day's defeat 
Would fix a party ours, nor need we doubt 
But fluſh'd with victory, the Canaanite 1 
Will follow his firſt blow, and heap the field | 
With larger ſlaughter, Zalmon too may fall !— 
If not, I have a charm for this hot youth 
That ſoon will come like winter's frory breath 
And lay his blooming honours low : But ſee 
Where young Amaziah comes with looks of dread. 
O my preſaging ſoul! my friends are falla ! 


4 
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Ama. 


Ach. 
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FTC EIN E II, 


AMAZIAF, PHANUEL, ACHAN, 


Too true thy ſad conjecture! I alone 
Survive to bring the news ! of all thy band 
Not one is left beſides! the hand of heaven 
Or chance, or fate, with cruel ſcrutiny 
Call'd them from every rank! they fell the ſirſt 
Then oh! what ſlaughter follow'd ! 
How didſt thou 

Thyſelf eſcape ? 

1 bear my death along !— 
One of gigantic bulk, unſeen before | 
In all Perizzim's armies, fell'd our van 
With oft repeated blows, and ruſhing in 
With gory lance, like ſome commiſhon'd fiend 
Twice twelve, the boldeſt of thy friends diſpatch'd 
To other worlds, I would have ſhunn'd the peſt 
And wheePd amid the ſcattering war in vain— 
He reach'd me, and his flying ſpear transſixt 
My ſhoulder as thou ſeeſt, “ yet live,“ he cry'd 


„Live till thou ſindſt thy friends diſperſt, and tell 


„What thou haſt ſeen,” whate'er his words might mean 


Ac 
Ph 
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My meſſage is deliver'd, and the load 
Of life I here reſign! 
Ach. Where will this fearful judgment ſtop at laſt ? 


Phan. Again this aguiſh fit! come ! be a man 


[ Djee. 


Why ſtand you thus amaz'd ? now is the time | 
Or never, to impell the tardy fates, | 
And bid them favour thee, or daſh thy hopes 
For ever ! Fortune ſends a ſecond chance 
To ſhake the faith of yon deſponding train 
That guard the quarter where the lovely maid 
Refides : This double overthrow will turn 
The ſcale for us !—our tongue-ty'd eloquence 
May now ſpeak boldly, and before the ſun 
Bid them conſult their ſafety, quit the camp | 
The Heaven-deteſted camp, and ſeek by flight | 
Their ſafety, ere the thariderbok deſcends, 
Already forg'd in yonder ſanguine gloom 
That frowns above !— 1 
Ach. Would Heaven! before thoſe lips l 
Were clos'd I had enquir'd if Zalmon lives | ; 
Phan. No matter, if he lives, he lives to us | 


His life, or death, are equal to onr views ! | | 
Let us retire I ſee a hated foe 


Approach! and ſee the General! his rent robes 
And reverend locks beſprent with duft, declare 
* The conflict of his foul ! [ Exeunt 
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BY 4-89 &- 


JOSHUA, PHINEAS, 


7%. Tis all in vain—the fpirit of revolt 

Is ſpread fo wide, our efforts to ſubdue 

The menſter, but inflames its deadly rage 

The more! Oh !—had it pleas'd our gracious Lord 

Yet cer I paſt yon ſelf-dividing flood 

To call me hence! 

Pbin. Think what the mighty ſon 
Of Amram“ ſuffer'd by their ſenſeleſs broils 
Before he reach'd our borders ! 

7505. Amram's ſon? 

Oh my beloved maſter ! loſt, alas 

To me and Iſrael, ſoft, perſuaſive, mild 

Thou, only thou couldſt bid the ſtorm ſubſide l 
Thy word like oil, could lay the turbid wave! 
But thou wascnever hemm'd, (as I am now) 
By hoſtile nations, and domeſtic rage 

| At once! 

Pbin. Say, does this poor, deſponding plaint 
Become the ſoldier of his God? the King 
Of yonder hoſtile walls, who bends before 


* Moſes, 
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The fhrine of Baalim, to a chizeled ſtone 
(By each imperial luſt, in turn enchain'd) 
Could tell, that ſtern Adverſity's dark hour 
Diſtinguiſhes the man, from him that wears 
Only the ſemblance ! yet the ſpreading plague 


Is partial only ! 
Toſh. | In our choſen bands 
It rages ancontrolPd, ev'n Judah's ſons 


Forget their ſovereign hopes ! 
Phin. To queſtion Heaven 
And his myſterious ways, becomes us not.— I. | 
Jaſb. True, generous Levite ! thy example ſhews * 


That action, not complaint, at ſuch an hour 
As this, becomes the man whole fervent zeal 
Flames in the cauſe of Heaven ! Let but thy word 
Sanction our daring, and we draw the ſword, 
Lay waſte yon ſeminary of revolt 
And hew away yon gangren'd limb, which ſpreads 
Infection to our vitals ! 

Phin. Let it fpread !— 
The moment calls not for the ſword, nor lance 


— —— — 
* 1 


The rampart, nor the paliſaded mound 
To fence our threat'ned lives ! but holy calm 
And reſignation to whate'er the will 
Of heaven awards! 

Joh. And ſhall we idly ſtand 
And ſee our foes o'erwhelm us? 


* Alluding to his deſtruction of the Iſraelites who worſhipped Peor. 
; See Num. ch. 25, v. 7, 8. 


Phin. 


Plin. 
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Heaven beſt knows 

How to protect his own, whome'er he dooms 
To join the general ruin! — leave to heaven 
The method and the means ! the loudeſt wind 
That ſhakes proud Lebanon, and bids his groves 
Bow their aerial heads, and kiſs the ſoil 
Tho' ſeemingly without a rein it fcours 
The fields of Ether, and by ſea and land 
Ravages uncontroll'd, yet knows its bounds 1}— 
And am not I the miniſter of Heaven 
And can I dread diſcomſiture? I go 
T cannot tamely bear to wield a ſword 
And ſee thoſe rebels to their God, at large 
Revel uachaſtis'd !— 

| Go.!—but if you do 
You periſh in your raſhneſs yet be calm — 
Perhaps a few ſhort moments may produce 
The criſis; then if heaven commands thine arm 
To lift the ſure-deſtroying ſword ! obey !— 
It not—preſume not thou to ſnatch the rod 
And balance from his hand, who beſt can turn 
The courſe of things to,puniſh or reward 
As he decrees : our weapons now are prayers 
To Heaven preferr*d, with unpolluted hands 


Thy pardon, reverend Phineas! thou and Heaven 


Forgive my raſh and haſty zeal ! 
May Heaven 


Forgive thee, and prepare thee yet to bear 


Phan, 
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New inſults ſtill with calmneſs ! let thy blood 
Preſerve its temper'd pulſe, thine eye forget 
To flame reſentment, when thou ſeeſt the ſoe 
Even in this holy ground, invade our right 
And claim the execution of our laws 
From you, from us, the delegates of Heaven! 
Even at thoſe ſacred doors The conteſt then 


(Remember this) —is Heaven's, and Heaven's alone! 


— The wonted ſacriſice our preſence calls 


Dread not the inſuſting Gentiles ! nearer cares 
Claim our attention now, to guard at home. 


[ Exeunt. 


Rx- ENTER ACHAN AND PHANUEL. 


The General and the Prieſt are gone at laſt. 
Methought the veteran ſeem'd to menace high 
But orafty Phineas ſooth'd him !--This portends 
Bright hopes to us, the factious fpirit ſpreads 
Beyond our utmoſt hopes, my friend !—couldſt thou 
Have thought, our cautious arts, eſſay d with fear 
So ſoon would ſpring to ſuch a noble head 

As makes the delegate of Moſes fear 

And to the tabernacles holy fence 

Retire for ſafety ? But to other thoughts 

The criſis calls-us !—the ſuſpended war 

Sleeps, till the cauſe of our defeat be found !-— 
Zalmon returns, and to the charge ſucceeds 
Perhaps, of thoſe prepared bands, which thou 


* 
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Hadſt led to different triumphs—but for him 
| We have provided! 
| | Achan. (Seemingly difturbed.] In another ſpot 
| Than this, I rather would complete my ſchemes ! - 
Phan. Falter not now ! but think, the bounds are paſt, 
And it is much too late to dream of flight. 
Steel thy weak ſpirit! think of Zalmon's fate 
And thine, this moment is the balance weigh'd !— 
To- morrow, if thou fail'ſt to-night, arrives 
With tardy diſappointment in its train 
Perhaps detection. Ihink, thy ſecret now 
Reſts in too many hands, to be conceal'd 
Much longer ! think of love, of Zidon think 
Of empire and of glory !—ſpread around 
The fault on others, if thou meanſt thyſelf 
To 'ſcape !—the ſhrine diſcloſes ! haſte and pay 
Thy adorations, nor neglect the time 
Thine own petitions to prefer—adieu ! 
I muſt not here be ſeen, a proſelyte 5 
Claims not admittance to your holy rites 
Till the due ſeaſon ! Exit. Achan. 
Phan. Now is my time, let me eſcape away 
And ſhun the tempeſt, gathering at my heels !— 


- — 
— — 
— 0 — — 
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Scene opens, and diſcovers the outer Court of the Tabernack. 


JOSHUA, ACHAN, cxowp or ISRAELITES AT PRAYER, 


Achan I too muſt join the ſuppliants, left I ſeem 
d. To ſcorn their oriſons and cauſe a doubt 


Of my deep purpoſe! But for what to pray 
I know not, nor what demon to addreſs, 


One ſeems this hour to rule, another ſoon 
Uſurps the ſky, and turns the wavering ſcale 

Of deſtiny at pleaſure,——thou ! whoe'er 

That favoureſt amorous thefts, and lend'ſt the veil 
Of darkneſs to their flight, oh ſeize awhile 

The ſceptre in this anarchy of things 

And lead us to the deſtin'd port, beyond 

The ſearch and vengeance of our foes ! oh fave 
The lovely maid who rules this throbbing heart ! 
From haughty Zalmon ſave her! oh! remove 
That jealous rival's eye from the ſtrict watch 15 
To night, and ever may her ſolemn ſhade 
With welcome ſhrowd thy amorous thefts conceal ! 


To rut PHINFAS. 


Suſpend your oriſons awhile, for Heaven 


Yet frowns upon us, nor vouchſafes the fign 
Of bland acceptance to our prayers ?_the cauſe 


That bars the gate of mercy, is not known — 
2 8 
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Phin, 


Phin. 
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But not by radiant Uzi, nor by dreams 


Does he yet condeſcend to ſpeak his will 
The flow defcending glory, * which ſo oft 
Sate on our ſacred roof, diſtinguiſhed far 
In dazzling radiance reaching to the ſky 
Like the proud pillars that adorn the courts 
Of empyrean ſplendour, long has ceas'd 
To pierce yon cloudy cope, and veſt at large 
Our tall pavilions, and the peopled walks 
(That croſs the camp) in glory ! 
| I there aught 

Committed, or neglected, to incenſe 
Our ſovereign ruler ? 

That is only known 
To Iſrael's God, but yonder fields of Ai 
Prench'd by the nobleſt. blood of Jacob, tell 
Too plain, his kindled wrath ! 


To deprecate his rage ? 
Contagion lurks 


Somewhere.among us, or our prayers were heard, 


But in this vaſt aſſembly, is there one 
Whoſe eye ſagacious, or whoſe guiding hand 
Can teach us how to trace the lurking peſt 
And drag it into day? On him we call 

Let him ftand boldly forth and fave the tribes 


* The Shekinah or Divine Preſence. 


Is there no means 


# 


Ac 
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From the infliction of another blow 


More dreadful than the paſt. — 
Achan. [ Aſide.] Be firm, my ioul ! 


Phin. Nay, if the guilty man be here, 1 dare 
Pronounce in Heaven's dread name, his pardon feal'd 
If by confeſhon he atones his crimes. 
Achan Vengeance and Love aſſiſt ne! or Pm loſt 
. Ye ſoul-ſubduing powers of eloquence 
My flattering organs aid ! 
To them. Behold the man 
Who, unpreſuming on the ſacred gift 
Of prophecy or preſcience, but impell'd 
By public love alone, with ſuppliant voice 
Prays your indulgence, while his lips diſcloſe 
Things he can prove, and to your wiſdom leaves 
The juſt concluſion thence to be inferr'd ! 
Phin. Speak out, and boldly! 
Fob. Thou haft nought to fear 
I know thee ſage and noble! Achan's name 
Forbids us to expect a futile charge 
Or feebly grounded! 
Ach. Joſhua ! thy ſupport 
Is kind, and comes in ſeaſon, for my voice 
(Never till now in ſuch unwelcome taſk 
Employ'd) muſt publiſh names—ah much endear'd 
To me, to all, by deeds of genuine worth, 
And more, by lineal honours !—Would to Heaven 
Beneath yon fatal rampires my pale corſe 
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Had fall'n, before to my ſad lot it felt 

To trumpet forth a friend's diſgrace, before 

This preſence, but your late tremendous charge 
And this auguſt aſſembly conjure down 

All ſelfiſh paſſions, every partial thought, 

(Tho' for my friend, and [ am Iſrael's all 
Avaunt ! ye private fympathies ! ye charms 


Ye ſocial ties of ſingle ſoul to ſoul! 
Avaunt ! there is no pulſe in this ſad frame 
But for the public beats. 

He ſpeaks, as Heaven 
Had now inſpir'd him! Phineas! now, at laſt, 
Expect an anſwer to your prayers ! O now 
No more the haughty Canaanite ſhall line 
The paſs, and intercept with double death 
Our ſinking/ legions ! 

Yet ſuppreſs thy zeal !— 

See his lips labour, and his frame, convuls'd 
Beneath the deadly ſecret ſeem to fink ! 
I fear ſome much belov'd, much honour'd name 
Will paſs thoſe lips, and ſome great chieftain's doom 
Will ſend the loud lament along your lines 


In oft repeated ſorrow ! 

Thou haſt gueſs'd 
O reverend Prieſt! aright ! but be no blame 
To his accuſer ! would my lips were clos'd 
In Death's eternal trance, e'er J were forc'd 
To name the name of Zalmon, but in terms 


Phin. 


Phin, 


His partial paſſion for a lovely maid 


. Go, heralds! and aſſemble here in haſte 
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Due to my friendſhip, and his matchleſs worth 
For matchleſs worth is his ! But oh! I fear 


Among our captives, whom his thoughtleſs love 

Deſigns to wed, and mix his ſacred line 

With Gentiles, and with ſlaves, draws down this plague. 
Before this tribunal none is condemn'd 

Unheard, let Zalmon ftrait be call'd, and thou 

Achan ! prepare thee to ſupport thy charge 

With cleareſt circumſtance, before the face 

Of Iſrael and her God, aſſembled here! 


By ſound of trump the univerſal name 
Of Ifrael by their tribes and families | 
To tend this awful trial and to learn | | 
By terrible example how to keep 

With ſtricter care, their theocratic law! 

Woe to the guilty, for behold ! above, 

The clouds, in gloomy files, around the point 
Of noon, diverge, and yonder deep ſerene 
Shews the deſcending pomp of them, who tend 
The ſoyereign lamp of truth! her piercing beam 
Shall ſoon diſpel the dim Tartarean fogs 

Of falſehood from the mind! her holy dawn 
Shall lay the ſecret regions of the ſoul 
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In empyrean lights unwelcome day! _ 
Touch'd by that beam, the lurking peſt, tho' now 
It *ſcape the keeneſt ſight, ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 


Zal. 
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Its horrible dimenſions Sound the trump ! — 
Raiſe the broad enſign of Jehovah hiph ! 
Let every foul appear, who draws his life 
From Jacob's hallowed ſtem, for all muſt paſs 
In long review before the judging eye 
And clear their innocence, or ſhew the cauſe 
Why Lfrael's ſons, whom nature's ſubje& powers 
Obey, are baffled by their Gentile foes ! 

[Exeunt, Phineas and Joſhua go into the Temp!:, 


Scene,— Another part of the Camp. 


And can this viſitation point at me ? 
My love, unſanction'd by the ſeal of Heaven 
Perhaps, has laid the pride of Iſrael low !— 

] love thee, Rahab! in this faithful breaſt 

Thy matchleſs form, thy matchleſs merit ſtamps 
Thy image, neyer by the hand of Time 

Or Fortune, to be ſpoil'd ! Thy choſen youth 

Thy Abdon, thou beheld'ſt to death devote, 

And hadſt the power to change our blood for his !— 
But oh ! thy nobleneſs of mind, thy faith 

In Heaven, diſdain'd the purchaſe of his life 

By perfidy, by breach of ſacred truſt 


Our lives were in thy hands ! upon thy word 
Our breath depended ! thou! uncquall'd maid ! 
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Couldft have redeem'd a huſband and a fire 
By giving us to Fate !——thy nuptial hand 
Would dignify the moſt ennobled name 
Among our moſt diſtinguiſhed tribes—and I— 
Shall I reſign the treaſure ?—who beſides 
Can urge a claim ſo powerful? To ſecure 
The bleſſing mine, from Judah's regal tribe 
(To whom the ſceptre is by promiſe given) 
I draw my lineal blood, and juſtly claim 
Her eldeſt honours. —Let me muſe awhile !— 
Is there no other duty to oppoſe 
The calls of Paſſion ?--yes - theſe very ties 
Of blood—and all the honours of my race 
All! all united, urge their general plea 
- And tell me that I live not to myſelf 
But to my country, to my lineal claims 
And to the honours of my regal ſtem ! 
High are the promiſes to Judah given 
Of myſtic import : from his root ſhall riſe 
A name by prophets, and by prieſt proclaim'd 
The firſt on earth, the favour'd of the ſkies ! 
Perhaps to ſpring from me !—and ſhall I take 
An alien to my bed? tho” eminent 
In beauty, and with mental charms endow'd 
Abo the daughters of our tribes ?—perhaps 
Heaven favours not this union! Heaven forbid ! 
That I ſhould match againft thy ſovereign will ! 
That my example ſhould encourage more 
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To cull their ſpouſes from the race accurſt 
Whom Heaven purſues with vengeance ! tho' this maid 
Be faultleſs, and beholds her people's crimes 
With juſt abhorrence, others leſs reſerv'd 
Who chuſe their loves, at random, by the look 
Allur'd, might think their impious choice, by mine 
Amply excus'd ; and *mongſt our martial tribes 
Diſſeminate the vile contagion round 
Of idol worſhip, and her odious train 
Of vile pollutions from their ſpouſes learn'd— 
— Iſrael might mourn, for many a luckleſs day 
The bane of my alliance! this deſerves 
My ſerious thoughts: the general interdict 
Forbade our tribes to touch the ſpoils accurſt 
Of conquer'd Jericho! perhaps that word 
Included all, the captives and the ſtores 
Alike ! and ſhall I dare, with impious ſtep 
To ruſh beyond the bounds preſcrib'd by Heaven 
With awful prohibition ? what transferr'd 
Thoſe forfeit regions, from their ancient Lords 
To us, but Canaan's crimes ? they ſtood ſubdued 
By Vice, before the delegated ſword 
Of Iſrael, thinn'd their legions, and if we 
Their victors, learn not firſt to rule at home 
Learn not felf-conqueſt, and to ſquare our wills 
To Heavens beheſt ; the very land, incenſt 
Will fink beneath us, and o'erwhelm our hopes 


As yon fall'n towers can witneſs ! Heaven be prais'd 
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I never yet my paſſion to the fair 

Explain'd in words, ſhe well indeed could gueſs 
By my demeanour, that my heart was her's: 
But—lately when a ſecret hour I ſtole 

To viſit the fair Canaanite, I found 

The luſtre of her eye was loſt, her look 

Bore ſymptoms of dejection, deeper far 
Than for her country, even for Abdon's fate 
She ſhew'd before ! 

That Achan loves her, by undoubted ſigns 

To me is clear, and Achan has a form, — 

— Has merit to ſecure the coyeſt heart 

And kindle fires beneath the coldeſt ice 

Of faintly chaſtity If he has wak'd 

A mutual flame, perhaps, th' enamour'd pair 
Fear to confeſs their paſſion, leſt I urge 

My prouder claim, and bid the general voice 
Swell the demand with popular applauſe 

And lineal honours, to devote the maid 

To me I] ſcorn the thought—yer muſt I loſe 
Sotamely this diſtinguiſhed prize ?—reſign 

My heart, to heal a loveſick warriour's ſighs ! 
— It is a dreadful conflict but the more 
Becoming Zalmon !—then, this inſtant hour 
While my reſolves are warm, while Glory calls 
To her 1 dedicate! and if my prayers 

Can learn that Achan rules her heart, this voice 

— May it be never tun'd to ſing thy praiſe 
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Glory of Iſrael! may this recreant hand 
No longer wield thy delegated ſword 
Againſt thy rebels! If I fail to cure 
Her ſorrows and my friend's —that friend ſhall find 
In me a zealous advecate, beyond 
His hope, for leſs would miſbecome the name 
And more than this, becomes the man, whoſe race 


Is deem'd to bleſs our tribes in years to come ! 
[ Ex, 


End of the Stcoxp Act. 


ACT IIL—SCENE I. 


The Court of the Tabernacle, the Glory deſcending over it. 


JOSHUA, PHINEAS, ZALMON, ACHAN, ISRAELITES, 


ASSEMBLED BY THEIR T'r1BES, 


Flin. A moment yet by Providence is given 
(Before the fount of mercy, cloſing faſt 
Bids kindling Vengeanee waik her dreadful round) 
For penitence to urge her lateſt plea 
And bathe her crimes in no ſucceſsleſs tears !— 
— Arreſt the moment, e'er it fleets away 
Ye who are conſcious of a crime! to you 
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Achan ! I firſt apply! It much concerns 


Him, who preſumes to taint a brother's fame 
Before this dread tribunal, to explore 

With cautious eye, the ſtructure of his charge 
Its baſis and its ſtrength, for, if a flaw 

Be found, tho? previous to a fingle ray 

Of ſcrutiny, the ſwift pervading flame 

Shall crumble it to nothing Zalmon ! thou 
*Gainſt whom his allegation is gone forthꝰ * 
Muſt think that no permiſſion yet is given · 

For Iſrael's ſons, to tye the nuptial, bond 

With Gentiles, and with ſtrangers, and if aught 
Of worldly views, or paſſion prompts your mind 
On Heaven's dread ſilence to preſume, and frame 
Laws for your conduR, let the preſent hour 

(If thine own foul arraigns thee) be employ'd 
As ſuits thy former character and worth. 

Ach. If I be deem'd. —— 

Phin. < No vindication now! | 
The time allows not that !-—I muſt retire— | | 
And find what means the awful name appoints 
Whether by lot, or oracle to ſhew 
The ſectet peſt that ſapps our holy ſtrength 


— — — — — 


And lay our glories low! 1 
[ Exit into the Tabernacle, 
Zal. Achan ! my friends 
| Say why is this ? is Zalmon to be call'd 
Hither without accuſer ? 


Zal. 


Phiz. 


Aal. 
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No impatience 
In look or thought this ſacred preſence taint !—- 
The accuſer ſtands before thee !—thou prepare 
For thy defence, but be all paſſion far 
And all complaint! tho? much, I muſt confeſs, 
Thy fervour ſhews like innocence, and well 
I know thy worth, it yet becomes not me 
Thus to prejudge thy cauſe ! In other hands 
Thy doom or abſolution reſts ! 

To me 

All this is wonderful land Achan too 
My boſom friend ! who ſhar'd my inmoſt ſoul - 
He my accuſer ! He Oh ſacred Faith !--- 
But | am more than calm, I'm confident 
That yon dread fcrutinizing eye will ſhew 
What I have been ta him, and what to Heaven! 


To run FROM THE TABERNACLE. 


Summon the heads of Ifracl ! be the lots 
Twice fix, in equal number to our tribes—— 
goon like a tainted ſheep, whoſe breath infects 
The flock, the tribe condemn'd ſhall ſtand aloof 
An alien from its brethren, till the hand 


Of Heaven explores its families around 


And fiſts them man by man.— 
[The hots are caſt, 


—— Aboliah ! name the lot. 
——— The tribe of luda 
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Ach. [Afide.] Yet be firm my heart.—- 
7%. O Zalmon ! Zalmon ! have I liv'd to ſee 
** Thy blooming honours, matchleſs in the field 
So tainted ? Oh my fall'n, degenerate friend ! 
Thy lapſe has loos'd the ſtricteſt tyes that bind 
Society ! for who will truſt the man 
Who bears the moſt confpicuous ſigns of worth !— 
—Pronounce him hypocrite and him whoſe faith 
Depends upon his merit, ſimple, weak, 
And credulous as infancy !—— 
Phin. No more 
fo him. This paſſion well beſits thee !-—but the rites 
Are interrupted !—fling the counted lots 
Into the urn, and be the ſacred ſum 
Equal in number to the reverend heads 
Of families in Judah !—— 
[ The lots again are cg. 
What appears? 
ol. The name of Zerah. 
Zal. Now to Heaven be praiſe ! 
The ſtem of Phares and- his ſons are free ! 
7h. Zalmon ! I joy to fee thee thus abſoly'd !— 
But moura to think thy tribe muſt ſtill ſupply 
The guilty head ! 
Ach. | In great agitation ] One word before the lots 
Proceed ! | 
Phin, The time of recollection's paſt ! 
The ſcrutiny muſt now proceed ! 


Ach. 


Phin. 


All. 
Phin. 


Ach. 


Phin. 
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I muſt 
And will be heard !—If you would ſhun the blame 
Of management! of fraud ! of partial care 
For Zalmon's ſafety, bid your ſlave of ſtate 
Your ready implement, whoſe dext'rous hands 
Obſequious to your eye, the lots diſpoſe 
By the dark intimations of your will — 
Bid him reſign to more impartial care 
To ſome unbyas'd ſage, by all the tribes 
In general vote elected, elſe the blood 
Of him who falls be on your head ! 
Be it as you demand! aſſembled tribes 
If ye object not, Achan's reverend fire 
Shall match the lots to Zerah's families, 
A lot for every houſehold, who derive 
Their blood from Judah's younger line. But ye 


Speak your denial or aſſent at once! 


Let Zabdi be the man our choice is Zabdi ! 
Achan, we wait alone for thy aſſent! 
Doſt thou object to him? 

Town, with joy 
Thy juſtice and ſubmit (de] if Phanuel's care 
Have moy'd the treaſures, yet I may eſcape 
Detection and purſue his flight! 

Thy faith 

And zeal, O reverend 7 abdi ! all the tribes 
Acknowledge, thou diſpoſe the ſacred lots 
By Zerah's families, and ſhake the urn! [Lots caſt. 
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Phin, Whoſe lot emerges ? > 
7oſbua The ſearching eye of Heaven tis Zabdi's name 
3 O ſpare the reverend ſire a further teſt 
Lots, Behold his agony ! 
Phin. He muſt proceed ! 
No retractation now !——he muſt proceed 
And, with a ſoldier's fortitude, ſuſtain 
The final tryal ! 
Fob. How the awful doom 
Delays, in dreadful circuit hovering wide 
As the high ſoaring bird of prey, that views 
A timorous flock of village fowl beneath 
Contracts in narrower ſpace, with deathful aim 
His wide aereal range, in ſhort'ned flight, 
Till on the deſtin'd bird, with ſhadowy plume 
At once he ſettles, and his ſanguine beak 
The ſcreaming victim rends ! the ſacred lot 
Thus circles round the tribe ; diſpenſing dread 
Thro' all her quaking families it moves 
Till fixt at laſt, it marks the menac'd head 
Aad holds it high, a monument of wrath 
A warning to the nations! [ Lots caſt again. 
[ Joſhua examines the Lots, 
Zabdi——oh 
Unhappy fire, O Phineas! mart the name 
Of Achan ! ; 
Phin To the God of Abraham 


Be praiſe ! who kindly fay'd his ſeryant”s lips 
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The painfal and invidious taſk to name 

The criminal !--- Joſhua ! his guilt was known 
Before, and in my hands the cleareſt proofs 
Were lodg'd : nor wonder thou that I conceal'd 
My knowledge ! you beheld what arrogance 
Was his ! how he defy'd the ſcrutiny ! 

And, when he found the noble Zalmon freed 
By heavenly ſentence, dar'd to fix on us 

The taint of prejudice, and partial views 
Unmerited as vile | Had we accus'd 

This man by uſual procefs, had we call'd 

The witneſs to his guilt, his frontleſs pride 
Had tax'd the ſpotleſs tribunal of Heaven 
With foul injuſtice, or preſum'd to find 

In the detector's hand, th' unſeemly ftain 

Of bribes, ſuborning perjury ! But now 

His pleas are fpent, he ſcorn'd the ſoothing voice 
Of mercy when it call'd, he madly dar'd 

To hurl defiance 'gaĩnſt the lifted hand | 
Of boundleſs wrath incenſt, he deem'd the eye 
Of dread Omniſcience clos'd, his juſtice warp'd 
By favour, and the ſanction of his laws 

His truth, and his unchangeable decrees 

The {port of fickle chance, abforb'd and loſt 

In the blind waſte of chaos and old night.! 
Heaven, to confute his impious pleas at once 
Made the fad father's hand, (as you have ſcen) 
The taſtgament to doom the ſon ! the fire 
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Joſh. 


Ach. 


Joſh. 
Zab. 


Phin. 
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Deſerves our pity, but the ſon has clos'd 
The gates of mercy on himſelf ! 
Yet ſay 
Unhappy youth ! haſt thou preſum'd to touch 
The interdicted ſpoils ?---confeſs your crimes 
Make that atonement to the injur'd ſtate ! 
And as your fin difgrac'd our holy cauſe 
Let your unfeign'd acknowledgment declare 
High Heaven's omniſcience, and his juſtice prov'd 
On thee ! ſo ſhall thy fault, thus far aton'd 
Contribute to his glory, and our good 
By thy example ! 
Deep within my tent 

The treaſures lie ! 

Aboliah ! go and ſearch ! 
Oh Joſhua ! may this fault'ring tongue preſume 
To plead for pity ! ſee theſe hoary hairs ! 
Think on the battles we have fought together! 
The weary leagues of yonder burning wild 
We travel'd o'er, and ſpare the main ſupport 
Of my declining age! He has coufeſs d 
---The glory of our God by him remains 
Unſullied! his omniſcience unimpeach'd !--- 
Let him furvive, altho' he live with ſhame ! 
Patience old man] he has not yet confeſs'd 


The motives to his crime !--ſay hapleſs youth 
| What led thee to this errour ? 
T 
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Ach. Spare my pain !--- 
Twas love of your fair captive ! 
Toſh. How could love 


( A generous paſſion) to ignoble deeds 
Impell a ſon of Judah ? 
Ach. Tho” I loy'd 
I yet deſpair'd of favour ! then the ſenſe 
Of my demerit and my rival's worth 
Led me to try what riches might avail. 
I meant (and I had brib'd a truſty band 
To aid my purpoſe) to have borne her hence, 


Foſs. Whither ? 
Ach. To Zidon. 
Toſh. How didſt thou expect 


For her or thee, a refuge with the race 

Who live in darkneſs and the ſhades of death 
To every luſt enflay'd ? Hadſt thou reſoly'd 
The God of Iſrael to renounce, and live 

A Gentile ! an apoſtate ! ſay was this 

Thy final hope ? 

Ach. I know not where my crimes 
Had led me ! Phanuel too with ſoothing art 
Fed high my hopes of honours from his ſtate 
And dignities at Zidon, by my wealth 
Procur'd, but. far beyond my merit! 


Zoſh. Call 
That Phanuel hither 
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ENTER ABOLIAH, 


Abol. He is fled, my Lord ! 
This as I came, I learn'd ; fome flaves with him 
Were ſeen departing. In the tent we fonnd 
The cavern open'd, and the ſtores purloin'd 
All but theſe talents, and this ſumptuous bale 
Of Babylonian texture, as it ſeems. 

Achan Then Phanuel has betray'd me! —oh the pangs 

Harti. Of falſehood found beneath a friendly form ! 

Zal. 1 would not pain thee !—yet with deep regret 
I mourn to think of Paſſion's boundleſs power, 
That love which led thee to ſuſpicions foul 
Of me, thy natural friend ! Hadſt thou but known 
And truſted me, this hour of guilt and ſhame 
Had never been your lot! 

Aeb. Didſt thou not love 
The beauteous Rahab? did I not behold 
Thy paſſion ſparkle in thine eyes, when firſt 
Their beams met her's ? Oh Zalmon ! could J ſtand 
(1 know myſelf and thee) fay could I ftand 
A moment's competition? wouldſt thou give 
Such treaſure to thy friend? and ſhould the friend 
Subdue the /over, could I be the man 
That had deſerv'd her of thee, could the maid 
Who once had lifted her aſpiring mind 
To be ally'd to Zalmon, look on me? — 
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Zal. Whatever was, or might have been, ſhall now 


Zab. 


Pbin. 


Ach. 


For ever in oblivion lie! *T'was love 
To her, I know, that woke thy ſeeming hate 
To me, as ſuch thy failing I forgive, 


As freely as I hope to be forgiven 


At Mercy's throne! [To Phineas and Joſhua. 
If I have aught deſerv'd 
In council, or in arms, if Judah's tribe 
Has any claim on Iſrael, all her fires 
Shall join with this unhappy reverend man 
To claim compaſſion for this ſentenc'd youth 
Thro' weakneſs fall'n, and by a Gentile's art 
Beguil'd! 
Now may that heaven whom thou aſpirſt 
Ia deeds of mercy and long ſuffering love 
Thus to reſemble, be thy great reward 
Thou noble youth 


| Young man ! it cannot be ! 
Zabdi ! I pity thee ! but Heaven requires 
A dread example in this criſis given 
To keep your loyalty to Heaven's high power 
Unflaw'd and ſtedfaſt, and to ſteel our troops 
For the enſuing conflict ! if that God 
We reverence, deigns to take in full account 
For all his crimes, the tranſitory pangs 
Of death, be ſatisfied ! | 

I do not wiſh 

For life! for what is life, with laſting ſhame ? 


Zal. 


Ach. 
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I hate to view the light, the brand of theft 
Stampt by each eye and burning in my front 
As I ſhould walk the camp ! 1 but implore 
One moment of indulgence, while I aſk | 
My noble friend, (alas too lately known) 
A ſingle queſtion !—Zalmon ! from your words 
(Tho' dark of import) on my ſoul there ſeem'd 
To dawn a proſpect, of a deed of friendſhip 
Which from your innate modeſty you meant + 
To bury in oblivion! 

Aſk to know 
No more, the knowledge would but pain thee now! 
Oh ! no! my friend ! whate'er would cheapen life 
Would be moſt welcome now ! whate'er would ſerve 
To wean me from the world, which as 1 gaze 
Seems fleeting from me, whatſoe er would make 
My penitence more poignant and ſevere, 
Whate'er would point the ſalutary pang 
That ſtings the torpid mind to better life 
A life of virtue—were moſt welcome now !— 
Nor Zalmon ! be a niggard of the boon !— 
Giye the ſharp medicine ! tho? it pierce the heart ! 
lt yet may cure the ſoul, and endleſs time 
May thank thee, in the worlds beyond the ſun ! 


Zal. Thy eloquence has mov'd me —hapleſs youth! 


Sad victim of temerity ! and loſt 
By thy deſpondence loſt !—by diffidence 


In me!] thou mighteſt have better known thy friend. 
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But *tis too late to blame !—thou wouldſt not own 
Thy love to me; 1 doubted firſt, and ſoon 
By accident I found it! Tho? my flame 
For Rahab, burn'd with tenfold fervour, ſtill 
I doubted Heaven's concurrence; and withheld 
My paſhon with ftrong rein, I faw her fad © © 
And thee deſponding, I ſuſpected thence 
A ſeeret, hopeleſs flame had touch'd your hearts 
With mutual fervour, and I meant (juſt Heaven 


Would I had made my purpoſe known to thee !) 


I meant, with all my care to ſcrutinize 
The lovely ſtrangers heart, and, if I found 
Thy image there, the influence I had us'd 
To draw the fecret thence, had made her own 
Her paſſion ! then to thee had 1 diſclos'd 
The glad diſcovery, and reſign'd my claim, 
Nay 1 have reaſon (but alas—why tell P 
The cruel ſecret now) to think her heart 
Was thine ! But I have faid too much! forgive 
Thy thoughtleſs friend thy colour comes and gocs ! 
O Achan, how thine eyeballs glare ! thy limbs 
Speak thy mind's torture !—they are all convuls'd 
What ſhakes thee thus ? what ſpeechleſs agony 2 
Achan, No—T have found my ſpeech ! and would to Heaven 
of of * My fight were gone! eternal darkneſs, hide 
pauſe. Oh hide me from his ſight ! an injur'd friend! 


His eyes are blaſting !—cover me ye hills! 


Pile rocks on rocks upon me ! hurl me down 


Zal, 


Ach. 


Phin, 
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To central darkneſs, where no dawning ſtar 
May wake my pangs, nor light upbraid me more! 
I plann'd his ruin, while he meant me life 
And happineſs ! yet do I live to look 
Upon him 

Why this agony ? thy friend 
Forgives thee, and may Heaven forgive thee too ! 
Still deeper torment of remorſe l begone ! 
Avaunt ! thy ſight is wounding ! that mild look 
Harrows my ſoul like ſcorpions ſtings !—away ! 
Ye walls of Jericho! would 1 had fall'n 
Beneath thy thund'ring ruins! lead me hence 
Conduct me to my fate !— 
Left this right hand, the direful inſtrument 
Of black deſpair, another leſſon learn 
From her dire lips, and with determin'd rage 
Cut ſhort my being! | 

Lead him to my tent 

Till we aſſuage this tumult of his ſoul 
Now far, — oh far unfit to meet his God 
(In this wild frenzy) ! as a victim due 
To juſtice, he muſt fall, but potent prayers 
And Heaven's bleſt influence muſt expel the fiend 
That labours for his ruin ! lead him hence ! 


[ Ex. Omn. 
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BENAIAH AND HUSHAI MztETING. 


Ben. Weicon from Rabbah's camp !—your ſtay was ſhort— 
I truſ your miſſion proſper'd ? 
Hufb, Friend—all hail 
The ſucceſs of my miſſion lies in clouds 
Till time ſhall draw aſide the myſtic veil, 
But, ſay, what means this ſolemn pomp? It ſeems 
Attended by half Judah! ſome diſaſter 
Has blank d the face of Salem, do they bend 
Their march to Iſrael's holy ſhrine, to ſeek 


For aid or counſel ? k 


Huſh. 
Ben. 


Huſp. 


Ben. 


Huſh. 


Ben. 
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| Nought of holy import 
Conducts the pomp, but ſacrilege and guilt 
To one indeed confin'd : the crowd, are free 
Tho' touch'd with honeſt and indignant grief 
To find ſo foul a taint infe& their name. 
Is it ſuch guilt, as juſtice cannot reach? 


It can ! 
What hinders then the needful ſtroke 


That lops the foul infected limb away? 

Now they come near !—ſay, canſt thou recognize 
That reverend form that leads the mourning train? 
Can | believe my fight ! *Tis Nathan's ſelf 

The holy man! Heavens !——how ſerene he looks 
Amid the general woe ! 
| Yet in his looks 
Seeſt thou what kindling indignation gleams 
At times? and how his rapid eye-beam darts 


Into futurity, and what a glance 


Of anger mixt with ſorrow oft he throws, 


Hub. 


Ben, 


What canit mean 
In ſuch a faintly boſom, long eſtrang'd : 
From human paſſions, ſuch diſorder d ſtarts 
Such flaws, as ſeem to ſhake his aged frame, 
Such agony, ſuch hear-tfelt grief, as paints 
His viſage, ſeem of ſome myſterious themes 
With more than human organ to diſcourſe ! 
You ſaw him calm, but now, — he ſooth'd the crowd 
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In the moſt dreadful hurricane of rage 8 
That ever threaten'd change. 
Huſh. What mov'd their wrath ? 
Ben. The ſtrange and frontleſs guilt | 
Of Nathan's fon, to whom th' indulgent fire 
Had given his ALL, and that inhuman wretch 
(Spite of his double ſanctity, compos'd 
Of prophet and of father) forc'd him thence 
(With inſult, next to outrage,) in the eye 
Of noon and Judah's ſons, aſſembled round 
Who gaz'd with horrour on this impious deed. 
Huſb. Why, all things ſeem revers'd—how bore the crowd 
Th' abominable fact? 
Pen. Their fury ſwell'd, 
And ſeem'd beyond the power of aught, but Heaven 
To ſooth—when, with authoritative tone 
That ſeem'd to pally every lifted hand 
And quench the fire in every ſparkling eye 
The fire commanded, and they ſpar'd the ſon — 
« Go! take my farewell to the King” he ſaid 
(To a young friend, that ſtood dejected by) 
And tell him what you ſaw” then paſt along 
Self-ſentenc'd, ſelf-exil'd. The mourning crowd 
That for a benediction preſs around 
Have thus delay'd his exit. | 


[ Proceſſion paſſes by,—ſome Iſraelites 
remain behind. 
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This vile ſon 
Had never dar'd this outrage, but he knew | 
The King's averſion to his reverend ſire ! 
In days of old, a prophet's myſtic deeds 
Were often (like the nightly waving ſign 
That leads the vaward of the coming ſtorm) 
An awful harbinger of Heavenly wrath 
That figur'd forth diſaſtrous days to come: 
Their actions fpeak, when words are found to fail 
'Thus may it be once more ! 
To any ears, but thine, I ſhould not truft 
My thoughts, but this late coldneſs in the King 
To his beſt friends in general, make his hate 
To Nathan lefs prodigious. -—How he ſinks 
From the fraternity of angels, down 
To mingle with the common maſs of men !— 
Oh what a change! ſince with yon reverend fage 
He us'd to mount beneath the morning ſtar 
To Olivets calm brow, like Amram's heir 
There half the journey of the ſummer ſun 
Beneath her hallow'd bowers abſtracted fate 
With the rapt prophet, and with kindling eye 
And attitude of wonder, catch afar 
The ſtrong delineations of that hand 
Which trac'd the pageants of the times unborn 
Thick rifing to Imagination's glance 
Like atoms in the ſan's unfolding beam ! 
Oft would they traverſe all the ſacred hill 


Ben. 
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As if that lofty range, in time to come 
Were meant the ſcene of ſome heroic deed 
Or ſecond revelation of the law 
Of Heaven, like Horeb's ſummit : but fince then 
Late, in the gleam of twilight, mute and fad 
The prophet of the alienated King 
Has oft been ſeen to wander there alone 
There, oft he ſeem'd in fixt and leaden pauſe 
To muſe awhile, then, on a ſudden, rapt 
With ſtrong emotion and irregular glance 
He ſcann'd the green lawns, and the ſhady bowers 
As if they all ſeem'd conſcious of the change— 
The very dregs of Iſrael feel the change 
And like foul yapours, by the ſun exhal'd 
They mount in mutinous revolt, and hide 
The orb of majeſty in dim eclipſe. 
They feel the weight of glory, and bow down 
By trophies and by taxes doubly preſt. 
Our anarchy at home, and fame abroad 
Are like the ſpaſms of an expiring man 
Who ſeems to grapple with a nerve of ſteel 
Tho” Death's cold fiege his lab'ring heart aſſails. 

| [ Shout. 


Huſh. Now, like the gery fever's riſing rage, 


The people's fary threat the public weal 
With wild delirium and miſrule.— Behold 
How the wide tumult fluctuates ! now they ſhout 
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As if ſome demon, in the ſeemly maſk 
Of popularity had fir'd their ſouls. 
You gueſs aright—it is that artful fiend 
That, in the ſhape of Abſalom, purloins 
The people's loyalty, and, in its ſtead 
With unfelt {kill infuſes in their veins 
Sedition's deadly bane. —Let us retire 
And mark the demagogue's perfidious art. 

[ Retire to one fide. 


n 


ABSALOM—ISRAELTTES. 


Alſ. It muſt not be, my friends] my loyalty 


So combates with my feelings for your woes 
That I muſt fly the ſtrong ſeducing charm 
Or deviate from the ſtrict and narrow path 
That filial duty poiats ! The royal wrath 
Already burns, becauſe I dar'd to alk 

Some relaxation of your bonds ! alas ! 

My voice is diſcord in my father's ear 

It ſounds a raven's note! ſome other ſtrain 
More tuneable may reach the regal ſenſe 

And touch the nerve of pity | They, whoſe ſpells 
Build up the high, inviſible mound, that bars 


Ben. 
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All acceſs from the people to their King, 
Can ſeal his eyes, when the inhuman ſon 
Expells his father, and let Piety 
Be chac'd with ſcorn from Salem's ſacred ſtreets. 
Yet ſhould [ lift my voice at Iſrael's wrong 
How would they conjure up the deadly forms 
Of foul revolt, and charge me with the crime 
Of moſt unnatural treaſon ? Let this plead 
Your friend's excuſe, who muſt in ſilence mourn 
But dare not vent his grief in aught but tears 


Farewell my friends! be patient, and reſign'd. 
[Exeunt ſeverally Abſalom and Iſraelites. 


ManxexnT HUSHAI AND BENAIAH. 


Such is the oil that ſubtle Arliſt pours 

Upon the flame, and bids it blaze the more; 
His ſecret machinations cannot ſtill 

Be hid, as now ; the conflagration ſoon 

(1 fear) will blaze his practice to the world 
And ſhow the danger, when beyond a cure. 


Puſh. O for a man to croſs the deadly ſpell ! 


A friend to King and people both at once 
Whoſe worth might add a dignity, and give 
His words due aim and weight to reach the ear 
Of monarchs with effect; and touch the ſoul ! 
Not like thoſe random and uncertain ſhafts 

Of declamation, wing'd by every wind 


That fluttering — without a ſcope, — 


—— — — K 
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Unleſs the mandate be already given 
To the deſtroying angel not to ſpare, 
I know the man could ſtand within the breach, 
Could ſtop th” invading peſt and teach the King 
To ward the danger off, a man beloved 
By Iſrael, and his monarch's choſen friend! 


Huſb. Name him! 


Ben, 


Huſh. 
Ben. 


Huſh. 


Ben. 


Huſh. 


Ben. 


Your eyes were witneſs to his worth 
Not many days ago ! 
Uriah ! 
He 
Or none, could heal the growing malady 
Which ele might turn a gangrene ! 
Hope ſuggeſts 
That the late meſſage of the King portends 
Immediate exaltation, and high truſt 
To him ſome powerful reaſons could be given. 
True friend land fo I thought, when I perceiy'd 
No common meſſenger employ'd, but one 
Whoſe ſearching eye thro' courts and camps pervades 
And like a ſun-beam fpies the latent ill, 
To me ſuch courtly language from a friend 
Pardon me but I gueſs d (tho' little {kill'd 
Or ſtudious in the myſtic things of ſtate 
To pry) that, not alone to call the friend 
Of David, you were ſent, but to explore 
Whether, with fervent zeal, or lukewarm love. 


In Iſrael's camp the General's name is breath'd. 
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Huſh. You know the humours of a camp, my friend ! 
How liberal of reproach againſt their chief 
Even him that all would bleed for—but in Joab 
I fear that jealous and malignant ſpirit 
Still lives, that coſt the friend of Saul ſo * dear. 
Ben. What reaſon have you to ſuſpe& ſo deep ? 
Huſb. The mandate of his monarch he receiv'd 
With martial dignity, but, when he learn'd 
The meſſage for Uriah, o'er his check 
Paſt, in a twinkling, all the varying hues 
Of cloſe conflicting paſſion, till his art 
Scren'd the ruffling ſtorm; that night 1 ſtay'd, 
Next morn I ſought the General ! but I found 
Admittance was deny'd. : 
Ben. To David's envoy ?— 
This was a ſtrain of inſolence indeed! 
Huſh. This ſturdy oppoſition will be found 
Perhaps, the child of fear, a conſcience gall'd 
With guilt, for if to rumour we may truſt 
Under the ſhadow of a moonleſs night 
This great commander, like a felon, ſtole 
From his pavilion, and the trenches paſt.— 
Ben. What proof of this, beſides malignant fame ? 
Huſb. His brother's doubled vigilance and care, 
His trumpet ſingly call'd the hoſt to arms 
The abſent General's part he well ſuftain'd- 
From wing to wing he trayers'd all the hoſt 
And kindled up the ſlumb'ring war anew. 


* Abnor, aſſaſſinated by Joab. See 2 Sam. c. lit. v. 20. 27. 
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Ben, Nor yet appear'd the Chief ? and was it fear 
Or ſullen indignation that withheld 
| The General ? 
Huſb. Time his purpoſe may diſcloſe; 
| Meanwhile, conjecture dogs his lonely ſteps 
| Over the burning waſte to Tadmor's bounds: 
Where thoſe, whom late his lifted vengeance ſpar d 
8 On the dry ſkirts of Midian, wait the ſign 
= To leave thoſe wilds, where parching thirſt abides 
And ſettle on Samaria's water'd vales 
Like locuſts.—Others think his courſe is turn'd 
1 Among the tribes of Iſrael to foment 
1 Revolt and war. 
Zen, To me, this enterprize 
Seems foreign to his bent: is he a man 
On bare ſuſpicion to forſake his poſt ? 
Would he the rebels daring flag unfurl 
And fling his fortune in the dubious ſcale 
Of wild domeſtic rage, becauſe her lord 
Sent for a faithful ſervant from the camp ? 
It bears no ſemblance of his ancient art 
He would not plunge himſelf in Jordan's flood 
Becauſe, in thought, he heard a lion roar ? 
Huſb. Yes—he will plunge, —but like a water ſnake 
| Cloſe vigilance muſt watch the paſſing ſtream 
| For none can tell to what unhappy ſhore - 
| The monſter firſt will point his creſted head. 
— All yet is dubious, but his flight! 


| 
= 
| 


em — 
—— 
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And we, 
Shall we conceal thoſe tidings from the King ? 
"Tis fit he knew the dangers full extent 


Huſh. Far, far beyond the limits of the camp 


Box. 


Huſb. 


Ben. 


(If I conjecture right) the danger ſpreads 
And much more near, than Tadmor's burni ds 
Or even than Jordan's bounds ! 
Too true : alas! 
The democratic ſpirit ſpreads abroad, 
Like a proud overpeering flood it ſweeps, 
And levels all diſtinction, ſcorns all rule, 


As if the waves ſhould lift their foamy heads 


To daſh their empreſs from her throne of light 
Whoſe ſilver wand their mighty motion ſways 
Uriah's popularity and {kill 

Might fix the helm of empire in his hand, 

And bid the menac'd barque out-ride the ſtorm. 
Or, to ſurprize him with unwonted honours 

Or profit by his counſel ; David brings 

At ſuch a time, the * ſoldier from his poſt. 
But it were well if ſome experienc'd friend 
Would meet the warriour, ere he ſees the King 
And hint ſome uſeful topics for the times 

Such as the ſmooth-tongued courtier dreads to uſe 
But which a ſoldier's candour might enforce 


And amplify with fearleſs eloquence. 
Is he arriv'd ? 


# Viz. Uriah. 
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Hufh. A few ſhort hours will ſee 

The warriour here, 

| | Ben. Theſe moments muſt be us'd 

To counſel your brave friend, how beſt to ſerve 

His country and his King.——I go to find | 
That friend who in his inmoſt boſom lives 

4 Who beſt can fire his zeal, or ſuage his flame, 

- [ Ex. ſeverally. 


" —— — ——— 


nr n. 


| . An apartment in the Palace of the Queen, 


Tur QUEEN,* TIRZAH, 


Tirz. O Princeſs ! yet reflect! a huſband's love 
By arts like thoſe was never yet regain'd ! 
Vengeance may quench the flame, if any ſpark 
Should yet ſurvive, but ne'er can wake the fire 
In ſuch a heart as his—recall thy words 
And bid. thy meſſenger return! this hour, 


| Perhaps this moment ſees the ſpell begun 
| That calls the fiends of diſeord from the deep 
And poiſons homebred joy. 

| Queen. Were I a ſlave 
| | 7 Cuall'd by th' inconſtant ſmile of royalty 
| 


* Michal, the daughter of Saul, 


Tirz, 


Dueen, 
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For a few April days of tranſient love 


Like a fond flower to baſk beneath the beam, 
Then hang my patient head, ſurcharg'd with dew 


And patient weep the ſun's departing ray 
Thy leſſons might have weight! But I was born 
Of one, whoſe voice, by him that lords it now, 
Was dreaded worſe than thunder! when thou ſeeſt 
An eagle's aiery breed the patient dove 
Then preach forbearance ! when thou ſeeſt the drops 
Of autumn waſh away yon lofty frame 
That lifts its brow to Heaven, expect my tears 
Will melt a ſtubborn heart ! 

Nor prayers nor tears 
Would I id. but patience, and the calm 
Of reſignation, unaſſuming worth, 
Virtues, that ſpeak by action, and confeſs 


That more than mortal gueſt that dwells within 
That ſoul- ſubduing grace, whoſe cherub ſmiles 
Can reach the heart, and bid revolting love 
Obſequious, own your ſway, — forgive my zeal 
If my too liberal tongue offend ! but late 
You thought more calmly, and confeſs'd theſe arts 
Were not below your care, by arts like theſe 
(So well conceal'd, they ſeem'd no longer art) 
Not many moons ago you thought you ſaw 
His love returning. 

This augments my grief 
That then, from bloody wars but new returr'd 


— — 
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When calm reflection brooded o'er the paſt, 
And brought again forgotten times to view 
My faithfulneſs and zeal, when for his life 
(Threaten'd by angry Saul, who ſent his ſlaves 
With bloody purpoſe) * I expos'd my own, 
Sav'd him from laughter, and a crown beſtow'd 
This he remember'd, and methought, I ſaw 
The tender lover o'er the king prevail, 
And halcyon days return ! when, like a blaſt 
That withers all the genial blooms of ſpring, 


This ſyren came, a ſuppliant, as it ſeem'd, 
Dreſt for perſuaſion, tho' in weeds of woe, 

In all the winning eloquence of tears 

Adorn'd. And with a pious charge, to gain 

A brother's pardon. So the rumour paſt, 

But all was fraudful practice, all deſign'd 

To ruin my projected ſehemes, and lay 

My tow'ring edifice of hope in duſt.— 

I will not bear it, —By the awful name 

Of him, whoſe blood I ſhare, his ghoſt ſhall ſee 
Ample revenge for his inſulted line ! 

Oh yet reflect! you draw a ſcene of guilt 

With Rumour's pencil, from imagin'd wrong !— 
Muſt Iſrael's ſacred monarch be aſpers'd 

Becauſe Uriah left his blooming bride, 

And to th” inviting couch of love, preferr'd 

The warriors lonely bed. He might have ſtay'd—v 


* x; Sam. c. Ali. e. 12. 


Queen. Ihe bleſſed ſun that bids the flower expand, 


* New marricd men were excuſed from military ſervice for the firſt 
year, by the Moſaical law. 
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No voice imperial call'd him to the field, 
Till the revolving moons had brought again 
His nuptial day*. His fellow-bridegrooms all 
Pleaded the law, nor for the martial trump 
Would change the hymeneal lyre. But he 
Diſdain'd the flowery chaplet, and put on, 
With pride, the warrior's plume. His ſpouſe's prayers, 
Her adjurations, and her trickling tears, 
That heighten'd every charm, unmoy'd he bore, 
When honour call'd. And muſt we then conclude 
That fixt averſion in her boſom grew, 
Becauſe. her lord preferr*d his country's call 
Before ignoble eaſe ? Such merit claim'd 
Encreaſe of love. And muſt Bathſheba ſtray 
Down that alluring path where pleaſure leads, 
Becauſe Uriah choſe the rigid path 
Where honour marſhalls on her hermit train ? 
Not ſuch effects from ſuch examples flow {— 


Matures the poiſonous weed. And ſcorn with ſcorn, 
And hate with hate the female heart repays 

Oftner than tame ſervility, inſpir'd 

By contumelious negligence and pride. 

Would heaven I could forget—but thy defence 
Brings to my miad the hateful circumſtance 
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Of their firſt meeting. “ Then how David's heart 
Glow'd at her opening beauties, when he ſought 
Her father's houſe, a refuge from the rage 
Of his purſuers ! Hope inſpir'd his vows — 
But when he learn'd Eliam's + ſolemn vow 
Had given her to Uriah, he refign'd 
His love to friendſhip : with diſſembled virtue 
He gave her—but to make her more his own ! 
Tirz. Thus ſtill ſuſpicion clouds the nobleſt deeds, 
With her 'Tartarean ſhades | Let Reaſon ſpeak, 
Reaſon will tell, that if ſhe ſcorn'd her ſpouſe, 
Who ſought, at Honour's call, the bloody field. — 
She too mult ſcorn that lover, who reſign'd, 
At Friendſhip's voice her blooming virgin charms, — 
Reaſon will tell, that he, whoſe ſtrenuous hand 
Could ſhut the pleaſing image from his heart, 
At Friendſhip's call, would neyer wound the peace 
Of one, for whom he ſacrificed his feelings !— 
O then my ſovereign, hear thy ſervant's plea, 
Recall your mandate ! truſt not vague report, 
Nor be it ever ſaid that ſhe, who draws 
Her blood from Iſrael's firſt and mightieſt king, 
Should ſeek the level of the ſlave, and mine 
Domeſtic peace ! *Tis nobler far to look 
Above ſuch injuries ! and leave to time 
* 
At that time David had been deprived of his ſpouſe by Saul. 


+ Father to Bathſheba. 
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To cure ſuch caſual wand'rings of the heart. 
If he have ſttay d! | 
Qucen. Thinkſt thou I would proceed ſuch dreadful lengths, 
Without the cleareſt proof ? 
Were it but caſual, there indeed were hopes 
Of ſpeedy reformation. But I fear, 
I fear | nay, I am certain. Years on years 
Have ſeen their paſſion grow ! It ne'er can be, 
It gives the lie to reaſon, that a glance, 
A caſual look, tho' arm'd by Heaven or Hell, 
With all their enginry, ſhould fire the heart 
At once. Of ſpells and magic I have heard, 
But not believed. And there are men whoſe hearts 
Yield at firſt onſet. But, *mongſt ſuch, the name 
Of Dayid numbers not. 
Tirz, There muſt be charms 
Of mind, as well as perſon, to ſecure 
Laſting eſteem ; unhappy is that fair, 
Who, truſting to th' enchantment of the eyes 
Alone for conqueſt, when th' artillery fails, 
Has no ſupply of mental charms within. 
Hers is a ſhort dominion ! 
Deen. To her charms 
The fair adult'reſs truſts not! There are powers 
Whoſe ſtrong aſſemblage keeps her in the throne 
Of royal favour. And, ſhould ſhe be caſt - 
. Aſide, the buſy panders ſoon would find 
Another in her room ! By her, they rule ; 
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She is their inſtrument to wind at will 

This royal engine to their ſordid ends. 

And, does it not become my birth, my place, 
To ſcatter that obnoxious cloud, that damps 
The royal virtues ? Long the ſacred lamp 

Of Judah has burn'd dim beneath the gloom, 
But ſoon it ſhall revive, and juſtice reach 


The trembling victim, tho? behind the throne, 9, 
A loyal few, who lov'd my father's name 
(Truſty and bold, all friends of antique ſtamp, $h 


Who mourn my degradation feel the fall 
Of her, that added luſtre to the name 
Of Bethlchem's haughty lord,) ſhall aid my views. 
'To David's counſels they ſhall find their way, 
And force attention to the people's prayers. 
The houſe of Saul again ſhall lift its head 
In ancient ſplendour, on the blaſted hopes 
Of thoſe, who ſcoff her faded fortunes now. — 
But, fee ! my faithful meſſenger returns ; 
His chearful looks proclaim the deed is done, 
And I ſhall reſt in peace ! But thou retire. 
His meſſage needs no witneſs. 

Tirz. Heaven forefend 
Thoſe evils, which my ſad preſaging ſoul 
Sees in approach, perhaps before the ſun 


Deſcends ; for council now is all in vain, : 
[Exit Tirzah. Shi 
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SCENE III. 


Tus QUEEN—SHIMEI, 


9ueen, Thy countenance declares, before thy ſpeech, 
The ſucceſs of thy meſſage. 
Shim. Yes, my queen ! 
The deadly vapours of illicit love 
Have reign'd too long. But ſoon the wholeſome gale 
Of great revenge ſhall lift its awful voice, 
And ſweep from yon polluted palace walls 
The noxious brood, that long in ſwarms beſieg'd 
Each avenue, and baniſh'd from its bounds 
The ſons of modeſt merit, ancient worth, 
And lineal honour ! Soon that upſtart race, 
With that perfidious, bloody man, who ſlew 
Thy father's friend, ſhall lower their haughty creſts. 
Deen, Follow me to my chamber - there diſcloſe 
Thy tidings at full leiſure, the looſe tribe 
Of profligates and panders ſoon ſhall find 
Their empire at an end—convene your friends 
But one by one, left over-curious eyes 
Should mark their movements. 
Shim, I but ſtay to meet 
One of my confidential friends who waits 


Shim. 
alone. 


Shim. 
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My coming at this inſtant, and the next 
Shall ſee me, with the reſt, attend thy will. 

[Exit Queen. 

O ſacred houſe of Benjamin! again 
Thou ſhalt reſume the ſceptre, or at leaſt 
Its lineal honours ſhare. —Alas ! with them 
The old renown of Jacob ſinks in 4 
Our glory is departed! Freedom fell 
With thee, or what of freedom ſtill remain'd 
And bloody conqueſt now, and martial law 
And coſtly pomp, by paraſites ador'd 
Succeed the ruſtic majeſty of Saul 
Who mingled with the people, nor diſdain'd 
To lead their legions, or in peace partake 
Their humble joys—but ſee ! my truſty friend 
Approaches to my wiſh—Abdon--all hail. 


SHIMEI—ABDON. 


The moment comes, when they, who ſhed the blood 
Of Abner, thy lamented friend ſhall pay 

The fine of feſtal treaſon, and prepare 

A. banquet of revenge, that fiends might ſmile 


To view ! 

Uriah comes, and in himſelf an hoſt 

Arm'd with his wrongs, he ſoon ſhall ſhake the walls 
Of paraſitic pawer ! the kindred hoſts 

Of Ammon and of Tadmor thro? the tribes 
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That line yon courts, would ſcatter leſs diſmay 
If our deſigns ſucceed ! 
Abd. Too well I know 
_Uriah's ſpirit ſtill untractable 
And ſtern, he moulds his manners on the code 
Of our republic: and her name adores 
With true devotion : our neglected laws 
He ſo reveres, that neither power, nor wealth 
(Tho' next to regal honours on his brow 
Were plac'd, with liberal hand) could bend his ſoul 
To ſmother his revenge or let his wrath 
Be ſatisfied with gentler penalty 
Than what the law requires. 
Shim. And that is death 
With propagated ſhame |! 
Ad. And wouldſt thou wiſh 
That ſhame ſhould reach to David ? could'ſt thou bear 
To find the name of that heaven fuvour'd man 
Tainted with ſcandal's vile ignoble blot 
An imputation, made by factious hands 
Perhaps the fuel of the people's rage ?— 
Shim. Then is it as I fear'd this interview 
fd. Was timely—but I muſt diſſemble now 
And wear the maſk of loyalty ! 
To Abd. My ſoul 
Is ſeiz d with horrour at the thought — But ſtill 
Some moderate method may be found, to ſteer 
Between the wild extremes, the Sanhedrim 
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And popular delegates at Salem now 
Conven'd, thy art may ſound—they all revere 
The patriot's name, and hate the haughty man 
Who leads our armies—and, for ſelfiſh ends 
Fires, with inceſſant ſchemes of foreign wars 
The royal mind, that he may hold the ſword, — 
His is the power—the ſbadoww here remains 
Behind at Salem—ſhould the general vote. 
Prefer Uriah, (ere the huſband knows 
His bed's abuſe,) his wrongs perhaps might reft 
fn long oblivion. —BPathſheba's return 


To welcome home her warriour, with the ſpell . 


Of loyalty and wedded love at once, 


Might lull the whirlwind to a laſting calm. 


d 


Be it my buſineſs then to ſound the tribes 
Perhaps the monarch, ſtruck with deep remorſe 


Nor leſs by merit won (by chance, or heaven 


Combin'd, at this fair criſis) may conſent 


To crown the warriour, tho? he wrong'd the man 

And all at laſt be amity and peace. . | Exit Abdon. 
Go! loyal fool l. and, like the ſightleſs mole 

Mine for me! while the rude materials rais'd 

By thy blind induſtry, thall raiſe a pile 

Of finer maſonry, exalted far 

Above the preſent fabric, which thy love 

So idolizes ! this Jeſſean ſtem — 

If Fate's myſterious volume right I read ; 


Shall know no ſecond fpring ! He little dreams 


* * 


1 
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I hate Uriah too! vain-glorious man l 
He ſcorns the courtier, prizes honeſty, 
Aud looks contemptuous on the lazy herd 
That baſk at eaſe, beneath the royal beam 
At home, while he ſuſtains the ſultry noon 
And reaps an iron harveſt—not aware 
That, bought and ſold, the fingle-hearted ſlave 
Toils out his weary youth to feed our pride 
But we are grateful—witneſs he, who walks 
Thro' yonder ſhades in contemplation deep 
Fain would I liſten—but his friend is near 
Achitophel, the partner of our hopes— 


He will diſcover all in proper time 
Nor at this criſis would I here be found! 
[Exit Shimei. 


DAVID, (ACHITOPHEL—aT A DISTANCE.) 


Yet, thanks to Heaven—ſome feelings are alive, 

The gangrene has not ſpread o'er all my ſoul ! 

I am not quite embruted, quite debas'd 

Below th' inferior orders, whoſe prone looks : 

Contemplate earth, for I can view yon ſun, 

And all the dread magnificence of heaven 

With looks erect ; but not of filial awe.— 

It flaſhes terror on me] When it frowns 

] feel a night within, Cimmerian gloom 

In double pomp of horror ! When it ſmiles, 
X a 
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The opening ſcenes of yon proud theatre 
Diſplay that ample range, where late my muſe 
Wing'd her proud way exulting. Now, alas! 
Drooping ſhe fits, with moulted plames, below, 
And ſcarcely ſeems to wonder at her fall ! 

Yet more than all thoſe elements combin'd 

In dread exploſion burſting on my head, 

I fear the looks of that much injur'd man, 
Injur'd beyond repair, beyond the wealth 

Of Egypt to repay. I ſent for him 

And yet I ſeem his coming ſteps to feel 
Weighty as lead upon my ſinking heart.— 

Yet ſuch a chaos domineers within 

That 1 ſcarce know the motive of thofe throbbs 
That rend my heart-ſtrings. Whether keen remorſe, 
Or dread of heaven, or that antipathy 

That rival feels for rival in his love— 

And now he comes, —and in her burning cheek 
And in her alienated eye confus'd 

He ſoon will ſee that facred ſpark of love 

Quite gone, that us'd to welcome his return, 
Bath'd in the honeſt twinkling tear of joy! 

This ſoon he muſt perceive, or he has loſt 

That piercing ſenſe for which I lov'd him once 
And muſt I ſee him too? I ſent for him 
And muſt 1 ſhrink beneath my ſervant's eye 
Debas'd, a crouching ſlave, before a ſlave ? 

It is but juſtice. He, that fear'd not heaven 
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Should tremble at his fellow duſt The man 
Whoſe coward conſcience tells him he has ſinn'd 
Flies, when no foe purſueth, Time has been 
When I was lion-hearted, but, alas! 
I then was righteous I can trace the ſteps 
That led from guilt to guilt, a downward way 
But to reviſit light, and mount again, 
Appears a taſk, beyond the ſtrength of man; 
And who ſhall raiſe me from the murky den 
Which I myſelf have dug? Shalt thou? 
[Seeing Achitophel. 
From thee, 
And thy pernicious counſels, I derive 
The ruin of my peace. 
Ach, My ſovereign lord, 
My faithful counſels — 
David. — Fed my paſhons high. 
Twas thou inflam'd my pride, and woke the war 


With Ammon *, for a ſlight affront, a wrong 
Which wiſdom would have ſmil'd at. Thou advis'd 
Toleave the toils and hazard of the war 

To Joab, and reſt at home, lull'd by the ſound 

And diſtant din of arms, A ftripling's ſcorn 
Muſt be repaid with blood, while floth at home 
Foſters worſe paſſions. Had I brav'd the field, 
And cop'd alone with unbelieving foes, 


* Viz. The treatment of his Ambaſſadors by Hanun, ſon to the King 
of Ammon, 2 Sam, 10. 
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Cas'd in bright arms, beneath the beam of noon, 
My worſt foe had not found me ! 
Ach. Witneſs Heaven ! 
Witneſs my honour unimpeach'd ! no views 
But for thy ſacred ſafety ſway'd my voice 
To counſel thy delay ! 
David. O bleſſed times, 
Tho? deem'd afflictive, when, from hill to hill 
I fled the royal blood-hounds ! Them 1 thought 
My only foes, my only truſt was Heaven ! 
His favour to obtain, my vigilance 
And caution ſtill with keen, obſervant eye, 
Guarded againſt the taint of every vice, 
I ſaw but one protector, but one way 
To gain his favour. Every morning ſhone 
On ſome new miracle. Some wond'rous ſcene 
Of prompt dehverance. 
Ach. Let my ſovereign lord 
Not forfeit his dependance. On deſpair 
Heaven frowns, and hates the ſoul that doubts his love, 
David. His love !—Too much I truſted in his love 
Abus'd his mercy and his power defy'd, 
But now, alas, I dread the eye of man; 
My heart is bare and bleeding—every glance 
Sends a ſhaft thro” it—tho? but late it ſeem'd 


Enclos'd in ſteel. Say, is Uriah come ? 
| And is there hope to veil the glaring ſhame 


From every eye, but Heaven's for man to man 
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Is an inhuman judge, and I have foes 
That ſoon would dog my name, and hunt it down 
Throꝰ eyery maze of endleſs infamy ! 
Ach. Uriah is return'd. 
David. And wherefore yet 
Has he not claim'd an audience? Tho? I dread 
To ſee him, yet his abſence wounds me more. 
I know not what to wiſh, or to enquire 
Has he vouchſaf'd a viſit yet at home 
Or has allegiance vanquiſh'd love, and ſent 
The gallant, injur'd warrior, firſt to pay 
His duty to his king? 
Ach. : At your command 
His motions all are ſpy'd. | - 
David, And what refult ? 
Torture me not with doubt ; nor, on your life 
Dare to conceal the worſt ! 
Ach. Compell'd, adjur'd, 
My loyalty commands, what love would hide, 
Ere thoſe you ſent had met him on the way, 
Who meant, beneath ſome ſeeming fair pretext 
To tend his footſteps till they lodg'd him ſafe 
Leſt any foul report, or dark ſurmiſe 
Should taint his eyes, or ears—he was obſery'd 
In cloſe and ſerious conference with Shimei.— 
David. Then all is public—that curſt Benjamite 
| (Sworn foe to me and mine) has told the tale 
Whate'er he knew, and what he knew not, feign'd 


Ach. 
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Diſloyal, tardy ſlaves ! whoſe taſk it was 
To meet him firſt, and keep his mind ſerene _ 
From each contagious rumour ! all is loft 1 
Has he yet reach'd his home, or have you learn'd 
Of his reception there ? 

I had not means.— 


David. How ſeem'd he on his coming to the palace? 


Ach. 


I know his open nature, far above 
Diſſembling, or the uſual craft of courts 
Whate'er he feels, his feelings he proclaims, 
Each look and geſture ſhows his inmoſt ſoul— 
Oh! could I read his looks !—but mine would ſhow - 
What moſt I want to hide ! 

| He will not brook 
(Proud, and a ſoldier as he is) to tell 
W hate'er he knows to all, if aught he knows — 


David. If aught he knows !—where'er the ſerpents fang 


Ach. 


Was fixt, the poiſon rankles in the wound— 
And Shimei's love to me 1 long have known ! — 
That Benjamite by every art has try'd 
To taint my pureſt actions with the ſtain 
Of ſome malignant view, and put the maſk 
OP malice, even on innocence—oh then 
What horrid vizors for deformity ?— 
It needs none, for the ſlighteſt hint of truth 
Is foul enough ! 
Yet Shimei ſcarce would dare 


To give his venom breath—for, well I know 
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The coward tongue would falter in his fears 

He is not one whom noble Natures ſoon 

Would condeſcend to truſt !—there is between 

His nature, and Uriah's ſuch repulſe 

Such fierce antipathy as ne'er would blend 

Their jarring natures in one common view 

Or common truſt, — 
David. Go find him, and explore 

His ſpirit, while I ſtudy to receive him. 
| [.Ex. ſeverally, 


Exp or Txs FixsrT Act. 


ACT un. SCENE L 


An open Space before the Palace of David. 


URIAH. 


Would I had fallen in battle ! all the rage 

Of onſet, ſiege, and ſtorm, is balmy peace 
To what I feel within! I thought thee falſe 
O Shimei—and Bathſheba, truth itſelf !— 
What baneful art has ruin'd thee and me |— 
For thou muſt fall—if juſtice yet is left 

In Iſrael, nor will I thy doom ſurvive 

To linger out in ſhame a hated life 
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The mark of public ſcorn ! a man, who preſt 
Still foremoſt in the paths of honeſt fame 

Yes ! juſtice ſhall be done! for David lives 
David, whoſe life by theſe heaven-fayour'd hands 
Of old was ſav'd.— Tis he will right my wrongs 
And he will greatly vindicate my fame 

(For that calumnious tale, with myſtic art 
Hinted by that vile Benjamite, I ſcorn 

To think of it ! and would to heaven, the reſt 
Were falſe alike ) but I have ſeen too much 
Her looks, her words conſirm'd it! but an hour 
Of calm deliberate ſcrutiny will come ! 

To ſearch the maze of deep ihiquity— 

And then,---for vengeance ! vengeance !---To the King 
My duty firſt I'll pay, (as he requires) 

And paint the glorious progreſs of his arms ! - 
*Tis needful ſoon, leſt frenzy, or deſpair 

Should ſeize my faculties ere I fulfill 

A loyal ſoldier's and an enyoy's due. 


To nix, ADRIEL, 


Welcome, my friend! But what doſt thou behold 


In me, to touch your features with concern 
So ill diſguis'd, and deep, as what I ſee 
In every line of that once chearful Face ? 
Before we met you ſeem'd to turn away 
And hide a burning bluſh ! Was it for me, 


Adr. 


Adr. 
Uri, 
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You bluſh'd, my friend ? Was it for me that tear 
Stole down your glowing cheek ? Have I behar'd 
Or, as a ſoldier, or a friend, to bring 
Shame on my friends? Uriah knows no guilt, 
No ſoldier's ſtain, nor will he hang the head 
For others folly. Come, my friend, I know 
My wife is falſe ! 

The tongue of calumny 
That oft envenoms virtue, here, perhaps, 
Has ſtain'd the ſtainleſs ! 

Be it ſo, my friend; 
Then I will ſearch the ſlander to the ſource, 
And be it diſtant, as the ſprings of Nile, 
Or high as Sinai's thund'ring tops; the power 
That ſpoke his mandates thence, ſhall ſee this arm 
Aſſert his ſacred law, by Iſrael heard, 
T hou ſhalt not bear falſe witneſs, 
Well reſoly'd! 

Ah, were that all, my friend ! But much I fear, 
The foul contagious air of courts has breath'd 
Infection thro' my dwelling ; how, or whence 
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It came, I know not. But the plague has ſpread ! 
It has poſſeſs d her blood ! Her mantling cheek 
And trembling eyes confeſs'd it ; too ſerene 

Was once that heavenly aſpect, not to ſhow 

The ſmalleſt vapour which diſturbs the peace 
That dwelt within, for many a tranquil day, 

In better times ! Now, all is dark and deep, 


Aar. 


Dei. 


Aar. 
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Tho? drefs'd in borrow d ſmiles ! She ſcarce had breath 
To ſpeak my welcome—cold to my embrace, 
I felt not there that throbbing heart that us'd 
To beat in uniſon with mine 
Perhaps, | 
The fland'rous tale has reach'd her ears, and ſhe 
Is apprehenſive that thine ear has drunk 
The deadly poiſon, and thy rage believ'd 
The foul, calumnious tale. This thought might wound 
The pureſt boſom, and induce a tinge 
On the moſt innocent cheek, to look like guilt. — 
Your viſit was but ſhort ! Suſpend your judgment 
Till but to-morrow's dawn arrive, This night 
May bring conviction ! 
What ! this night ! this night 
Am I to ſleep, and will ſome angel come 
To tell me in a dream my ſpouſe is true? 
Or muſt I, Jull'd by charms to ſoft repoſe, 
Perhaps, within a practis'd harlot's lap, 
Help out her ſoft aſſertion of her truth 
With all a huſband's fond credulity ? 
No—by my father's ſhade ! By all the tombs 
Of all that line, whoſe honourable duſt 
No ſtain like this has tarniſh'd, I will tear 
The mantle from this myſtery, ere I ſleep, 


Or never ſleep again! 


Say, wouldſt thou watch 
Her door, or lie in ambuſcade at home ? 


Adr. 


Uri. 


Uri. 
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This wild demeanour, if ſhe till is pure, 
She ſoon would know, then hate, and deadly ſcorn 
Would pay your ill-ſtarr'd pains ! 

And muſt I doubt 
For ever? Have I neither friend nor foe 
To end my vain ſuſpence at once ? 

This night, 

If thou regardſt my counſel. Shun thy houſe, 
And lodge with me! | 


I know thou art my friend, 


And yet thy ſofteſt implication ſounds 


Like thunder ! What ſad change, or deadly form 
Of danger, lurks at home? Or muſt I give 
My room to others ! Say, what blaſting power 
Of earth or hell ſhall croſs a hyſband's ſteps 
That goes to viſit home ? 

Miſtake me not. 
You torture every word to guilty meaning, 
To images of ſhame and turpitude, 
Which on the canyaſs of the paſling clouds, | 
Your ſick' ning fancy draws ! I meant no guilt, 
Or danger in thy parting or thy ſtay ! 
Long ſince, we have exchang'd our ſouls ! our love 
Surpaſs d a female's fondneſs : can I think 
You treat me like a froward child ! to lull 
My ſenſe of honour by a drowſy charm 
To bid me fit down calmly with my wrongs 
And wink at broad detection? Tell me, friend, 
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Does this become a ſo!dier and a man 
Not loweſt in eſteem ? 
Adr. To that high point 


J wiſh to raiſe thee, which thy merit claims 
Where worth like thine will meet its due reward ; 


Thy country calls thee ! —To Uriah's name 5 4 
The public chorus chants her ſweeteſt praiſe, | 
Mixt with indignant murmurs; when it ſees 
Thy merit ſunk, beneath its pitch ſo far 
Subordinate to fawning ſlaves, whoſe tongues 
By licking up imperial duſt, have cleans'd 
Their way to wreaths for which they never bled ! — 
Uri. Where wouldſt thou lead me? thro? what mighty breach 
Of loyalty and law conduct my ſteps 
In vanity's broad mirrour to behold 
My puny ſhadow ſtretch'd to giant ſize, 
And menacing the moon — I am not craz'd 
Nor (tho afflicted deep) can yet miſtake 
The moody madneſs of a moon-ſtruck brain 
For ſober reaſon. Adriel ! I perceive ; 
Your friendly purpoſe, in my private wounds 


To pour the ſoothing balm of public love— 
And lead me gently from the precipice 
Where reaſon's ſelf grows giddy !—but once more 
Why leave my home to-night ?— 
Adr. Becauſe a prize 
Worthy a ſoldier may this night be won 
A game, to fave a kingdom! far beyond 


Uri, 


Adr. 


Uri, 


Adr. 
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The chace of idle rumours ! meanwhile, tell 
Does your proud general keep his old eſteem 
Among his bands ? Say, has he learn'd of late 
To triumph over kearts, no more content 
With humble looks alone ?— 
Neither time 

Nor place accords with ſuch a queſtion now ;— 
This, of my general aſk*d—my ready ſword 
Had to another's iaquiſition given 
A ſuitable reply ! 

Reply to me 
Not as a ſoldier, but a truſty friend 
That knows to whom he ſpeaks, and therefore dares 
No calumny exiſts in private words 
No faithful boſoms truſted. 

True, if nought- 
Invidious, or detracting, from my words, 
Calumnious art, againſt the great in name 
Or office, may derive : that vapour draws 
Her poiſon, from the moſt innoxious flowers 
That e'er perfum'd the gale ! 
Art thou become 

That honeſt, loyal bigot of the camp 
That does his duty boldly, and winks hard, 
(Whene'er his general bids him face the foe) 
And ſees no danger ?—Haſt thou ſunk fo far 
The citizen of Iſrael in the ſoldier 
As not to ſee and feel th' egormous load 


Uri. 
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Our martial honours lay upon our necks ?— 

How gaudy does the cauſe of glory ſeem 

Like meteors, ſtreaming thro' the waſte of night ! 
Like them, it waves ſublime, to witch the world 
With gaudy draperies ; but, like them, portends 
The ſounding hurricane, that ſweeps away ; 
At once, the ripen'd harveſt and the ſwain,— 
"Twas thus you thought, ere war became a trade 
When the bold peaſant flung away his goad 

And ſeiz'd his javelin at his country's call — 
Then hung his ſhield aloft and join'd the plough. 
But, now, in endleſs wars on wars engag'd 
Where veterans, grown beneath their helmets gray 
Forget they have a country you have learn'd 

Thc diale& in vogue, and ſpurn the fwain 

Who groans beneath the burden of your wars 

If his too liberal tongue but glance a hint 

Againſt th' imperial politics, that teach 
Unbounded conqueſt, and unbounded ſway ! 

You wrong me much, my friend! there is no heart 
In all Judzas bands, which throbbs more quick 
At freedom's call, than mine! or more regrets 
The time, when our victorious flag (which now | 
Hangs like a meteor, o'er the troubled eaſt 
Portending ruin) more benignly ſhone 

Like Phoſphor, o'er thoſe native hills, a ſign 

Of gentle peace, to all but Iſrael's foes 

Invading foes—but now, we ſeck them far 


Adr. 


Uri. 


Adr. 
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From home—and ſeem to love the cruel trade 
Even for itſelf! | 
Believe me, friend ! there lies 

Beneath the ſplendid pile of trophied arms 
A deep abyſs of ruin for the ſtate ! — 
Ambitious views, and overweening thoughts 
Ideal crowns, and ſceptres in the graſp 
Already lead our leader, we purſue 
And aſk not why, nor whither. 

Such deſigns 
In other minds at other times may grow 
But our commander ne'er will bribe his hoſt 
Such dangerous lengths ! 

Thro' want of power—perhaps 

I doubt his ſelf-denial. 

Be th' effect 
From this, or from whatever cauſe deriy'd 
His honours on his loyalty recline 
And that repoſes ſingly on the name 
Of David. 

You already have return'd 

All unawares, the anſwer I deſired 
And clear'd my doubts, then from himſelf he holds 
No claim to general love ; has he no arts 
Of popularity ? 
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His arts are vain 
Since his ill- omen d hand in Abner's blood 
Was dy'd, tho' bold in arms, in counſel wiſe 
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Tho' with the ſemblance of paternal love | 
He courts his gallant bands, their hearts revolt- 
Tho' by their King's command, their hands are his. 
His perſidy to Saul's lamented friend 
So taint his every deed, his every look, 
His words ſeem fawning, and his liberal gift 
The purchaſe of ſedition—that foul deed 
Attaints the general, and degrades the man. 
On kingly favour then he reſts alone! 
Say, ſhould the rays of royal prace illume 
Some heroe in eclipſe, and point their rays 
Full on another head, would Iſrael's bands 
Approve the monarch's choice ? 
I queſtion that, — 
His “ brother ſtill, with honeſt martial worth 
Of half the popular indignation, robs 
The general's name, obnoxious tho” it be— 
Another choice might ſow diſſenſion's rage 
Among the troops. 
: But Iſrael's choice at home 

The ſanction of the tribes, the ſenate's voice 
Would, like the word, that bids the troubled deep 
Compoſe her tumult, ſend a facred calm 
Among the hoſts of Jacob. 

The intent 
Of your diſcourſe, 1 know not—if to ſoothe 
My grief, you miſs the means! while thus you gall 


® Abiſhai. 


Adr. 


Adr. 
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My ſore impatience —Was I ſent for home 
To vent at large my unayailing ſighs 
For undeſerved ſhame, or lend my breath 
To faQtion's aims! 

And art thou yet to learn 
The general diſcontent, that ſpreads around 
From tribe to tribe, and what the delegates 
Intend, this moment in full counſel met, — 
An awful conſiſtory ? thou ſhalt know | 
Their purpoſe ſoon, and you, perhaps, may hear 
Uriah's name the maſter- note that fills, | 
The awful harmony of popular claims, 


i. Uriah's name! 


No longer will they bear 
Oppreſlion's iron rod, nor brook the ſway 
Of thoſe confederates, who have rul'd the ſtate 
So long at random; now a ſingle word, 
Perhaps, will break the charm ! 
And were my name 
That of the luckieſt rebel, who diffoly'd 
The bonds of loyalty, and blew the ſtorm 
From mutiny to madneſs, till the crown, 
Purchas'd by blood, adorn'd the villain's brow. 
Sooner upon the footſtool of the throne 
My blood ſhould flow in royalty's defence, 
Than this right hand ſhould break the hallow'd bounds 
That lets in loud miſrule to lord it wide 
Y 
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O'er ſacred order and imperial ſway.— 
Even gratitude, and friendſhip's ties forbid. — 
I love my king, his virtues well I know, 
To them I truſt in time to break the cloud, 
And chace the noxious fogs that hide his beams, 

Adr. You wrong my meaning much, if you ſurmiſe 
I wiſh to tempt you from your loyalty— 
I rather hope that ſome high office waits 
Your coming, either in the court or camp, 
To ſerve thy king, and Ifrael's ſtate at once 
Some ſtation, whence your eye, like yonder beam, 
May pierce corruption's haunts, and bid it die, 
And wither up the foul and noxious ſtems 
Of luxury and vice, where'er they ſpring. — 
This David owes thee, and I truſt, he means 
The retribution now, for much it taints 
His fame, to leave his long-try'd friend obſcure, 
(Altho' his worth compells a nation's praiſe) 
Like day's bright lamp, which, tho? beneath the deep, 
Yet wakes the warbling lark's inſtinctive ſong.— 
Shouldſt thou ſucceed, the choice would ſoon dirpell 
All diſcontent, and lay the riſmg ſtorm.— 
If he neglect thee, and continue ſtill 
His favour to that dark fociety 
That fill the court and camp, would'ſt thou refuſe 
A hand to help to ſave a ſinking tate, 
When Iſrael claims thine aid? 

Uri. I ſee not yet 
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The preſſing need to leave the beaten track 

Of loyalty. 
Aar. And may it never come 

Vet time, my friend, may ſoon diſcover more 

Then, if thy country calls, attend the call, 

Nor fear to ſpread thy pinions to the gale, 

Mount to an eagle's pitch, and boldly ſoar 

Againſt the fun, if fate demands thy riſe ! 

Think on thy wrongs, if any faults be found 

Where moſt thou fear'ſt. Remember Iſrael's claim 

And, when I ſee thee next, be reſolute, 

Be fearleſs, as becomes thy country's friend, 

Be bold, be cautious, and avoid thy home. 

[Exit Adriel. 

Uri. Was it a demon in a friendly form 

That came to tempt me thus I yet am firm— 

The noxious ſpell has neither touch'd my head 

Nor heart. I feel the ſeat of reaſon clear — 

What am I then to think, or what reſolve. 

Think on my wrongs. Why, then, my ſhame is known. 

Von travel'd ſun but propagates the tale 

From eaſt to weſt ! Yet I muſt ſhun my home 

Or glares the proof abroad ?—perhaps—at court. 

Or from the court my ſhame at firft began. 

For we, that fight the battles of our king, 

And bear the vengeance of our God againſt 

Rebellious ſtates, and purge the noxious clime, 


Yet know not what pollution breeds at home, 
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Or what foul vapours taint the ſtagnant caln: 

Of high-vic'd cities. Some new favourite 

Of this new faction, that beſiege the throne 

Of too indulgent David, has undone 

My peace for ever; yet, whoe'er he is, 

My friend even dreads to name him. Should it be 
* Amnon, or Abſalom, my ſovereign lord 
Will not, like old lethargic Eli, ſpare 

The criminal, for his exalted rank, 

Or royalty of blood. Yet why my friend 
Should warn me thus to keep aloof. Some ſpell 


Or danger lurks within. I have it! Fiends ! 
The veil is drawn at laſt ! O ſtupid, numb'd 


To ſenſe! O for a long and quiet ſleep ! 
Unviſited by dreams ! 
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O for the wings of eagles to eſcape _ 

This odious ſcene, and the deteſted truth 

That ruſhes on my ſenſe—purſues my ſteps 

With harpy ſtings. Madneſs were eaſe to this ! 

I then was call'd for home, to cloak her ſhame.— 
The foul adult'reſs ! leſt the ſwelling crime 

Should force diſcovery 'ere the camp allows 

A regular return. Oh, Adriel, 

Would thou hadſt kept the fecret ! Yet I thank thee— 
Thank thee—for frenzy — madneſs. Yet I'm calm! 
L will collect myſelf! Ah now I know, 


David's two eldeſt ſons, 
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Too well I know thy kind aſſiduous care, 
To lure me from the ſoul-corroding ſcene * 


To fairy ſtrains of popular applauſe !— 
Yet I will keep my poſt— beſiege the court 


Till day ſucceeds to night, and night to day, 
Well am I us'd to watching, care and toil, 
In Iſrael's cauſe ; and in my ſov'reign's ear, 
Even in his dreams, I'll hollow for revenge; 
And, if I fail, I'll find the way to reach 
The neareſt to the throne, or ſhake the ſeat 


Of royalty itſelf with my appeal. [ Exit Uriah. 


Scene changes to an inner Apartment of the Palace. 


DAVID. 


How all things change, thro? the dark medium ſeen 
Of ſelf-abhorrence, and the gloom of in ! 

Yon ſun that us'd to lift my mental view 

Thro? boundleſs journies, till his lamp was loft 

On the pure limits of eternal day, 

Seems but a flickering taper now, that leads 

To the licentious bower. Yon quiet groves, 
Where, when the day-ſtar, (ſunk beneath the deep) 
Call'd in his wand'ring glories, when forlorn 

The widow'd evening flung her gaudy robes 

Aſide, and walk'd the woods in graver ſtate, 

Sedate and ſlow ; when each dim alley ſeem'd 
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To fluctuate with aerial ſhapes, that mov d 
Celeſtial meaſures to the ſoothing ſwell 
Of the ſoft breeze, which, thro” the lofty ſweep 
Of the green theatre, alternate roſe, 
Alternate ſunk, and varied with ſoft touch 
The waving ſcenery of the pendent gloom ! 
How did the movements of my ſoul accord 
With the grave minſtrelſie! But now, theſe woods 
Put on the pomp of Hades. Whiſpering ſiends 
Mock the ſweet woodland echoes, till they ſeem 
To ſicken at their breath! They line my walks, 
Marſhal! my lonely ſteps, and, thro? the air, 
Hurl their dark ſpells that check the mounting thought, 
And tame the ſoaring ſoul to baſe purſuits, 
Like the ſad bird that ſcims the mantled pool 


When humid vapours clog his weary wings. 


2 


To uu, ONIAH. 


Why ſeek this ſecret place to tell your tale, 

Is it too dreadful for all ears but mine? 

Be not diſmay'd, but give your meſſage breath; 
I who have wander'd deſarts, by diſtruſt 
Attended, and with danger at my heels, 

Have not ſo far forgot my former toils 

But I can brayely meet whatever doom 


Heaven may intend ! 
Oh ill-ſupported boaſt ! 


343 — 
Guilt has unedg'd my firmeſt, beſt reſolves, 
And ſtolen the hero's temper from my ſoul ! 
Oniah. Pardon, my lord, and, if my tongue offends, 
Think it an organ, by the powers above, 
| Reluctant, in an odious taſk employ d 
David. Whateꝰ er it be, with confidence declare 5 
Thy meſſage ; I muſt learn to bear the wort. - 
What has been, has been, nor can fate recall 
The deeds of yeſterday, the deep remorſe 
Of years to come ! 
Oniah. Whatever is to come, 
Heaven tells not. All her oracles are dumb 
To thy enquiries. 
David. In the people's voice, 
Perhaps, it ſpeaks too plain ! That awful organ | 
Is often touch d by Heaven. Did Zadok give | ; 
No anſwer ? | 
Oniab. What he ſaid, I ſhall report | 
Moſt truly—when I pray d him to apply 
For counſel to th' eternal majeſty | | 
That dwells between the cherubim—7 dare not, | 
Was his abrupt reply. I ſaw laft night ; 
« An awful viſion ſent from him, who lives ; 
« For ever. In the holieſt place of all 
«© Methought I ſtood, and ſaw the heaven'y lamp 
% Burn ominouſly dim, all mute and fad 
« Seem'd the attendant choir, the warbled hymn 
% Paus'd on a ſudden, and their ſtartled looks 
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« Were all bent upward, with expectance dread 
« Of ſome deſcending terrour from above 
« Clad in empyreal glory; when anon 
« Like light'ning it appear'd, and quick was gone— 
% And all was deſolate and dark, forlorn 
66 Ad filent ; but the flaſh forerun the ſtorm 
& Soon roſe below a tempeſt of miſrule 
« And various clamour, like the winds of Heaven 
That haſh th' inſurgent waves,—the dread reſult 
© To me is all unknown, nor Heaven vouchſaſes 
« Byoracle or Urim to unfold 
« His will at large.” 

David. I only wiſh'd to know 
If by th* expulſion of a man, involy'd 
In tenfold guilt, I might, in part, appeaſe . 
Heaven's anger, which againſt me ſeems to burn ! 
This is denied—and yet—the voice within 
Tells what the viſion meant, too plain—but ſtill 
The ſanction of the prophet was requir'd 
Was Nathan foung at laſt ? 

Oniab. Long was the ſearch 
And hopeleſs, till at laſt we trac'd him on 
To Moreh's hill; with haſty march he ſtrode 
To th: tall ſummit, which o'erlooks the vale 
Of Hinnom, where the dark flood finds below 
His gulfy way, then looking back, he caſt 
Au angry glance, Yon city ſoon ſhall pour 
Her worſt abominations forth in vain— 
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C Other abominations ſhall ſucceed !”? 
« Loud in the breeze 1 hear the birds of prey 


I ſee them hover o'er yon hated roof 


« Then weſtward wing their way, till Ephraim's wood 
« Preſents an unexpected feaſt,” no more 
He deign'd, but plung'd amid the foreſt gloom 
Inſcrutable to eyes profane, where ſtill 
He ſhuns all human converſe. 

David Retire, but within call—celeſtial light! 

O44 Vet thou wilt deign ſome dubious rays, before 

who Thou ſet'ſt for ever ! 

chien. A welcome radiance, waning tho? it be 
And dim ! I will not loſe the ſacred glimpſe 
But now begin my long-negleQed taſk 
Tho? late, yet not unconquerably hard 
And Jabour in the twilight—firſt I'll chace 
This man of blood from Ifrael—tbat when time 
Allows—and to my injur'd friend repay 
In gifts and honour, what by me he loſt 
If they can pay ſuch wrongs as his. 

To Diſpatch 
Saal. And call the delegates of Iſrael now 


Their king expects them and attends their claims. 


End of the Sr cox p Acr, 
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ACT IIL-—SCENE I. 


A Court before the Palace of David. 


ENTER JOAB DISGUISED, 


What do I ſee and hear? I left one fiege 
It ſeems, to ſtand another ! Rabbah's ſtreets 
Were I this moment hem'd by hoftile ſpears 
Were not more dangerous to my hunted life 
Than Salem's ſacred ſquares.— I heard my name 
In execrations ſent from lip to lip 

As if it breath'd infection! I would find 

As many hands to end my hated life 

As if the ſons of Ammon dog'd my heels 

Were I but known among them! ſoon I'll learn 
The drift of this commotion, and, perhaps 
Diſcharge it on my foes.— Tis true, the people 
Have been aggriev'd, and, ſhould their curſes light 
As they are meant, there lives not one whole life 
Is more obnoxious ! But I much admire 

Why David hides his head, and lets the ſtorm 
Roll on reſiſtleſs, like th? unbridled winds ! 
Great was his ancient influence— great the love 


AMOZ, HELKIAH, wiT#u THE OTHER DBLEGATES OF TUE PEOPLE, 


Hill. 
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His people bore him, elſe my blood, long ſince, 
Had paid the public hatred, but I hung 

On him, like claſping ivy on the oak, 

And while the vigorous root ſupply'd his ſtem, 
My branches flouriſh'd green. 
Who toward the palace move in ſolemn pomp ?— 
By all my fears, the delegates of Iſrael. 

What can it mean? Vil mingle with the crowd, 
And learn their deſtination ! Could I truſt 

The rumour of the day, they threaten me / 

I'll follow with the ſtream, but find, perhaps, 

A way at length to fix a laſting mound 

Before the fury of the people's power. 


But who are theſe, 


APPROACH THE PALACE, 
To Tutm, ACHITOPHEL, 


The king has ſent me - (ſo I muſt pretend) ide]. 
From you to learn the purport of your claims, 
Ye might have ſtaid, till from the conquer'd foe, 
Our general came triumphant, and laid down 
His creſted pride, to join in ſage debate. 


We then confirm your Jaws. 


The general's voice 


Is futile here ; in his own cauſe, no man 
Is judge and advocate ! The law we come 
Now to propoſe regards himſelf the firſt. 
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If it be wrong to judge the meaneſt man 
Unheard, and unimpeach'd, then judge not him ! 
On him we lay no blame ; nor derogate | 
From his illuſtrious rank, and kindred ties 
To Jeſſe's royal ſtem ; but this, (with him) 
Reſpects a public cauſe ! 

Declare your grievance. 
It has been oft declar'd, but ſtill in vain. 
But pent up waters, though deep mounds oppoſe, 
Will fnd their way at laſt. It is more fit 
To form a regular channel for its rage, 
Than to confine its fury, leſt it riſe 
In dread rebellion, and convulſe the globe. 
Why does the flower of Iſrael waſte its prime 
In foreign fields, while years on years revolve, 
And ſees our bounds extend, our people fade. 
The ſoldier's gloſſy raven locks aſſume 
The griefly hue, beneath the batter'd helm. 
At bome the hind out-toils the travel'd fun, 
And ſecs the harveſt of hjs labour, ſwept 
Away, to feed the famine of the war. 
And, worſe (if worſe can be) to waſte at home 
The foul infections of an haughty court! 
Whence this new inſolence? 

Achitophel, 

You much miſtake, or wilfully miſname 
Our privilege ; this inſolence is old, 


Old as the days of Aaron. Then the voice 
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Of the aſſembled tribes was law and truth, 
Thoꝰ now it ſounds in ſome faſtidious ears 
Like treaſon ! 
Ach. What you gave, ye would reſume. 
When, all unable to defend yourſelves 
Againſt the numerous foes, that hem'd you round 
On every hand, and held in manacles 
Your martial ardour ; then you claim'd a king 
(Such as the nations boaſt) to lead you on 
To conqueſt and to glory, now, averſe 
To your own choice (a choice confirm'd above) 
Ye would undo your work, and grudge to bear 
That eaſy load ye laid upon yourſelves. 
But this, were this allow'd, by ſudden change 
Would quite unhinge all goverament, and break 
The ſettled courſe of things ; as if the moon 
Of bleak December ſhould aſſert her right 
Over July's ſultry calm, and freeze his dews 
In her cold cryſtal urn. 
Amoz. Thoſe arguments 
Your royal maſter needs not to ſupport 
His ſtate, for in his ſubje&s hearts he reigns : 
Nor needs the claims of tyranny, to guard 
His firm, eſtabliſh'd throne ; it is to give 
His power a better baſis we propoſe 
Theſe laws. Our loyal meaning is to give 
Our King a ſurer title to our loves, 
And counſel him to truſt his ſacred cauſe 
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To thoſe we can confide in. This we claim— 
We wiſh to fee old Judah's line reſtor'd 
To its firſt honours, and we muſt have way. — 
Ach. Ye know not whom ye toil for, if ye did 
Ye were more culpable, but now, no more 
Ye know the hand that turns your headlong rage 
To his own factious purpoſe, than the maſs 
Which from its flaming gorge the mountain flings 
Knows, why it falls in ruin on the ſwains 
And lays their harveſt low ! 
Fill. We need not bluſh 
To name the man, whofe virtues long have won 
A nation's confidence, and given them truſt 
In all his days to come: 
Ach. | Produce the man 
Whoſe merit ſoars above the common pitch 
Of ſtateſmen and of heroes ! 
Amoz. Who can doubt 
The man, or who has borne ſo mean a lot 
In Iſrael's tribes, as never to have heard 
Uriah's name ? 
Ach. His virtues are allow'd 


By all, nor can that age be quite corrupt 


When ſuch men are eſteem'd ! But ſhould the King 


Allow ſuch ready monitors at will 
To win their way by clamour, and beſiege 
THis throne, on every petty diſcontent 


What would become of majeſty and awe 


At 
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What would become of Iſrael, ftill the prey 
Of every popular guſt? yet mean I not 

To light your grave propoſal, when I find 
The ſanction of the ſenate join your claims, 


But theſe are ſudden meaſures and require 
Deliberation. To degrade the man 


Whom years have crown'd with glory, ſeems a ſtep 
That leads to danger. 


Amos. 


For ourſelves, we ſcorn 


The danger, and we know the general hoſt 
Abhors their leader's view; nor aught fupports 


Obedience in the camp but David's name 


Ach. 


Remove that column, and the general ſinks 
With all his martial fame. 
Of this I own 


Some ſymptoms have appear'd, the people's voice 


Demands refpe&—but, for this day, the King 


Requeſts a reſpite, till to-morrow's dawn 


Matures his counſels, ſome domeſtic cares 


At preſent have engroſs d the royal mind 


To theſe he dedicates his preſent hours ! 


Amoz. 


To-morrow is the peoples ! 
[ After a ſhort conference with the reſt. 
We depend 
Upon his wiſdom, and with joint aſſent 
Poſtpone our meſſage, till he claims our preſence 
[ Exeunt Delegates. 
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Ach. The man who watches not the turning tide 

Nor weighs his anchor, when the current ſerves 

Muſt leave his veſſel ſtranded on the beach 

And mourn the moments loſt ! I did not riſe 

To this uncertain height to ſtem the blaſt 

Of popular favour. He, that holds the helm 

Of ſtate ſhould learn to veer with every wind 

And have a harbour ſtill ſecure and ſafe 

On whatſoever coaſt the ſhifting gale 

Blows from all quarters under heaven —I ſaw 


This tempeſt in the cradle, nor deſpis'd 


Its infant frowns, nor, when it grew at laſt 


To giant ſize, it found me unprepar'd 

To ride the wild waves in my ſteady barque !— 
Let Joab and them, who ſcorn'd to ſhun the flaw 
Beneath its fury fink !—for me, I ſcorn : 

To ſhare the ſounding fall of wilful men.-— 
Another crew may man the toiling ſhip 

Tho”, by themſelves undone, the mariners 

Were all ſwept overboard. Uriah then 


Is Iſrael's favourite, and too well I know 


The guilty reaſon why the conſcious King 
Would wiſh to raiſe him !--He has one way left 


A: 


To calm the people's and the huſband's rage 
At once; I ſee the former chief's decline 
And this new favourite's riſe--whate'er I owe 
The general, to myſelf a larger debt 


Is due, nor will 1 break the ancient law 


2 


Ach. 
me 


Ach. 
Mg 


Ach. What means this myſtic ſemblance ? does he ſeem 
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Of ſelf-defence, to aid a deſperate cauſe— 


But who comes here? —— 


ENTER a MESSENGER. 


My lord! a ſtranger ſues 
For audience. 
Let him come 
He ſhuns the view 
Of public eyes. 
Let him declare to you 
His buſineſs. 
He refuſes to diſcloſe 


To any ear but yours', whate'er he claims 


A foreigner or native, one of rank 


Plebeian, or above the common herd ? 


Mz. His habit ſpeaks the ſoldier ! but he ſeems 


Ach. 


A man, that on himſelf alone depends 
Scorning the ſan-ſhine and the ſtorms of life. 
Not us'd to tremble at a deſpot's nod 
But daring to confront him ; as the time 
And his diſguiſe allow'd me, in his mein 
And port, 1 this could learn. 

; I hazard not 
An interview with ſtrangers---I have foes 
That ſeek my life! before I ſee this man 
He muſt with cautious hand be ſcrutiniz'd 


For private arms. 
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MJ. Already that is done 
He of himſelf unfolded all his robe 
And bade me ſearch him round ! 
; Then let him wait 


My coming at the ſecret place of audience. 


Ach. 


Scene changes to a Cloſet in the Palace: 


ACHITOPHEL, A STRANGER, 


Ach. What is your buſineſs, that in ſecret thus 
You wiſh to have tranſacted here ?---my time 
Inceffantly employ'd in public cares 
No trivial interruption needs. ¶ Joab diſcovering himſe!f. 
Amazement ! 
The general in the palace ! 
Joab. ves I watch 
While you ſecurely ſleep, nor ſeem to mind 
The pent-up ſtorm that ſeems to rage beneath 
And threats to blow you to the moon! for me 
I heard its voice afar, L mark'd its rage 
Even from the camp, till under Salem's towers 
It threatens dread exploſion ! 
Ach. For what end 
I know not, but for ſome important end 
The noble chief forſakes his watchful poſt 
By Rabbah's towers, in thoſe more dangerous walls 
To face his unſeen foes, that brew a ſtorm 
Which menaces more near, 
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Foab. Ideal horrours 
Of popular commotion ! Let it rage 
I've weather'd many worſe ! but this appears 
A reptile, noxious vapour, carrying plagues 
Deep in its boſom, which it ſows around 
And drizzles death, where'er it ſweeps along, 
Already has it poiſon'd half the camp 
And now it fails away, and threats the city. 

Ach, Be calmer ! and by certain ſigns deſcribe 
Your ſecret foe. 

Joab. His name at once declar'd 
Diſcovers all Uriah. 

Ach, Whence your dread 
Of him? 

Tak. --- "Are you to learn his guileful arts 
His ſerpent fraud, that hiſſes as it ſtings 
His whiſper'd faction thro? the tribes of Ifrael— 
It muſt be he—for ſince he join'd our bands 
They hate the track of glory, and begin 
To ſigh for home—there was a time, of late 
When honour was a ſoldier's ſole religion — 
But now, by yonder heaven, they talk of right 
The rights of men and citizens, nor think 
That fields, manur'd with blood, and leaguer'd walls 
And thund'ring battlements (to ſwell the fame 

\of conquerors and Kings), and laureate wreaths 

To the ſurvivors, pay the ſighs and groans 
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Joab. 


Ach. 


Joab. 
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Of a few mournful widows ! 
What or who 


Has taught them this new doQtrine ? have the murmurs 
Of this ſeditious city reach'd the camp? 
Or is there one among themſelves who ſows 
Thoſe cockles in their minds ? 

I tell thee, ſtateſman 
Uriah muft be he! 

Uriah's name! 
Say, is it ſounded with more dread than yours ? 
Does he command the camp, conduct the fiege ? 
Are you the rebel's maſter or his ſlave ?— 
What dread enchains your tongue, or what prevents 
Your ſentence on your ſublitute ? 

His art 

Baſes my rage, nor does he leave a mark 
Even for the ſhafts of ſlander to inſix 
Its venom'd point. In loyalty's cloſe maſk 
He veils the foulneſs of his deep deſigns 
In darkneſs and in doubt the common camp 
Adores his name !—with more than wizard ſpel} 
Still as the factious clamour ſwells to Heaven 
His balmy elocution ſooths the ſtorm 
Like lenient oil on turbid waters pour'd— 
Thus voluble and artful as the ſnake 
That poiſons with a kiſs, he flips the hold 
And baffles the purſuer ! | 


Ach. 
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Curſe his virtues ! 


Worſe than the red plague, and the hidden fire | 


That wins its fearful way againſt the wind 


Teak. 


Ach. 


Toab, 


His fame infects even here! the noiſy crowd 
That haunt our ftreets return his hated name 
In echo to the camp, the ſtorm you fear'd 
Has croſt another whirlwind in its way 

And ſweeps the foreſt with redoubled rage! 
And thou and I will in the whirlwind fall 


Unleſs we foil its fury! Fate or chance 


That led me here, I thank thee ! elſe my hand 


Perhaps had never drawn th? imperial ſword ! 
—Canſt thou conjecture yet the King's intent 
With what new honours he deſigns to load 
His favourite ? 

But, that I know the King 
Bound to his friends by more than kindred tyes 
For loyalty, and long- try'd ſervices 


I would have thought he meant to raiſe him high 


Or in the civil or the martial line. 


It was not then for nought the ſoldiers ſeem'd 


To hail his name at parting, with the ſound 


Of many a hearty farewell, and the ſtrain 
Of public benedictions mixt with tears !— 
I ſee the deadly birth of many a moon 
Begin its dreadful progreſs in the clouds 
And fall at length in horror on my head 
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We muſt return the poiſon to his lips 
Or learn to drain the venom'd bowl ourſelves.— 
Ach. Depend upon the King! 
Joab. The ties of blood! 
My hapleſs hand has cut the holy knot 
Long fince—my loyalty is like his love ! — 
By a far different tenure I poſſeſs 
My lotty poſt, 1 flouriſh in his fears 
He dreads me, like a phantom of the night— 
Whene'er he dares to turn a ſteady eye 
Upon the dark and formidable ſhape 
The ſhape is gone !—Achitophel ! to thee 
This is no myſtery ! ſince 1 clear'd my way 
To military honours thro? the breaſt 
Of Abner !—to my thought, I read my doom 
. Too plain, in David's alienated eye : 


And did he know, that when he gave the word 
For ſlaughter, echo would repeat the doom 
From many a factious voice in Iſrael's camp 
He would not linger long ! This to thine ear 
I truſt with ſafety, for I know thy doom 
Is link'd with mine, and thou wilt lend thine aid 
To ward the coming ill. 

Ach. Is it even ſo ?— 

gel. Then, let the general fink !—1 ſeize the plank ,_7 
And ſeek the ſhore without him ! 

To Could we fix 
7 ny Some black impeachment on his hated name 
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Or could we calm the people's breath that fill 
His ſwelling fails, and wafts him to the poſt 
Of royal favour, or, could wiſhes wake 

The plagues that ſwept o'er Egypt, ſoon his head 
Should lye as low as Abner's — But alas! 
We cannot ſteer the pinnace of the ſtate 
Againſt the heady current of the crowd! 


Joab. Ha ! ſtateſman !—is it thus? have I upheld 


Your pride and rais'd you from the duſt to ſpurn 
Your-patron ! but I come not here, on thee 
Dependent, for I know thee ! other arms 
And arts are mine, than puny ſtateſmens (kill 
I came no ſuppliant, with a gentle ſhower 
Of woman's tears to court thy ſlender aid 
But tell thee, in a voice of thunder, tell thee 
Thou muſt diſpatch this rival or reſolve 
To ſink beneath his influence! he deteſts 
Thine arts and thee—the watch-day to the wolf 
Bears not more mortal enmity than he 
To thee! and doeſt thou hope to live, when he 
Rules paramount ? as well the ſhadowy ghoſt 
Might dare the ſun's full beam, he dies, or thou 
Muſt fall ! 

I now muſt ſoothe him, till I point 


My dart at leiſure for a ſurer blow ! 


Thou haſt convinc'd me! but in David's love 


If he has found protection, who ſhall dare 


To ſnatch him thence ? 
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Joab. I he law of ſelf- protection! 
Shall clear thee to thyſelf ! nor have I ſhar'd 
| With thee ſo long the chace of common foes 


To doubt thy ſkill to circumvent or ſnare | 


Thine enemies at will! thou haſt the ear 
Of David !—thro? that organ pour the bane 
That taints the mind, thou ſtrik'ſt as ſure a blow 
As if the murtherer's dagger arm'd thy hand !— 
It was no trivial errand call'd me here 
From Ammon's leaguer'd walls! I could conſide 
The ſecret to no boſom but my own 
And thine reflect, tho' numerous are my foes 
Yet far more numerous are my friends—they ſpread, 
From Tadmor's eaſtern bounds to Jordan's flood! — 
Remember this, and let me ne'er behold 
His hated face again, if thou wouldſt with 
To ſee thy friend in peace I muſt away 


And join my followers, ere the roſy morn | 

Bluſh for my ſeeming negligence ! adieu. [ Ex. Joab. 
Ach. To-morrow's dawn ſhall ſee thee linger here 

Or Lam not Achitophel Am I 

A man to be inſulted, menac'd, plung'd, 

In ruin ! ſelfiſh man ! he nought regards 

My cauſe, my life, my honour ! ſo I lead 

His hated rival to the dark abyſs 

He cares not, tho? I drown along ! but they 

Who guide the helm of ſtate, are not to leave 


The rudder at cach hot-brain'd fools' command 
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That mutinies for ſway ! It ſeems a trifle , 

For you to leave your camp, in mean diſguiſe 

To leave the cauſe of nations on the point 

And hazard of a moment, to purſue 

Your guiltleſs foe, and from your Sovereign's heart 
Tear the new favourite, and again ſecure 

Your ſtation with a ſecond Abner's fall ! 

But I have felt your tyranny too long — 

I help'd you! but the trade of blood has taught 

The pratitude of wolves ! But now, behold ! F 
Thy ſavage fury drives thee to a ſnare 

Thou little dream'ſt of! (If the King but dares 

To be that heroe which he was of old 

And 'venge a peoples wrongs.)—Let him do this. 
Sedition's fangs are drawn, and Faction hides 

Her glaring orbs, that (like the comet's beam 
Menac'd the ſtate,) in everlaſting ſleep !— 

Two ſavages at once are in my ſnare 

If one eſcapes, he rends me—ſo perhaps 

The other may,—but gratitude would bind 

Uriah's noble nature to repay 

Life for his life, and thanks for dignity— 

The other”s diſpoſition nought ſecures 

But adamant, and Hell's eternal chains. — 

This is no time to falter, or delay 

My purpoſe—who attends there ? Bid the guard 
Secure the outward gate ! A ſpy is caught 
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From Rabbah ſent ! But ſee, the King himſelf ; 
This even exceeds my molt exalted hopes ! 


ENTER DAVID. 


David. What means this outcry ! theſe unuſual ſigns 
Of trepidation which your viſage tells 
| 1 As if ſome terrible conſpiracy 
| | | Was found? 
| Ach, My Lord! if ſtill you think me leagued 
1 With the proud general to ſecure my ſway 
By his audacious aid, vouchſafe to hear 


And judge my candour, loyalty, and truth 
| By what I now diſcloſe !—in hot purſuit 
1 Of brave Uriah's guiltleſs blood, the chief 
This military ſtar, the laſting dread 

Of Ammon, leaves his poſt in mean diſguiſe 


And dares, beneath the glance of majeſty 
Beneath the double frown of you and Heaven 
To diate murther to me 

David. Why, and how ? 
Amazement ! can it be? would Joab forſake 
His ſtation ? fling aſide the general's ſtaff 
To ſeize th* aſſaſſin's dagger? we muſt be 
Convinc'd of this by more than vague report 
Belief is tardy to ſuch 'ſcapes as theſe, 
Prodigious, far beyond the reach of faith ! 

Ach. Your own fight ſhall convince you ! for, by this 


He is ſecur'd, and now, if eer you dar'd 
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Or when Goliah or his brother fell 
Put on the warriour ! ftrike the rebel down 
With that awaken'd thunder, which (he ſays,) 
You fear to wield, and ſtart, even at the flaſh 
Of your own bolt! His partizans are gone 
His faction diſtant ! Here the ſerpent's head 
By its own fury and revenge impell'd 
Has found its way, a ſingle blow decides 
Its doom, and then, its ſpires, and deadly ſting 
Will ceaſe to threat! 


David. How will he meet my eyes? 
Acb. Oh think no more on that!] but cruſh him now 


Draw the knot hard that ſtifles him, or ſoon 
The furies from thy hand will ſnatch the cord 
And change it to Rebellion's ſcourge, to drive 
Thy friends to fill Sedition's deadly files ! 

His fall will ſoothe their rage ! the powers above 
Have given another caſt for royalty! 


Seize it with noble daring, or you're loſt ! 


David. We muſt not be precipitate ! the bent 


Of Iſrael's mind would ſcarcely bear it now! 


Ach, Think on their hatred for his crime, the theme 


Of general deteſtation thro? the tribes ! 


David. Think how his name's ador'd in Iſrael's hoſt ! 
Ach. Tis worth the tryal-—you may truſt too far !— 


Reſolve to vindicate your name, or go— 
Go to the wilds again, and ſtray forlorn 


In Paran's woods, or in her gloomy caves 


David, Is he ſecur'd ? 


Ach. 


David. Go, and return 


That was a teſt of holy confidence 
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Conceal your menac'd head! you muſt not look 


For Heaven's protection now, as when you fled 


From Saul !—that was your fate, but this your fault, 


But this, diſtruſt in Heaven—reſolve, and ſtrike 
The blow ! g 


He is, but yet 
Feels not the preſſure of the viewleſs ſnare 
That waves its meſhes o'er his ſentenc'd head 
Not to be broken, it your fiat ſeals 
His doom, at once !—I go, to give the ſign 
But muſt not now be ſeen ! 


Even with the expedition of a thought— 

Each moment labours with the births of fate! — 

His actions ſpeak preſumption, next to madneſs — 

They call for puniſhment, or wild miſrule 

Will break ſubordination, and the child 

Unborn, may live to curſe the nerveleſs hand 

Of Ifrael's King, who let the ruin ſpread | 
8 [Exit. Achitophel. 

Since firſt I ſheath'd the ſword that ought to bluſh 

With penal blood for the lamented fall 

Of Abner, till above my guilty head 

The blade of heavenly juſtice ſeems to wave ! 

And is there then no ſecond cauſe——no more 


Let me extend the veil of others crimes 
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To hide my own abaſement! — Hence, avaunt 


Say, whence and what art thou, inſidious ſiend 
That ftriveſt with opiate draught to lull the ſenſe 
Of Inward ſhame, and point'ſt another's ſin 

As if the blood of Abner could efface 

The ſtain of David! but perhaps the doom 

Of Joab may break one chain, and give the means | 
Of reparation to that injur*d man 

Who well deſerves, and well can fill the poſt 

Of this audacious rebel ! He is juſt, 


And loves his King, tho” by the crowd rever d; 


His name the tumult of the ſtreets reſounds 

His name the awful organ of the ſtate 

That ſpeaks in Iſrael's delegated band 

Exalts, and claims for him the martial wreath 

Tis Heaven itſelf the welcome choice inſpires 

"Tis Heaven, that bids the tempeſt lift its voice 

And from the deep and ſtagnant gulf of air 

Sweeps the contagion of the ſettled calm 

Away !—T will obey the awful fign 

And lull the ſtorm by ſome great ſacrifice 

Before the whirlwind lays my honour low, 

And ſpreads them in the duſt—the voice of blood * 

Cries for revenge, and ſtrikes the vault of Heaven. 
Exit David. 


* Viz, Of Abnor, whom Joab had aſſaſſinated. 
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Scene— A Priſon. 


Foab. The ſtatefman's art at laſt has gain'd the day 


And I muſt fall, the victim of my pride 
And folly !—I have heard of miracles 


But never knew a lion ſnar'd before | 
In ſuch a vile envenom'd ſpider's web. — | 

My blood muſt pay the purchaſe of his guile — 

But force I dread not David would not riſque 

The ſtroke of public juſtice. But the ſteel 

Of the aſſaſſin, or the well-drug'd bowl ; 
Will do the deed, and Abner's fall atone, — 

Blood will have blood —and is there ſuch a charm 

In dying groans, that they can pierce the clouds 

And wake the ſleeping thunder ?—When I feel 

The bolt, I will believe it. But my heart 

Still keeps its wonted meaſure -I may live 

(For ſo my mind preſages) to repay p 
My enemies, with grateful recompenſe. — 

But who comes here ? he does not bear the ſtamp 

Of an aſſaſſin! royalty and youth , 
Blend in his aſpect their united charms 

—Tis Abſalom—he has not yet forgot 

His ancient friends, altho' in faithleſs courts 


Long educated ; well 1 know his mind 
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Fearleſs and prompt as light'ning, yet as dark 
As gathering tempeſts wrapt in midnight gloom _ 
Altho' a beauteous furface hides that heart — 
— What may this viſit bode ? 


To uma ABSALOM. 


Al/. What have we here 
An eagle in a cage ? 

Joab. True, royal youth! the kites 
And daws have won the day! 

Alf. But who could dream 
To ſee thee here ! Is this thy generalſhip 
To leave the ſiege? 

Joab. A little time had told 
The purpoſe of this ſtep, a ſlender ſpace 
Had ſhown, it was thy cauſe as much as mine !— 
The common claim of royalty, the ſafety 
Of David's houſe, as much as my command 
That led me from the camp in this diſguiſe 
For one impending peril threatens both. 

Al. This artful involution of your cauſe 
With ours, were calculated well to gain 
Our favour, were it true. 

Joab. By nobler arts 
In happier times I thought I gain'd your love 


And, low as I am now reduc'd, I ſcorn 
By adulation's little arts to gloſs 
A bad cauſe over — What I ſay, I'II prove.— 


Alf. 


Toab. 
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There is no room for hope, and if there were 
I ſcorn by falſehood to obtain the boon. 
I came not here to offer hope, or try 
With empty promiſes of uſeleſs aid 
To ſoothe your dying moments—yet, if duty 
The intereſt of my father, and the ſtate 
Permitted me to uſe my power, thy life 
Were ſafe as mine ! 

I know thy influence well 
And well you know that I could pay, the price 
Of thy protection, were I once again 
In freedom to colle& my numerous. friends : 
But let me fall, by vulgar arts o'erthrown, 
Ere I expoſe the life of David's ſon 
To danger by my flight ! 

I know thy love— 
(Rather thy intereſt—) and could well depend 
Upon thy loyalty : but other bars 
Divide my cauſe and thine—my name upholds 
The people's privilege ! I ſwell the breath 
Of oppoſition ; you ſupport the power 
Of new prerogative extended far 
Beyond its ancient bounds !— 
(I fee his views !—) 

And wouldſt thou wiſh the people's privilege 
Extended equal to their haughty claims ? 
Wouldſt thou deſire to ſee Uriah rule 
The banded powers of Iſrael? truſt me, Prince! 
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When thou wouldſt mourn the change, and weep to view 
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That ſtern repablican would lift his creft 
Above the fading glories of the crown 
And with its gems, purloin the public voice 
To ſanctify the robbery ! thoſe brave youths 
Who eaſtward far in conqueſt ſpread the name 
Of David, ſoon would ſee their mould'ring bands 
Sink like the files of Lebanon before 
The woodman's ſtroke ! diſbanded, or confin'd 
Tamely in garriſons to waſte their prime 
And on our caſtled frontiers, face the foe 
As lordly lions from their range confin'd 
And chain'd, like ſhepherds dogs! would this become 
The throne of Judah ? You might ſee the time 


The martial fire of Iſrael thus confin'd 

To fume away like ſmother'd lamps, at home ! 

How would the Arab, and the Ammonite 

Rejoice to ſee the torrent of our rage 

That ſwept their ſandy plains, repoſe at laſt 

In dull ſtagnation ? 

: Tho? I ſeem to blame 

The bloody trophies from our neighbours won 

And fill the cry of faction, to preſerve 

The intereſt of our family alive 

And raiſe an artificial mound, to ſtem 

The ſinking torrent of the people's love 

That fleets from David's name ſo faſt away; 

Yet, were this head ordain'd to fill the crown 
Aa 


A 


Joab. 


Jab. 


— 
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I would not wiſh it had a hold ſo ſlight 
As to be puff'd away, by every breath 
Of popular diſcontent, I would not chuſe 
A. bulruſh for my ſceptre, to be bent 
By every breeze that blows ! 
And wouldſt thou wiſh 
Like a ſtate-captive, to implore thy guards 
For liberty—to leave the palace dungeon 
And breathe the liberal air? wouldſt thou ſubmit 
To have thy progreſs bounded by the ſtream 
Of Cedron's brook, nor ever from the brow 
Of Oliver to ſee thy ſubject vales 
Ware with their plenteous harveſt? this mult be 
The fate of David! he has loſt the people, 
By dis ſame cauſe that loſt his own eſteem. 
And when this head lies low, as ſoon it muſt, 
Be this my conſolation, that thoſe eyes 
Shall not behold my Monarch's low diſgrace, 
Condemn'd at ſtated holidays to ſhow 
The gaudy pageant of fallen royalty 
Led in the rabbles triumph !— 
This the ſun 

Shall never ſee, if I ſurvive to fill 
The throne of Judah ! 

How canſt thou avoid 
This doom, if David ſhows the crowd the way 
To domineer above the falling crown 
How wilt thou ſtem the torrent when it roars 
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When that vile bird, that pecks the royal image 
Grows to an eagle ſize, with all her brood 
Of feather'd imps about her, long enur'd 
To prey on kingly power? then, who will dare 
To clip their wings, or lure them from the ſcent 
Of palace plunder ? not the boaſted wand 
Of Moſes, which diſmiſt the living cloud 
Of locuſts to the Erythrean main! 


Alſ. There ſtill are hopes, for yet this vulture's neſt 


Joab. 


AI. 


Joab. 


A 


Is callow, and a little art can rule 
The unfledg'd family! 
Ves - would the King 
Reſign to thee the ſceptre, or admit thee 
The partner of his throne, he then might rule 
O'er all the hearts in Iſrael. 
Would that awe 
Due to my father, to my faltering voice 
Give its full compaſs, I could claim my ſhare 
Of royalty, in thunder's deepeſt note ! 
I praiſe thy piety, that deigns to wait 
For thy legitimate boon, till ſage Uriah 
A proſelyte to loyalty and order 
Allows the ſapient meaſure, founded deep 
In wiſdom, and permits thy greener boughs 
To climb the withering ſtem of royalty 
And clothe it with new bloſſoms! 
Deep I feel, 
The keen edge of thy cenſure ! Jeſſe's ſtem 
Was never doom'd to bend and ſue for grace 
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To this new favourite, by a female hand 
Rais'd to the pitch of greatneſs ! 
Joab. On that theme 
Silence beſits us beſt. The mind may ſee 
What our eyes wink at! — 
Abf. | Yet a thought occurs! 
I am not deeply read in Iſrael's ſtory 
But ſay—was Saul, the royal Benjamite 
Choſen by the voice of Heaven, or of the people ! 
Joab. Nam'd by the prophet, but the common vote 
Confirm'd it ! 
Alf. Then the people in their tribes 
Pronounc'd the will of Heaven !—another queſtion ! —- 
Was not this Benjamite, (altho' by Heaven 
Propos'd, and by the people's voice confirm'd— ) 
Yet by a righteous mandate ſet aſide 
Hurl'd from his throne, altho' the ſentence hung 
In ſhort ſuſpence ; did he not wear the crown 
And royal mantle like a victim dreſt 
For hallow'd butchery, before he fel} 
In Gilboa's fatal field ? 
Joab. Your fire poſſeſs'd 
The ſanction of the prophet—long before 
The death of Saul. Hit hatred roſe from hence = 
Hence roſe his perſecution of thy father. 
Abſ. The people's voice at Hebron choſe my father, L 
Their acclamations raiz'd him to the ſtars, 
But now the buoyance of their breath ſubſides, 
And down he finks ! 


* See 1ſt Sam, laſt Chap. 
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Thy words forerun my thoughts, 
And give that breath, which I bad ſcarce preſum'd 
To picture in my mind ! Nay, do not ſtart ! 
The low declining cauſe of royalty 
(Tho* by unuſual methods) muſt be prop'd ; 
The public is our firſt concern, whate'er 
Becomes of private ties. 
"Tis piety 
To fave a father, plunging in the ſtream, 
Tho? at th? expence of half his cumbrous robes, 
Which hinders his exertion. It were ſacrilege 
To ftrip a parent, were it not to ſave 
His life. 
| Were but thoſe hands unchain'd, 
My voice could call ten thouſand warlike hands 
To aid-thy claim ! 
I have the people's voice— 
Yet ſuch a great and arduous enterprize 
Throbbs at my heart in ominous preſage !— 
I dread the hazard of a precious life. 
My father will not tamely ſhare his crown, 
Tho? all the tribes demand it! He has ſtill 
His band of heroes to ſupport his claim, 
Uriah at their head ! 
Had David fled 
The prophet's holy unction, he had kept 
The flocks of Bethlehem till, and never graſp'd 
The rod of royalty. But thou, perhaps, 
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Haſt doubts of me! Uriah may be found 
To ſuit thy purpoſe better. 
Abf. Thou betray'ſt 
The father ! can the ſon confide in thee ? 
Foab. ”Tis by the ſon's advancement I preſerve 
| The father, for unleſs with thee he ſhares 
The ſteerage of the ſtate, the barque is loſt. — 
Heaven ſmite this head with all its choiceſt plagues 
If &er I loſt my loyalty to him !-— 
Yet you perceive how he rewards my truth! 
Conſider, prince, my voice could oft have rais'd 
A tempeſt, that had ſhook his blaſted boughs 
Ere yet he fixt his fibres in the ſoil !— 
Twas in his cauſe I rais'd my haſty hand 
'Gainſt Abner's life, and riſqu'd the people's hate. 
I graft you on his ſtock to ſave the ſtem, 
To fave you from the ſtorm that threatens both ! 
44. Should I procure you liberty and life, 
What pledge could you afford me of your faith, 
And pure intention to ſupport my claim 
With all your means? | 
Joab. If L forget my faith 
And promiſe pledg'd, you ſtill can reach my liſe, 
At leaſt my fame, and at my armiesꝰ head 
Thy voice can blaſt my fortunes, tho' my flag 
Stream'd on the walls of Rabbah, and you know 
My hatred to Uriah ! I muſt leave 
My deadly rival baſking in the beam 
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Of royal favour, and your voice to him 
(If I deceive you) can at once ſecure 
The rule of Iſrael's bands 1 

The dye is caſt - 
I free thy body to ſecure thy mind— _ 
But with the ſtrong and viewleſs bond of ſouls 
I firſt muſt bind you faſt. I go to find 
The means of your enfranchiſement. 

Why go !— 

I like thy ſoaring ſpirit ! but, alas ! 
How ſhallow to ſuppoſe, my ſchemes poſſeſs 
As little reach as thine ! Shall I employ 
My maſter-engine, form'd with patient art, 
To play for children's bidding, to diſturb 
The ſettled elements, and almoft disjoint 
Both worlds, to mount a bubble on the breeze 
For fools to Jaugh at? No—preſumptuous boy ! 
Thou didſt not feel the ſtill and ſubtle breath 
That blew thy flame to ſuch a raging height. — 


My lungs deny their office, and thy blaze 
Goes out! The ſtubble is conſum'd that fed 
The conflagration. Go—Convene thy tribes, 
Hollow ſedition in the general ear, 

And bid the trumpet of rebellion ſound, 
Emblaze the ſtreaming flag of proud reyolt 
With gorgeous colours of neceſſity, 

And exigence of ſtate! I'll aid the king. 

My Joyal trump ſhall blow a blaſt ſo loud, 


376 
As ſoon ſhall drown thy factious minſtrelſie, 
And ſtun ſedition's bands. A fair pretext 
Thy riot ſhall afford, to weed the land 
Of all thoſe raſh and fiery volunteers 
That ſpend their mouths and bark at royalty 
This this ſhall found again my tottering power 
On adamantine baſe ! the King ſhall reign 
My delegate, and I his earthly God— 
Hark—to the jarring muſic of yon gate 
Hail! glorious freedom! hail ! unbounded ſway !— 


End of the Turn Ac. 


. 


The Palace, 


ACHITOPHEL, 


Was it the fiction of an hideous dream 

That gave the General to my cheated view 

Or did that demon, who protects him ſtill 
Bring him in ſight, and waft him hence away 
To propagate his guilt and force the King 
And me, on dreadful meaſures ? Muſt we then 
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Complete the bloody taſk ? does hell's deep gorge 
Claim her deteſted ſacrifice ? behold 
- Thoſe haughty lines, trac'd with a rapid hand, 
% have ęſcap'd the ſnare! thou canſt not ſpread 
% Cobwebs for eagles. Wouldſt thou ſave thyſelf 
%% Thou knowft the ranſom. Tremble and obey ! - 
Neglect on Abner's fall.” Unheard preſumption— 


— But let me curb my tongue ! thoſe walls have ears 
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Thoſe palace-gates, that open'd to his flight 

Spontaneous, to the viewleſs hand, that aids 
His hopes, would cloſe on me, did any word 
Eſcape, which courtly malice could diſtort 
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To treaſon ! well I ſee, but dare not own 

I know the hand that freed him ! hapleſs King ! 
Thou too muſt render up thy ſtedfaſt friend 
To ſoothe theſe tygers ? or they leap the fence 
And o'er the fold in devaſtation range— 

And, if miſtaken tenderneſs unſteels 
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Thy reſolution, thou, or I am loſt ; 

Loſt in the whirlwind of the General's rage 
Or in the deep devouring gulf abſorpt 

Of thy proud ſon's ambition !—all my truſt 
Is only this, that ſelfiſh ends will lead 

The royal rebel, and the haughty chief 

To foul ſuſpicion of each others views 
And each will think himſelf unſafe, unleſs 
By force or fraud he faſtens on the power 
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Own'd by the other — Thus, between two ſtorms 
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Of adverſe wing, the royal barque may ride 
Awhile in ſafety, tho” in giddy whirls 
Daſh'd round and round. This fury of the field 
We firſt muſt ſooth, the tyger of the court 
Is yet unfang'd !—But here the father comes 
Incenſt, yet trembling at the proſpect ſad 
Of ſure domeſtic ſtrife ! 


6 
To uu, DAVID, 


David. To thee I owe 
That here J ſtand deſerted by my friends 
And, of my God forſaken ! 
Ach. (Thus the guilty 
fide. And the unfortunate, on others, ſtrive 
To fling the galling load that weighs them down) 
My royal maſter knows, the guard to me 


Was not permitted ! 
David. Has my ſon the heart 


(Unleſs, by ſome fell demon of the ſtate 
Some pupil of left-handed policy 
Like thee, ſeduc'd) to meet his Father's rage ?— 
If you revere not Joab, you fear his wrath !— 
Ach. I therefore wiſh his fall !— 
David. I know not that— 
I know thee ſubtle, undermining, dark : 
One, that would worſhip Moloch for his power 
And to his burning idol ſacrifice 


The {on of thine own bowels ! 
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Ach. Tho? I feel 
The keen reproach, yet to thy grief alone 
I charge its bitterneſs ! —a cooler moment 
When your corroding anguiſh is aſſuag*d 
Will tell thee, that had I conniv'd at this 
I ne'er had ſtaid behind to meet thy rage, 
But to the General's camp for ſhelter fled ! — 
The hand, perhaps that freed him, is beyond 
The ſeizure of thy power, or claims at leaſt 
Some ſpell to ward the tempeſt from his head. 
David. —Oh ! that my memory could eſcape that pang !— 
Thou takeſt thy time to probe a father's wound 
When Heaven's deep judgment has diſarm'd his hand 
Elſe thou hadſt not preſum'd !--but thou, perhaps 
Art leagued with both againſt thy ſovereign lord. 


| 
j 
o 
l 


Ach. Secure my faith at once! the ſolemn tomb 
2 Contains no traitors, and my duſt-clos'd ear 


breaſt. Will hear no imputations, which my ſoul 
Abhors ! 


David. I know not whom, or what to truſt ? 
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Forgive my rage forgive a father's anguiſh 

To madneſs driven by the degeneracy 

And treaſon of a much-lov'd ſon—Degeneracy ! 
From whom degenerate? am 1 not a rebel 

A rebel to myſelf, and to my God 

My country's foe ? and can I blame the power 
That, when J loſt the reins of fel-command, 


Let looſe this boſom tyger ; yet leſs guilty 


Ach. 
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Than thoſe black paſſions which laid waſte before 
Each province of the intellectual world, 
And manacled my reaſon ? | muſt bear it! 
Soon too, perhaps, the voice of public ſhame 
Will thunder in my cars! My untold crimes, 
Like deadly exbalations in the gale, 
Will rife, and poiſon all the ambient air, 
Till Nature's ſelf, whoſe glories once I ſung, 
Will ſicken at my name 

That danger yet, 
I truſt, is far remote ! : 


David. How can you truſt, 


Ach. 


Or how believe? Does not Uriah feel 
Bathſheba's guilt ? 

He keeps in ſilence till 
His knowledge, or his doubts. A ſtronger ſpell 
May lead him home. The banquet is begun 
By your command. The failure of a night, 
Chance might have caus'd, or ſome fantaſtic vow. 


David O for a prophet's eye, to mark the ſcenes 


'To-morrow's ſun mult ſee | 

This night, revolving on her ebon throne, 
Winds up the doom of Bathſheba and me. 
I cannot bear to ponder on her doom. 
Ruin'd by me, for me to public ſhame, 
Perhaps, to ignominious death expos'd.— 
On me, me, rather let the tempeſt fall— 


I was the tempter, I depray'd her mind, 


Ach. 


381 
I blew the embers of a former flame 
To their firſt conflagration. 

Yet, my lord, 
All may be well. You tremble at a ſhade, 
The coinage of your fancy. If her ſpouſe 
Can ſtand the ſiege of circulating bowls, 
OF muſic's charm, and hymeneal ſongs, 
Warm as the amorous deſcant in the grove 
Of Araby the bleſt, which to the fair 
The raptur'd lover chants, as evening draws 
Around their flowery couch her raven pall ; 
Then is he more than man. But he will melt, 
The ſubtle ſpirit thro? his nerves will thrill, 
Till his rapt fancy repreſents his ſpouſe 
Dreſt in the bridal robe, while o'er her cheek 
Soft wiſhes and ſoft fears alternate ſtray ! 


David. Night wears apace, and ſoon the eriſis comes. 


Ach. 


Go thou and watch his paſhons how they tend, 
Whether the bowl has ſooth'd his cares aſleep, 
Or drawn the painful ſecret from his heart. 

If ſo, we muſt prepare to meet the worſt. 

I go. ——[ A/ide.] (But 1 have ſpirits there at work 
'T hou little dream'ſt of, to unlock the ſoul, 

And draw the painful ſecret forth in ſtorms. 


The noble ſavage muſt be rouſed to rage, 
Elſe he would ne'er be tempted to the ſnare.) 
[ Exit Achitophel, 
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David Oh! what a torture of ſuſpence I feel, 
While in the balance of my rival's mind, 
That plays with every breeze, my doubtful doom 
Hangs trembling ! If reſentment ſteels his ſoul 
Againſt his ſpouſe, to-morrow's rifing ſun 
Lights up my ſhame, and paints my midnight deeds 
To gazing multitudes ! Already Heaven 
Has left me, and I now muſt court the power 
Of reeling madneſs, in the luſcious grape 


To aid my purpoſe ! To what noxious fiend 
Muſt I addreſs my prayer, to cloud the beam 


Of reaſon, and before ſuſpicion's eye 
Hs gaudy tints diſplay, that Jead the mind, 
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Like the night-wand'ring fire to feeming ſafety ?— 
Oh, bleſſed times! when, thro? the ruffling ſtorm 
Of fell adverfity, that howPd around, 

When in each breeze I heard the ſavage yell 

Of them that ſought my life ; againſt the gale, 
That ſeem'd to bear my blaſted hopes away, 

My prayers could pain the ſteep aſcent to Heaven, 
And draw a beam of comfort from the ſkies 

That ſhot athwart the gloom its vernal ray, 

And lighten'd all within! Tho? lonely caves 
Conceal'd my ſtumbers, and the deſart hills 

Oft ſaw my midnight ſteps purſued along 

By the rude tempeſt, and relentleſs man 

I did not fear you then, my deadlieſt foes ! 
Seducing demons! who in gaudy ſhapes 
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Baſk in the day-dreams of unruffled life. 
The air was winnowed then by wholeſome gales 
That ſhatter'd your fine forms, and bore away 
The fraudful viſion ! In the thunder's voice 
heard the plaudit of approving Heaven 
Even the fierce lightning wing d my ardent ſoul 
Above the conflict of theſe elements, 
To ſcenes of endleſs peace ! Now all is peace 
Abroad. The deadly feud begins within. 
Oh! for his voice again, tho? in the tone 
Of Heaven's terrific organ, as it {poke 
With awful voice, yet friendly, to the land 
Of Egypt ! I would hail the welcome ſound — 
Now, like a barque becalm'd, with languid fails, 
I'm left to ſlumber on the ſtagnant wave, 
While the wild paſſions riſe in rude revolt 
Againſt their pilot, whoſe unproſperous hand | 
So madly triſled with the friendly gale !— 
I cannot linger thus—Impatience burns 
For ſome relief! But ſoon the criſis comes. 
The watchful eye of Jealouſy may ſleep 


By love, compos'd to reſt, and peace return ! 
Ext. 
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SCENE III. 


ELIEZER, JONADAB; URIAH—as K151NG FROM A BANQUET, 


Eliexer. 


You had his love before - the public voice 

Now ſanctions his —and, on the ſwelling gale 

Of popular applauſe your worth ſhall mount 

To heights unthought before ! Then, why this caution ? 
This cold reſerve ? I would not wiſh the king 

Should know it, he would deem ſuch cool return 

But ill beſeem'd a friend ſo nobly try d 


In fortune's worſt extreme. 


1 (I fee your drift, 
Ale. But I will ward the blow.) 


Enough, my friends, 
For temperance—the ſocial rite is paid. 
Courts are the ſcenes for revels, mirth, and joy— 
It is ſo now at leaſt. There wwas a time , 
When other maxims rul'd the royal houſehold ; 
But different manners ſuit with different men. — 
Here, while the full tide flows of genial joy, 
And crowns the roſy bowl, it ebbs afar 
Ai Rabbah, where the bands of Iſrael watch 
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The midoight, rude, alarm from Ammon's walls.— 
It ſuits not me to banquet, while my friends, 
Perhaps, in bleak want ſpend the livelong night, 
Their convoys by the roving Arab ſeiz'd— 
It does not ſuit a ſoldier, 

Jon. If my thoughts 
Could wander from the preſent ſcene, nor camps, 
Nor ambuſcadoes, nor the night · alarm 
Would claim my contemplation ! Other views 
Of more pacific import, might demand 
The meditations of a youthful mind. 

Eliez. Where would your fancy point ? 

Jon. To roſy bowers, 
And moonlight glades, by gentle whiſpers led, 
And beauteous forms, ſoft ſtealing from the view, 
Where no rude trumpet, nor barbarian yell 
Diſturb the ſleeping lovers 

Uri, Such thefts as theſe 
Have often ſtolen the laurel from the brow 
Of conquering Iſrael, and transfixt her ſhield 
With hoſtile javelins ; ſtill, where'er we turn'd 
Our waving banners, our moſt deadly foes 
Were found at home! 

Fon. What magiſterial cenſure. 

But he is gall'd—I fear we've gone too far. 

Eliez. Pardon a jeſt-—the language of our friend 
Is free—perhaps, his manners not leſs pure 


Than thoſe that wear religion's darkeſt maſk, 
B b 


Uri. 


Elie. 


Uri. 


Eliex. 
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I own my ignorance, nor yet can learn 


How, when th' unguarded ear, and roving eye 


Is open to contagion, by the uſe 


Of this too liberal language, from the taint 
The mind can *ſcape. 
Plain truth was never 


So deep a crime before—but 1 am ſchool'd. 


i. Do you adorn it with the ſacred ſtamp 


Of manly plainneſs thus to blazon vice ? | 
You're too punctilious - form'd of antique mould 
And wedded to the ways of a republic 
They fit not monarchies.—thoſe ſterner virtues 
Might ſuit, perhaps, the camp where Joſhua rul'd, 
Or Gideon. But the ſeaſon now is gone! 
There was a time to mourn and beat the breaſt 
Tis gone — the ſtorms of winter now are paſt 
And jocund May leads on the playful hours. — 
Virtue and honour I ſuppos'd the ſame— 
The ſame their obligations, not to change 
With cloud or ſunſhine, like the vernal flower 
That courts the riſing ſun, and folds her leaves 
When night aſcends. 

| While, like the vigorous ſtem 
Of baleful yew, that braves the winter blaſt 
You wear your gloomy honours thick upon you 
And ſicken all the ſacred train of mirth 
Around ! I envy not ſuch ſolemn pomp. 
The bleſſed ſun that warms my mounting blood 
Points other joys to me !— 


Uri. 
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The people's voice, 
The language of miſrule, the general cry 
Of mutiny ; do thoſe with ſoft applauſe, 
Immortalize that riot, and exceſs 
That cauſe the inteſtine plague ?—4hey too proclaim 
Your vices with like freedom to the world 
But in a louder tone, and boldly tell, 
What you conceal, the ruin that attends 
Such principles, 
That man may preach at caſe 
Of temper*'d blood, and boaſt his ſelf-command 
Whom heavenly virtue in an angel's form 
Expects, to bleſs his honourable toils 
At home with mutual rapture.— 
4 Now, by Heaven— 
Did not my honeſt ſword diſdain the blood 
Of ſuch a venom'd ſycophant, a reptile 
Bred in the ſunſhine of a court, that word 
Had been your laſt malignant miſcreant 
The ſting within that ſaeer, which fits a fiend 
In all the triumph of infernal glee 
Confirms it ! curſed be thoſe fatal charms 
And doubly curſt, the guilt-concealing hour 
When firſt her broken faith became the theme 
Of court applauſe! 
What fend impels you thus 
Beyond the bounds of reaſon ? ſay, what proof 
What teſt, or knowlege of your ſpouſes guilt ? 
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What wretch ſo buſy with a matron's fame 

As to compel you thus to blaſt her truth 

With fouleſt imputation ? 

All the {kill 

Of glozing rhetoricians, to conceal 

Or varniſh o'er her guilt, are futile ! vain !— 

If the light goſſamer might wrap the limbs 

Of the fell tyger, or the famiſh'd pard 

In laſting bondage ; then the flimſy art 

Of courtiers might controll my waken'd rage! 
. Your proofs I know not—all is new to me 

As my ſurprize! 

It is no common pain 

That wrings the ſecret from a ſoldier's breaſt 

Which burns the cheek to tinder, and writes ſhame f 

Indelible, a foul, ſtigmatic mark 

On him and his for ever! Do I live 

And am I patient underneath my wrongs ?— L 

No—earth ſhall tremble, and high heaven applaud 

My vengeance! I have proofs, convincing proofs ! — 

Why honeſt nature ſpoke it in her face 

At her firſt ſight of me ! tho” ſhe was ſchool'd 

Prepar'd, and tutor'd (as it fince appear'd) 

For the encounter ! I was warn'd before— 

And ſhe had dreſt her looks to ſcorn ſurprize 72 

But a few ſearching queſtions ſoon brought up 

The conſcious blood to her adulterous checks ! 

And ſhe had paid the forfeit on the ſpot 


Els. 


Uri. 
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But Heaven reſtrain'd me 
Have you nought but this ! 
No proof, no evidence ? 
Yes—proofs on proofs, 
As ſoon the ſun ſhall ſee !— 
Forgive—forget ! 
Are you a ſoldier ?—Let your ſelf- command. 
Proclaim your manhood ! 
I—ſhall 1 forgive! 
To let contempt purſue my taintleſs name ? 
Tamely to ſuffer wrong? - It muſt not be. 
Tho? all the vicious court connives at crimes, 
Uriah ſhall revenge, tho' yawning hell 
Should flame acroſs his way ! 
| And howrevenge? 
Vou little think how ſtrong an arm is rais'd 
To guard her threaten'd life ! 
Altho' the fiend 
Who blaſted all my hopes, ſhould take the form 
Of one, who proudly boaſts the royal blood; 
The Faruzs of his PzopLe, would revenge, 
Altho' the ſtroke ſhould wound a father's ſoul ! 
The ſafety of his throne, his ſpotleſs name, 
Demand the painful taſk. 
| Should he deny— 
Should he, to ſcreen the high-born criminal, 
Offer unhop'd for honours, and a place 
Which envy might repine at, and your foes 
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Lament to ſee, could you ſupport the thought 
That your blind vengeance had embroil'd the houſe 
Of David, and transfixt a father's heart 
With grief's envenom'd ſhaft, and burning ſhame ?— 
Ponder the fad reſult, before you dip 
Your foot in blood; — 

Uri. Will Juſtice hear the plea ? 
Eternal Juſtice ! will ſbe break her ſword 
Becauſe a father weeps ? Wil! his ſalt tears 
Aſſuage the penal flames, that heavenly wrath 
Awakes to puniſh crimes ? Heaven to this hand 
Entruſts her awful cauſe, and were I falſe 
'To her eternal truſt, the crimes to come 
Patron'd by this example, would derive 

Their blackeſt guilt from me, (ſhould I refuſe 
To draw the delegated ſword of vengeance) 
A ſoldier's honour, and religion calls, 

It is the cauſe of man, the cauſe of heaven, 
And by our mighty legiſlator's ſoul 

I will not lumber till I *venge his laws !— 
I'll inſtant to the king, and boldly claim 

The ſtrumpet's doom, and if the king denies 


My claim—my country's univerſal voice, 
Swell'd to an hurricane, ſhall echo mine 
Ten thouſand hands ſhall drag the culprit hence, 
Eyen from the guarded ſteps of Judah's throne ! 
F Exit Uriah, 


Jon. 
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JONADAB—ELIEZER. 


See what a tempeſt your ungovern'd tongue 
Has rais'd! Was this a time to gall the wound 


That rankled in the huſband's heart? The king 


Eliex. 


A, 


Will on thy folly charge whatever ills 
May come; my care had mixt a cup of balm 
To lull the ſoldier's anguiſh, and my hand 
Perhaps, had drawn a ſoft and gaudy veil 
Between his mental eye, and thoſe dire ſcenes 
That wake his fury. With unhappy hand 
You tore the curtain down, and gave to view 
Thoſe hideous images that fire the brain ! 
By Heavens, the King ſhall know it not on me 
The blame ſhall lie ! 

Go! and inform the King 
Short-ſighted man ! and are you then to learn 
Who gave th' ingredients which this ſkilful hand 
Daſh'd in the ſoldier's bowl ?—their firſt effect 
(Like other poiſons,) ſeems ungovern'd-rage 
And furious frenzy; but this ſtormy guſt 
Will ſoon fatigue itſelf, and work its end. 
The tempeſt ſweeps along the waſte of Heaven 
And ſeems to drive the baffled yapours on 
In rude yoluminous triumph, but full ſoon 
It breathes its rage away—the gloomy foes 
Rally their files o'er all the ſhaded ſky 


— 


Jon. 


Elie. 
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Surround their victor, and involve his plumes 
In humid bondage, while the welkin weeps 
The wild winds durance, in continuous flow. 
Explain your myſtic words. 

There is no need— 
The dread event that Jabours to the birth 
Shall ſoon diſcloſe it. Tho? Uriah ſeems 
(Exulting in his freedom) to defy 
The congregated powers of earth and hell, 
And on the public favour to rely, 
Yet thro? the waſte of night, acroſs the wild, 
O'er many a deſart league of burning ſand, 
All viewleſs to the eye, the waving ſnare 
Extends, which wraps the warrior in its folds. 
His hands are fetter'd, tho' he feels it not, 
And ſoon his ſilent tongue ſhall own the ſpell, 
Bur why provoke his rage ? 

The bird, that ſtrives 
In the fine meſhes of the fowler's ſnare, 
But binds himſelf the firmer, and exhauſts 
His little ſtrength in vain ! That clamorous rage, 
That haughty language of inſulted honour, 


"Theſe vows of vengeance, and that fiery glance, 


Whoſe lightning ſeem'd to wither all around, 
Were but the playthings of ſuperior art, 

That bids the tempeſt rage, and the'rude blaſt 
Harrow the ſea, and coyer any ſhore 


We pleaſe, with ſhatter'd wrecks ! White we above, 


Alias. 


393 
From the calm ſummit of imperial ſkill, 
Laugh at the lightaings as they dance along 


Th' interminable waſte of clouds below. 


This is our triumph, tho? the awful ſceney 
Are yet involy'd in night ! 
Your words, I fear, 

Import Uriah's doom ; and muſt he fall ? 
Is there no charm to ſoothe a huſband's rage, 
But death's eternal ſleep! No refuge given 
But the aſylum of the quiet tomb, 
For his ſwoln anguiſh ? 

Fear me, and be dumb 
For ever! He, or thou and I muſt fall, 


Should he ſurvive ; his wrongs, the people's yoice, 


His claims of public favour, would compel 
Even David to adopt him, and reſign 

To his ſtern graſp the rudder of the ſtate. 
The barque, indeed, might ſteer in ſafety on, 
But we, the ancient leaders of the crew, 
Muſt periſh, or forſake the lightned keel; 
His zeal would deem us but the uſeleſs lumber 
Of the diſorder'd ſhip; or, ſhould we 'ſcape 
The wreck that threatens from Uriah's pride, 
We could not ſtem another deadlier ſtorm, 
That from another coaſt of angry heaven, 
Threatens no leſs—the general, his ſworn foe— 
'Tho' ſecret, never will forgive the men 

Who let Uriah ſcape the deadly ſnare 
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That holds him now—and well you know, his hate 

Is mortal, as his power is uncontroll'd. 

J had my orders, elſe I had not dar'd 

To rouſe the lion's rage. Behold the king! 

My taſk demands me, I muſt not be found 

To loiter at this juncture.— Fare thee well. — 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


Scene continues. 


ENTER DAVID axd ACHITOPHEL, 


Ach. Yet he may live ;—but royalty muſt die 
If he furvive ; ſubordination, rule, 
And order, all muft ceaſe ! 
David. Did he diſdain 
The proffer'd honour! Did he ſcorn the bounty 
Of him, whoſe friendſhip was his nobleſt pride 
Of old? | 
Ach. You ſeem to doubt your faithful ſervant, 
If you would condeſcend yourſelf to try 
His temper, and obſerve the brooding ſtorm 
Beneath the ſettled gloom that clouds his brow, 
Your doubts would end in certainty ! | 
David. Alas! 
I know too much. I heard him threaten loud, 
And ſhake the palace with vindiRiye rage. 
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This is not to be borne ! Yet, coward conſcience ! 
I trembled at the menace of my ſlave 
As if the thunder lent its awful ſound ) 


To every accent—what does he reſolve ? 
Ach. I know not—thro' the hall that fronts the gate 
He roams diſturb'd, and often ſmites his brow 
Then calls on friendſhip, and arraigns the name 
, Of hapleſs love ! 
David, Did any word or ſign 
When the freed ſoul was ſtrip'd of its diſguiſe 
And ſpurn'd all danger from a mortal foe 
Seem then to point at me? 
Ach. Not, as I heard 
He rather ſeem'd on you to place his truſt. 
David. The torture of the fiends is in the thought ! 
Generous, believing man ! altho' I know 
That whatſoever ſycophant diſclos'd 
His conſort's lapſe, with keen malignant joy 
Pointed at me, yet, tardy of his faith 
My friend, my injur'd friend! believ'd him not ! 
-Why will he ruſh on danger thus and brave 
Perdition for the ſake of doubtful vengeance 
I cannot, muſt not hurt him! I have finn'd 
Beyond redreſs already muſt fave him ! 
Ach. I'm loſt, if he relents !—My royal Lord 
Ad. Truſt not appearance—he may know too much 
Tho? with ſuch art his knowlege he conceals, 
Deſign'd, perhaps, to throw you off your guard 
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And give him means to ſtrike the ſurer blow) 
Your noble nature flings a gorgeous veil 
Of ſeeming excellence before your ſight ! 
Thro' your own matchleſs medium you behold 
The characters of others. Every tint 
Of your own genuine virtues, on their ſhadows 
Reflected falls, and gilds the vapours o'er 
(Like evening's watry veſt !) with fluid gold! 
Doſt thou ſuppoſe Uriah's ſoaring ſoul 
Can ſtoop to wrongs, and to a woman's fall 
Limit his daring ? He has other views ! 
Go to the ſenate ! to the crowded camp ! 
You ſee his footſteps like a ſtormy god 
'Thro? the tumultuous waves: acroſs the wild 
And o'er the burning ſand, Uriah's name 
Loads the full gale : from Arnon's diſtant ſhore 
To Salem's towers, the thorough-fare of Heaven 
On its broad boſom wings from clime to clime 
The magic ſyllables ! the common herd 
Nay, even the reverend Sanhedrim proclaim 
The ſeeming virtues, which adorn the robe 
That hides his dark ambition do you doubt ?— 
Doubt on! till faction and revolt o'erturns 
The Ready balance of imperial power! 
David. His guilt at leaſt is dubious—mine is certain 
I'll own it—aſk forgiveneſs - well I know 


His generous nature !— 
* 


— 
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Ach, { Did you ever know 
This generous friend forſake his firſt reſolve ?— 
I grant his nobleneſs of mind as high 
As e er upheld the diadem, or rod 
Of regal ſway : will he conſent to ſoil 
His taintleſs honours with degrading ſhame 
And live, a breathing monument of ſcorn ?— 
He would not for this kingdom | He'll revenge 


His wrongs on you, or her. 

David. Did not my fall 
Involve a people, I would much prefer 
My fall to hers—for oh | whatever power 


In love's ſoft name has faſten'd on my heart 
There, there it domineers ! the purple tide 


That warms my veins, is not more native there 


Nor does the watry waſte obey the moon 
With more ſubjection. | 
Ach. | You muſt learn to bear 
Her loſs |—But that is ſmall—you muſt already 
Have own'd the call of Prudence to reſign her 
To her firſt Lord—alrcady you have felt 
The cruel, deep divorce !—the ſecond pang 
Will not be half ſo poignant as the firſt ! 
David. Too deep I feel the bitter irony ! — 
I know his proud integrity would ſcorn 
To mingle with contagion !—Hell reward 
The man, that told the ſecret ! But for him 
All had been well ! 
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Ah. We only now muſt toil 

For the beſt poſſible ! among the worſt 

There is a choice of evils ; when the hope 

Of good is gone already! well I know 

(Or my old obſervation quite has faiPd) 

There's danger in the man ! His ſmooth addreſs 

His favour with the populace, denote 

Siniſter meaning His attractions draw 

Like the ſun's influence to the point of noon 

The wat”ry vapours, till his ſtores are full 

And then the deluge comes and drowns the world. 
David. 1 cannot think it ! | 
Ach. Conſiding in his pity ! He perhaps 

May grant forgiveneſs and again receive 

His conſort to his boſom No by Heaven 

He ne'er will do it; were there nought beſides 
| To ſteel his reſolution but the fear 
| Of loſing popular favour, ſhould his baſeneſs 
Be known as it muſt be !—at leaſt ſurmiſe 
Would conftrue all the honours he might gain 
To ſhameful bribes for ſilence and conſent. | 
A man may oft be injur'd in his bed 
While it's unknown, and may be ſtill a man— 


If he conſents, and looks upon the theft 
With undiſtinguiſhing, cool apathy 

He is no more a man, but a vile ſlave— 
An idiot: ſuch Uriah ne'er was deem'd 
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David. A dreadful aggravation of my crime ! 
All this, in horrible detail I aw] 
Ere my firſt lapſe, a certain conſequence— 
And yet I fell—tho' leifure was allow'd 


For full deliberation, and the damp 
Of cold preſage, that chill'd me to the heart 
Might well have bid th? unhallow'd ardour cool 


I perſever'd, and now I muſt go on 
Or periſh by retreat : a ſtable ſtand 
On thoſe deluding, ſlippery paths of vice 
Is not allow'd, | 
Ach. Can you reſign her ? 
David ——__ Never 
She lives an inmate here ! Even Nature's voice 
Declares her born for me, and me for her !— 


Ach. Make her for ever thine. 
David. But how ? 
Ach. All men 


Are mortal, and the ſhaft that flies by day 
Or peſtilence, that walks the gloom of night 
May reach their lives ! 

David. $4 Ha! Belial ! name it not! 
The thought is madneſs ! muft adultery then 
Be cloaked by murder ? 

Ach. | Think Bathſheba loſt, 
Fallen, fallen a victim to the Judge's doom 
You live a victim to the public ſcorn 


Perhaps, dethron'd and exil'd ! that is ſmall. 


— 


Ach. 
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David. What worſe? exile with her, could ſhe be ſay'd 


Were—but I rave !—ſome frenzy fires my brain! 
Muſt I, by merit rais'd, when haughty Saul 
Had fallen from Heaven's protection, thus abuſe 
The gift? 

I own, in thee religion lives 
Thy fall involves her ruin, on thy head 
The ſolemn fabric ſinks, with all its pomp 
And Iſrael's veneration, turn'd with toil 
From idols, like the tide that burſts its bounds 
Reverts with violence to its former courſe— 
A ſingle life prevents it !— 


a 


David. What a life ! 


Ach. 


When Abraham and Jephthah firſt reſoly'd 
To ſacrifice their children, was there nought 
To wring the boſom, or to melt the heart ? 
And what induc'd them, but religion's cauſe ? 
What ſeal'd the father's vow ? religion's cauſe, 
He for religion's cauſe a daughter flew 

You ſcruple to reſign a dangerous man 

Whoſe life protracted, threats the very ſoul 
Of ſtate,, religion, and your life itſelf !— 
For when it threats your life, it threatens all ! 
Religion's being on your life depends ! 

Lon muſt acquire more fortitude, or ſink 


Beneath your numerous foes ! 


David. I muſt not think. 


A 


A 
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Ach, There is no time for thought—reſolve at once 


Doſt thou not wiſh the obſtacle remoy'd 

By any ſafe expedient ?—Search thy heart— 
Examine well within ! I know thou doſt— 

But Heaven, that marks the movements of the mind, 
In equal balance weighs the guilty deed, 

And guilty thought! Already is thy mind 

Deep ſtain'd with blood, in Heaven's impartial eye, 
And ſentence paſt already. What remains 

But give th' imperial mandate - and *tis 0'er— 

One act of penitence atones for all. 


David And muſt I yield agaioſt my better ſenſe ?— 


Ach, 


My reaſon reels, and all within is doubt. 
No choice is given, but everduring ſhame, 
Or one deciſive blow, that lops away 
The noxious plant that ſhades your nobler views, 
It is a public cauſe, the cauſe of kings, 
Of Ifrael ! And ſhall private cares pervert 
That neceſſary doom, which public love 
Demands ? Can you reſolve to ſuffer ſhame, 
(The laſt of ills ! which angels ſcarce can bear) 
To ſce the tribes aſſembled to thy fall, 
Like ſome ſtern woodman's train, whoſe ſturdy ſtrokes 
Aſſail the nobleſt plant of all the grove, 
Till, overcome by many a ruthleſs blow, 
It bows th” aerial head and ſweeps the ground? 
Will you encounter this, and live to ſee 
Some alien ſtem tranſplanted in your room. 

Cc 
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Some Gentile god, with ſolemn rites abhorr'd, 
Expell the dread of Iſrael from his ſhrine ?— 
Such things muſt be, if to the riſing guſt 

Of popular fury ſtern Uriah joins 

His vengeful clamours—ſhould he ſend around 
The dreadful tokens of a huſband's wrath, 
Throꝰ each aſtoniſh'd tribe, as he of old, “ 
Who turn'd the torrent of a people's rage 

On one devoted town, and ſacriſic'd 

A ſlaughter'd people for a wife abus d; 

What were the conſequence ?—Wild anarchy, 
And nameleſs horrors ! Law, religion, form, 
And loyalty, all trampled under foot. 
Bathſheba's ſprinkled blood will rouſe the flame 
To tenfold rage, whoſe fury will involve 

The palace and her king ! But here, behold ! 


The victim comes, from thine own lips, to hear 


Her ſentence, 


David. | Save me, fave me from her eyes 


They flaſh the vengeance of inſulted Heaven. 


Ach. Look on the vengeance of inſulted Heaven ! 


Juring And think—will Heaven permit a form like this 


Bath. To plead in vain—ſhe flies to thee for refuge. 
a. 


[Exit Achitophel. 


David. Bathſheba ! oh—was this a time to claim 


An interview ? or art thou come to ſee 


The double triumph of thy fatal charms 
Over thy huſband and thy King at once? 
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Bath. 


of danger and diſtreſs ! I know My guilt 
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He domineers below, and thou art co 


To charge me with your wrongs—is this an hour 
To add new aggravation to a load 


That bends me to the ground ? 


I feel what fſelf-inflition wounds within, 
Yet ſtill ſome inborn dignity remains, 

Yet undeprav'd, ſtill ſome regard to truth 
And juſtice, which for ever locks my lips 
From charging on thy ſoul this fatal lapſe 
(Fat d to me ) - come to eaſe thy care 
Andre aſon down the conflict in thy ſoul ! 


David. Then—T have drawn within the bounds of guilt 
And cureleſs forrow, this diſtinguiſh'd mind 


Bath, 


This generous ſpirit, which diſdains to charge 
The cruel ſpoiler, with her deadly wrongs !— 
For this, Bathſheba ! 1 was not prepar'd !— 
Rather purſue me with thy keen reproach 
Charge me with all the guilt ! a manly mind 
Should have repell'd the foe, not ſunk, like me 
To childiſh weakneſs! I was ſteel'd within 
But I flung off the armour of the mind 
Before the danger came !— 

It was ſurprize — 
A ſmother'd paſſion, by a ſudden ſpark 


— 
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Rais'd to a conflagration, which o'ercame 
All obſtacles—that conqueſt o'er yourſelf 
When with a trembling hand, and bleeding heart 
You firſt reſign'd me to your choſen friend : 
(Too well I mark'd, and never can forget 
Your pangs that moment, when you loſt me firſt 
Reſign'd me, like a martyr to your honour ! ) 
— That was a glorious tryal, whoſe deſert 
Should ſooth your preſent woes !—ah ! would to Heaven! 
Thy friend had caught the godlike zeal of friendſhip 
i | That warm'd thy boſom then! I had not now 
Been doom'd to ſate his vengeance with my blood 
| He took th' advantage of a ſolemn yow 
By a ſtern father's will impos'd before » 
And well—too well he knew, my father's will 
Was his ſole claim !—he ne' er poſſeſs'd my heart 
And when a nobler intereſt warm'd my breaſt, 


It was not like a ſoldier, nor a friend 

To ſeize th' unwilling hand ! 1 
David. | He was my friend 9 

For me he riſqu'd his life, and, tho” to part 15 

From thee, was then a ſummons, like the ſtroke 

Of death, I own'd not then that ſelfiſh mind 

To rob my fellow-ſoldier and my friend | 

Of ſuch a gem, beyond the wealth of Kings 

To buy.——But pardon me—this language row 

Muſt be renounc'd for ever 


Bath. 
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Too, too well 
I know the fad neceſſity. But hear 
At leaſt a palliation of thy fault 
From her, who feels her own, nor fears to add 
A. ſhare of that, which, to yourſelf unjuſt 
You claim, a debt which Heaven too clearly ſees 
Is due to me, and what my life muſt pay.— 
I blame not him, altho' it look'd like coldneſs 
That ſuch a length of time unheeded paſt, 


And yet his ſpouſe he claim'd not, from the hand 


Which brſt beſtow'd her Did be ſeem to prize 
The preſent when it came? a few ſhort months 


Had ſeen me wedded, when the trumpet's call | 


Lur'd him from love and the ſoft lap of peace, 
Tho? no invaſion ſhook our trembling bounds 
And our indulgent legiſlator's voice 

To the new-wedded pair had given a year 
Unvext by wars alarms ! 


David. It prov'd at leaſt 


Bath. 


His love of fame and of his King's renown ! 
I too could give my life for Iſrael's cauſe, 
To purge the taint affronted pride diſdains 
From his imperious mind, who flighted me 
Who flung me, like a worthleſs toy, away 
Nor thought it worth a lordly huſband's pains 
To throw away a few neglected hours 

To gain a confort's heart, too cold before 
Yet to his yengeance 1 muſt pay my life, 
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Whoſe ſcorn the ſeeds of alienation ſow'd 
The ſource of all my woes ! yet this is well! - 
Since, ere ſuſpicion ſingles out my Lord 
The tomb ſhall cloſe on me, and bury all— 
Deep, deep below the buſy fiend ſhall reſt 
Whoſe obloquy might reach the royal name 
Did I ſurvive ! 

David. And you—muſt you atone | 
—(Leſs guilty far,) for my more deadly crimes 
It muſt not, ſhall not be !— 

Bath. The law's demands 
Muſt be obey'd—they claim a forfeit life. — 

David. No palliation, no excuſe allow'd 
For one whole fatal fall, her ſpouſes fault 
Perhaps alone had caus'd ? 

Bath. So human laws 
Ordain—perhaps in other worlds than this 
In the great tribunal that ſifts the heart 
Diſtinction may be made between the tinge 
Of guilt and weakneſs ! 

David. I, alas! was choſen 
Heaven's delegate (had I deſery'd the name, 


This ne'er had been!) I ought—but now tis late 


To have diſplay'd at once my ſovereign power 
To ſolve this dark enigma of your fate 
But, ſelf-involy'd in guilt, I durſt not move 
Left hiſſing ſcorn, and obloquy, combin'd 
Should hurl me fre the throne : - 
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Bath. Would Heaven, my doom 
Were paſt ! then all would end, and peace return 
To your perturbed ſpirit, [ Going, 
David. Stay oh Heaven ! — 
Maſt ſhe ſubmit to fate ? whoſe generous mind 
Would hazard all for him, who caus'd her fall ? 
It muſt not, cannot be !—Nature exclaims 
Reſiftleſs, raging, in the cauſe of her 
Who reigns in every pulſe! yet, go ſend in [Ex. Bath, 
Achitophel to me, his keen reſearch 


May find ſome ſpecious means to reconcile 

My fighting duties ! oh unhappy fall ! 

Other afylums I was us'd to find / 
In my diſtreſs, while I had truſt in Heaven! 

I now muſt truſt to man. 


ENTE ACHITOPHEL. 

David. Achitophel ! | 

Is there no port ! no refuge from this ſtorm 

That menaces ſo loud? | 
Ach, The ſtorm is o'er 

Uriah waits your orders to the camp 

Ere morn he muſt depart ! ; 
David. Why thus prevent 

The dawn ? 
Ach. I know not, but conjecture lends 

Her glimmering lamp that throws a dubious ray 

On the dark purpoſe of the warriour's mind. 
David, Tell what you fear at once} 


Ach. 
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ln two days hence 
The Judge of life and death aſcends his ſeat 
— This will afford him ſpace to reach the _ 
To ſound revolt among his partizans 
Then, with the expedition of a bolt 
That, glancing from the ſhiver'd rock, o'erthrows 
The blaſted tree, his fiery-footed haſte 
Will chace his hapleſs conſort to the grave ! 


David. Ha! is it ſo—it bears a dreadful form 


Ach. 


Of ſomething like the truth ! 
Reſolve, my Lord ! 
This is no time for pauſe ! Bathſheba's doom 


Is fixt already, paſt thy power to ward 
If he returns. 


David. How knowſt thou that? explain! 


Ach. 


Too well—a friend of his has borne the ſcroll 
To Zadoc. 


David. Prove it! 


Ach. 


Oh my Lord ! is this 
A time to ſearch for proofs, or is my faith . 
No better known ?—when he returns, *the proofs 
Will come in thunder, when redreſs is paſt !— 
——Nay more, the malecontents, who lurk'd of late 
In corners, meet in crowds, and waft the ſound 
Of clamorous obloquy from band to band, 
Their ſlanders fpare not even the royal name 
They only want a leader to aſſert 
The baffled claims of Benjamin's proud race ! 


David. This is but rumour till ! 
Ach. 
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| But I have proofs - 
Authentic, ſtrong, —I found the means to ſtop 
The haſty meſſenger, till moraing dawn 
And gain'd the parchment. FShews a Parchment. 
See! 'tis ſign'd and ſeal'd 
Even with Uriah's hand —yet truſt my word — 
Such is the influence of thy haughty ſubject 
Not in your camp alone, but in your courts 
Even in your family, I found it hard 
To gain the proof, and was compell'd to uſe 
A ſtateſman's art, where ſtateſmens'ꝰ power was vain !— 
His partizans are numerous, mighty, proud 
All friends of old democracy, and ſworn 
Under that venerable name, to rend 
The ſceptre from thy hand, or chuſe a King 
Subſervient to their views, and cloſe confin'd 
Within their new-made limits. 


David. He, that gave 


Ach. 


Can keep the ſceptre mine ! but we muſt fiad 
Some means to ſave the ſtate. 


To fave thyſelf 
And all that's dear. 


David | No more—we muſt contrive 


To fetter headlong rage—nor riſque our all 
At jealouſy's demand, or faction's frown, 
The means ſhall be reſoly'd upon within. [ Excunt. 


Uri. 


Adr. 


Uri. 
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Scene Another part of the Palace, 


URIAH—ADRIEL. 


And is it thus the King has learnt to treat 
His early friends? It was not ſo of old! 
—Sent for in hafte, exalted with vain hope 
Of freedom from this tyrant of the camp 
Whom now I ſerve—then !—what a deadly blank 
For all the comforts of domeſtic joy * 
I felt at home — the royal preſence barr'd 
By ſycophants againſt the monarch's friends 
Yet that were well! but this unheard-of wrong! — 
— What ?—am I'grown a ſavage of the wild 
To be thus baited by the laſt of men 
The rabble of a court ?— 

Compoſe your rage 
And take your meaſures coolly ! 

I will find 

A paſſage to the King, or loſe myſelf, - 
Soon ſhall I know, if he allows his friends 
— The partners of his glory, to ſubmit 
To ſuch a welcome !—were I call'd my friend! 
Among my foes, like Sampſon, to make ſport 
By my blind gambols ! I could bear it well— 


Adr. 


Dri. 


Aar. 


All 
But, to be hoodwink'd thus among my friends 
Expos'd to all the ridicule and ſneer 
Of ſcorners, who would tremble at my frown 
Were they to meet me in another field— 
— his is not to be borne !—thou too, my friend 
Contriveſt to hold the veil upon my eyes 
And keep me blindfold here, among the reſt ! 
Why doſt thou ſtay then in this dangerous place 
Where, to provoke and ſting thee into rage 
And make thee do ſome deed of lunacy 
To draw on thee perdition from the King 
Is all they wiſh for? They have miſs'd their ends 
To lure thee to the ſnare, and now, they try 
To rouſe thy rage, and drive thee to the toils— 
Art thou, like Sampſon, blind amongſt thy foes ?— 
— Then, be a Sampſon ! pull the fabric down! 
And whelm them in the ruin, 
Talk no more 

In riddles, but explain ! 

Thou ſeeſt the hand 
Of royalty, extended to protect 
The guilty—of thyſelf they meant to form 
An engine, a machine, to cloke their ſchemes, 
And ſooth the tongue of obloquy to reſt— 
Lou *ſcap'd the ſnare, and now, they doom you dead 
Lou ne'er will bear your life to Rabbah's camp— 
— But—if you ſtay 


Oh—-there is noble vengeance yet in tore ! 


Uri. 
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Which not a ſingle voice, nor ſingle arm 
Can claim or execute. Tell your wrongs loud 
In Iſrael's ear, and echo fhall reply 
From every wood around, where freedom waits 
The word to ſtart, and over hill and dale 
Purſue the noble chace till lawleſs power 
Forſakes our happy bounds, and breathes her laſt. — 
Thou haft indeed difcloſed 
An unexpected fcene and muft I be 


Either an inftrament of private guilt 
Or the blind tool of faction? am I made 


The trumpet of rebellion, or the flute 

That breathes ſoft peace thro” every royal room 
Of guilty courts —at leaſt, my ſovereign Lord 
Will not deny me juſtice, which alone 

I ſeek for—but, my ſcandal to proclaim 

To blaze my wrongs before the noontide beam 
Is, what the honour of a ſoldier's name 

Or boſom, cannot brook !—and, muſt I give 
My breath to blow fedition's flame abroad 
And in fad triumph celebrate my wrongs, 
With flaming villages and bloody fields 

And devaſtation and ungovern'd rage 
No—let me do my duty, as becomes 

A ſoldier. I will ne'er be a machine 

Of the blind rabble's fury—if the ſhaft 

Of unſeen death ſhould meet me by the way 


Sent from my public or my private foes, 


Adr. 


Uri. 


Adr. 
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Vengeance is heaven's—and what on earth have [ 
Or to regret, or grieve ! — | 

That you miſtake 
My upright meaning, much afflicts thy friend! 
II could diſcover more but thy warm zeal 
Perverts whate'er I ſay I much could wiſh 
My doubts unfounded, but I fear for thee— 
Conſent at leaſt to take a guard of friends 
To bring you hence in ſafety to the camp 
(If any ſudden mandate ſhould be given 
To haſte thy journey in the gloom of night) 
For certain treaſon then ſhall dog thy heels— 
But they ſhall guard you, and, perhaps, detect 
Some myſteries yet untold, whoſe weight may turn 
The ſcale for freedom in that dubious breaſt 
And echo from her woodlands, ſhall repeat 
Ten thouſand fold, the ſoul- enliv'ning ſtrain. 
No private wrongs ſhall make me lend my name 
To public miſchief—for the reſt——my friends 
I would not wiſh endanger'd for my ſake— 
The law ſhall right me ! or farewell, revenge! 


No danger need be fear'd, but from yourſelf 


If you too tamely bear ſuch flagrant wrongs — 
I'll tell you more, expect me here anon. 
[ Ex. ſeverally. 


End of the FourxTy AcrT, 
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CR 3 


The Palace. 


DAVID. 


Not yet return'd ! 'tis ſtrange ! they could not miſs 
The track, nor would they linger in the chace !— 
— The morning dawns, but all is dark within. 

Ye ſolemn glooms ! and thou ſtill midnight hour 
Whence were your ſecret hoards of vengeance drawn 
That thus could fire my brain, and people night 
With forms, that made me wiſh for whiſper'd tales 
Of ambuſcades, of maſſacres, and blood 

To flake the kindling plague that burns within! 

— Perhaps they have deſerted me, and join'd 

The foe ! O coward reaſon ! how you reel !— 
They have diſcover'd all, and he returns 

Returns, full fraught with vengeance, like a plague 
To breathe his venom round in every breaſt 

Till royalty expires, and David's name 

That us'd to fill the plauſive ſhouts of thouſands 

Is breath'd in execration, ſtamp'd with ſhame ! 

I now repent the ſtep, and wiſh recall'd 
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The meſſengers of mercy —never more 
Will he conſent to paſs thoſe guilty gates 
Again ! perhaps, his raſh, miſtaken valour 
May deem them blood-hounds, meant to lure him back 
To certain fate, and ſtand on his defence! 
But they were far too numerous to be foil'd ! — 
Or force or ſupplication muſt prevail — 
I ſhould have kept him here ! my good reſolves 
Are now the ſport of chance! for, if he 'ſcapes 
Not all the world can ſave him ! But, alas ! 
Should he return, can I endure his look ? 
Can I endure to ſee his lovely ſpouſe 
Thro' gazing multitudes led to her fate P 
Ah no—tho? ſhame and ruin ſhould enſue 
I would defy the law, profane the court 
And boldly reſcue her, or loſe myſelf ! 
He then muſt fall-—for, ſhould he now return 
What plea could I invent to ſcreen my plot 
Of death againſt him? He would ſtill ſuſpect 
The man, who once could give him up to fate !— 
I know his noble nature, he would ſcorn 
To hold his life on ſuch precarious terms ! 
Revenge and fear at once would urge him on 
To join the faction, and embroil the ſtate !— 
Had I upon his loyalty rely'd ! 


I knew his nature noble and forgiving — 
But now, it is too late !—and, could I bear 


To loſe her ?-never——never—tho' the voice 
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Of thunder, call'd her from me ! then farewell 
Remorſe ! farewell compunction —ſhe is mine! 


— But now my palpitating heart informs me 
The criſis is at hand—my valiant friend. 


ENTER BENAIAH. 


' Say, are the meſſengers return'd ? 

Ben. Not yet 
At leaſt, not all. 

David. Some dreadful chance, I fear 
Has interven'd. What mean your dubious words 
At left not all? 

Ben. A direful chance indeed ! 
The meſſenger that came, has ſcarce efcap'd 
With half a life ! | 

David. What ſad reverſe is this ! 
How could he cope with odds ! or what bold arm 
Was join'd with his ? 

Ben. : A numerous band of friends 
Rous'd by ſome rumour of an ambuſcade, 
By Joab prepar'd againſt his threaten'd life 
Triumphant led him thro? the opening gate 
And tend him to the camp !—your meſſengers 
Arriving at this moment, when ſurmiſe 
Teem'd with intended murders, perfidy 
And midnight plots—were deem'd the ruffian train 


Combin'd to lay the noble warriour low ; 
Then all was clamour and miſgovern'd rage 
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In vain Uriah ftrove to lay the ſtorm 

Twice fifty level'd ſwords at once ſurround 

Your friends, who plead their innocence in vain 

One dar'd to menace vengeance, but the threat 

Was fatal to the wretch that gave it breath, 

His hapleſs fellows ſhar'd his bloody doom 

Save one, whom favouring night, (tho' wounded fore) 
Befriended in his flight, from him was learn'd 

Ihe dreadful chance! 


David. Then to his doom he goes! — 


Fate has him in the ſnare, and baffles all 

Our vain attempts to fave him ! 

O for a winged meſſenger of Heaven 

To reach the camp at Rabbah, and inſtill 
Unuſual pity in the Genera]'s mind ! — 

But they, whoſe ready miniſtry of old 

Turn'd from my hunted ſteps the deadly foe 

And render'd me as viewleſs as themſelves 

Have all forſaken me—nor am I left | 
Alone. Remorſe and guilt, and death, and ſhame 
With dragon wing o'erſhade me in their turns 
Their harpy clang ſevere, .and funeral yell 
Proclaim perdition to my trembling ſoul ! 

* * * * - * 
Amazement ! Nathan here! 1 thought him fled 
For ever from his country, to avoid 
The killing fight of an ungrateful child !— 

Him, laſt of all mankind I wiſh'd to meet! 
Dd 
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What terrible tranquillity peryades 
His reverend mien and ſeems to threat a ſtorm — 


Would that were all! this deadly calm is worſe 
Where nought but ſenſe of Heaven's deſertion lives ! 


To uin NATHAN. 


David. Prophet, why didſt thou thus forſake thy poſt 
Still deem'd the guardian of thy country's weal ? 
Nath. The times are not the ſame! thoſe cares are o'er 
Domeſtic woes have quench'd the patriot's flame! 
No more my boſom kindles at the touch 
Of Heaven's deſcending fire ! the port is clos'd 
That ſhow'd my raviſh'd eyes the ſplendid view 
Of ages yet to come! How ſoon the veil 
May riſe, I know not! what the ſun beholds 
Thoſe aged eyes can ſee, but boaſt no more 


A The power to pierce the midnight-woven gloom 
In which the cauſe and conſequence are hid! — 
David. T his ſtudied ambiguity implies 
A meaning, which thy humble words diſclaim ! 
Nath. When ſuch unerring wiſdom guides the helm 
Form'd like the diamond in the pregnant mine 
With that deep luſtre fraught, thoſe mingling beams 
Which angels love to gaze on ! when the foul 
Reflects Heaven's image like the limpid lake 
Smooth, and unruffled, by fell paſſion's gale ; 
A private man it much would miſbecome 
To play the pilot, and uſurp the helm 


_ 
From ſuch conſummate guidance.—But for me 
No ſuch ambitious folly taints my views 
Judge by my errand?! on a private cauſe 
I come, a ſuppliant only—With the ſtate 
And all its cares, I long have ſhaken hands, 
Content to introduce a poor man's plea 
To your indulgent ears—for well I know 
Tho? to the dangerous claim of paſſion deaf 
Tho? to the dotpineering proud appeal 
Of appetite, thou turn'ſt a heedleſs ear 
And lookꝰſt on ſenſual ſpells with cool regard 
Yet wilt thou not contemn the ſuppliant's prayer ! 


David. With the known rigour of thy ſtern rebuke 


Nath. 


Sach laviſh adulation ill accords — 


The humble topic of a poor man's plea 
Needs no ſuch pompous prelude.— I ſuppos'd 
My known contempt of flattery might ſuggeſt _ 
(To thee at leaſt) a manlier mode of ſpeech 
Unleſs thy words and meaning are at ſtrife. 

I ſtand corrected, and ſhall err no more, 

Nor mingle with my rough uneven woof 

The tiſſue of the courtier's ſilken ſtrain ! 

It ſuits not with a plain, pathetic tale 

Of rural violence and village wrongs 

Which thy paternal care ſhall ſoon redreſs 
When known. 

When from the bounds of Salem late I paſt 
Self-exil'd, to avoid domeſtic woe 
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I thought in ſome ſequeſter'd vale to find 
That peace and innocence devoid of guile 
Which (tho' thy bright example beams around) 
Even in thoſe ſacred bounds are ſought in vain, 
A peaſant's lodge I ſought, whom long I knew 
Of Heaven ſo favour'd in his mean retreat 
So ſanctify d, that his æthereal guard 
Kept from his lonely cot, at diſtance due 
All the vain Images, the gaudy train 
Of Syren forms (this world's peculiar boaſt) 
That lures the heedleſa votary from Heaven. 
David Could they not guard him from oppreſſive wrong? 
Nath. They ſaw him wrong'd, and yet th' oppreſſor lives. 
This hermit for my hoſt I rather choſe 
Than the proud owner of a neighb'ring pile 
Who kept his hoſpitable gate uncloſed 
With oſtentatious welcome to allure 
The way-worn pilgrim's foot —But here inſtead 
Of the long retinue, that fills the haunts 
Of luxury, and the unmeaning phraſe 
Of hollow friendſhip, warm in words alone, 
One gentle lamb, his ſingle inmate play'd 
About his joyous hearth and told a tale 
Of warm attachment in its honeſt looks 
And gentle bleatings, far beyond the phraſe 
Of courtly adulation. This remain'd 
The ſolitary orphan of a flock 
Which fell contagion, or the fellor gripe 
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Of lawleſs uſury had reft away | 
The reſt, or fill'd the concert of the vales | | 
Which own'd his wealthier neighbour for their Lord | 
Or bled, by turns, the victims of his board. | 
David. That wealthy neighbour ſhall refund his ſtore | if 
If aught of inhumanity appears | 
Before the Judges tribunal—for ſoon 
It ſhall be cloſely ſifted, - but proceed 
Nath. A ſtranger, to the camp of Iſrael bound Y 
Of ſeeming rank, tho” hid in cloſe diſguiſe 
The proud man's hoſpitality had claim'd, 
He ſpar'd his numerous flocks, and ſent his hinds 
To robb the hermit of his bleating friend 
The ſole aſſociate of his lonely hours. 
I ſaw it borne away -I mark'd the tears 
Of its ſad owner, all in vain they fell 
In vain, with ſupplications he purſued 
Even to the proud man's door his innocent charge 
His whole redreſs was inſult, ſcorn, and blows.— 
David. Now Heaven fo deal with me, as he ſhall reap 
The bitter fruit of an unfeeling heart 
And with his forfeit life redeem the land 
From ſuch a foul contagion ! ſoon the world 
Shall know, I do not bear the ſword in vain ! 
Nath, In thee, my Lord, whoſe pure, unſullied life 
Reflects a glowing tranſcript of Heaven's laws 


Such rigour is becoming, but to us 
Whoſe feeble optics boaſt no angel's ken 
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The ſword of juſtice dazzles as it ſtrikes— 
There needs not ſuch gigantic force to venge 
Such petty wrongs. 

You know, my Lord ! how long the penal ſword 
Has ſlumber'd in the ſheath, and it might ſeem 
The rigour of ſeverity, at once | 

To wake its terrours now, for fame world tell 
That for a petty wrong, which might be paid 


Four fold, a foul was forfeit ! 


David. | | Strange to me 


It ſeems, that thou, whoſe eagle-ſight could pry 
Beyond the journies of the ſun, to view | 
The late effect that flumber'd in its cauſe, 

Should be dim-ſighted here! but time and grief 
Have ſhed a froſt upon your faculties 

Elſe you would ſee, that famine, ſword and fire 
With all the woes that on thofe furies wait 

Are not ſo peſtilent as that ſtill plague 

That cold, narcotic vapour, worſt of ills 

With which hell teems, that laſt reſult of vice, 
When all the virtues, poiſon'd in their ſource, 
Stagnate at once, and petrify the heart. — 
Heaven's ! what a journey with his fellow fiends 
Thro' every devious tract of every crime 

This man muſt firſt have run, who thus could tear 
The fellow-feelings from his favage heart ! 

| His ſoul is gangren'd, and the ſword alone 


Can ward the vengeance ſtor'd above the ſky 
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Which elſe, perhaps, would burſt upon our heads 
In flaming ruin; or the plague might catch | 
From boſom on to boſom. He, who dar'd 
To ſeize the lamb, would he have ſpar'd the child - 
To join his ſervile train, or change for gold, | 
As pride or caprice, or the thirſt of gain | 
Had chanc'd to domineer ? 
Nath. Yes—or his ſpouſe ! 
* David. Ha! | 
Nath. Thou AAT THE Man ! why does thy cheek turn pale 
At thy own ſemblance ? was the maſk ſo foul 
As even to wake thy rage: and art thou dumb 
When thou behold'ſt the phantom's genuine face? 
Thine own moſt righteous doom has paſt thy lips 
Without recall, and heaven has ſeal'd the word ! 
To puniſh other crimes, were but to prune 
The wild luxuriance of a poiſonous growth, 
While the pernicious root behind remains, 
Royal example ! 
David. Then thy flight was feign'd 
2 And thou who ſeem' d degraded from thy poſt 
Pauſe, As Heaven's own delegate, by Heaven's own hand. 
With all thine honours blaſted on thy brow, 
Return'ſt with tenfold power, and ſeem'ſt to wield «+ 
The bolt of vengeance, but thy forward zeal 
May be th' effect of petulance; the lamp 
Of Heay'n no more may ſhow its light by thee ; 


Wn, 


| 
| 


. — 
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Nath 


as - 
Perhaps, tis merely to indulge thy ſpleen, 
That thus you dare to thwart me. 

Judge yourſelf, 
Whea that fell adder, which you foſter now, 
Such gratitude will ſhow, as you have ſhown 
To Heaven! My ſon's rebellion, and my flight, 


Were myſtic warnings to the mental eye 


Of tragic ſcenes to come! Of wild miſrule, 

And nameleſs horrours, even within thoſe walls 
To be committed. Theſe will clear my faith, 
And vindicate my name. But who, alas ! 

Who ſhall exculpate thee ? Thou who waſt call'd 
From a rude ſcene of turbulence and blood, 

Like yon emerging ſun from chaos old, 

Th' interpreter of Heaven's benignant will 

From thy bright ſtation to revive the world 

With intellectual light! What demon's hand 

Has chang'd thee to a comet, worſe than they 
Who wave their blazing treſſes o'er the globe, 
Shedding diſeaſes and ſidereal blaſt ? 

Thou haſt, as far as thou haſt power, derang'd 
The bleſt deſigns of Heaven, eclips'd her light | 
With deep Egyptian darkneſs, and reduc'd 

Her order to confuſion ! Thou haſt given 

A louder note to Paſſion's loudeſt ſtorm, 

And ftrengthen'd all her pleas! For who that feels 
Her mutinous demands, but well may plead 
David's example for his worſt offence ; 
David, ſelected by applauding Heaven 
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Her delegate, her prophet, and her prieſt ?— 
'The faithful huſband, of his ſpouſe bereft, 
Heart-wounded ſires, who mourn the cruel hand 
That robb'd his family of all its grace 
And comfort, loſt at once, ſhall join to curſe 
Thy mournful triumphs o'er connubial bliſs, 
Shall curſe thy name, whoſe magic ſyllables 
Breath'd, as a vile apology for crimes, 


Could, like a deep and powerful charm, compoſe 


The loud complaints of conſcience ! 


David. Oh, no more! 


Nath, 


Thou rendſt my very heartſtrings ! I have ſinn'd, 
Beyond redemption ſinn d. O ſend in haſte 
To fave Uriah. | 

It is now too late.— 
Even ſhould thy meſſenger in time arrive, 
Should the ſwift mandate reach the general's hand 
It would but haſten brave Uriah's doom, 
duch is his deadly jealouſy of al! 
That ſhare thy favour, thy ſolicitude 
To fave him, would be thought a cloſe deſign 
To hurl him from his poſt, by murther bought, 
And fix the hated rival in his room. — 
Even Providence ordains that he ſhall fall. 
Guilt muſt have all its dreadful conſequence, 
No ſingle plague of all its ghaſtly train 
Shall lagg behind. The whole Tartarean pomp 
Shall march in horrour o'er the frighted world, 
To ſhew the perils of beginning vice: 


426 


The dreadful admonition elſe were vain.— 
Think not to fave him ! Thou haſt doom'd him dead, 
And even Omnipotence has ſeal'd his fate. 


David Is there oo 8 to ſave him? 


Nath. 


Do you doubt 


/ 


My miſſion till ? This moment gives a proof 


That makes me ſhudder, while a ſtronger power 
Compells my trembling hand to rend the veil. 
See there! 

[ Vifion of Man in a maſt appears, 
A youth without a name! He boaſts thy blood. 
Wrapt in unholy muſings how he walks ! 
His eyeballs ſeek the duſt, as if he fear'd 


Each glance ſhould tell the fires that burn within, 

And ſoon the duſt ſhall drink his boiling blood, 

And vengeance quench the flame !—Stand cloſe, and mark 
His dire foliloquy ! Nor ſhalt thou learn 

The object of his flame! for Heaven's beheſt 

Muſt not be top'd or thwarted, elſe the cloſe 

Of vice, would want its horrours !-—Here he comes. 


Tux PHANTOM Soraxs. 


Why was I form'd with ſuch impetuous paſſions 
Oh ill ſtar'd lot of royalty, indulg'd 

In every wiſh ! the fuel feeds the flame 

Till raging paſt all bounds, it finds its way 
Even to the ſanQtuary ! Ye chaſte ſtars ! 

I muſt not name her to you! Even my heart 
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Treacherous, and inconſiſtent, with itſelf 
At that loy'd name recoils !—yet urges on 
My feet to find my doom !—yet, why recoil? 
No huſband's forfeit blood 1 mean to ſhed, 


To meet him with a ſmile and, with a ſmile 
Diſmiſs him, with the mandate of his fate— 


1 dare not reach the mark of * Heaven's-belov'd 


My crime is ſhort of murther, tho' beyond 
Common adultery ! and if Heaven connives 
At David's crimes, his complicated guilt, 
Why ſhould I doubt of pardon, while my fin 
Is ſecret, nor involves the guilt of blood ? 
(If pardon be required, and right and wrong 
Perhaps, whatever prieſtcraft may deviſe— 
Be not the coinage of a ſtateſman's dream) 
Pl think no more !—the genial feaſt invites 
I go to drown reflection in the bowl. 


David. Who is this monſter ? oh diſcloſe his name 


Nath. 


By ſwift prevention to arreſt the courſe 
Of ſuch conſummate crimes ! 

It cannot be 
He boaſts thy blood, and, as thou ſeeſt purſues 
Thy ſteps - you err'd from appetite alone, 
While he, improving on the royal crimes 
Turns paſſion into principle, but ſoon 
Vengeance ſhall cut him ſhort, and lop away 
One deadly limb of that malignant plant 
Thy crimes have ſown in Iſrael. 


Viz, David. 
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David. I adore 


Heaven's ways, nor dare to deprecate her wrath ! 


Nath. But other ſcenes await thee,—SpeQacles 


Of wider horrour, and more general plagues 
When for one lawleſs deed, a nation mourns ; 
And ſlaughter, fire, and devaſtation ftrides 
From province into province, led to ſpoil 
By vengeance, vengeance for a monarch's crimes, 
Where pure religion and her votaries 
Are baniſh'd from the clime by vice diſgrac'd. 
Ariſe ye tribes unborn ! ye future ſcenes 
Diſtant, and indiſtinct in time and place 
Behind the convex of the world conceal'd 
And on the buoyant boſom of the air 
Expand your fgur'd pomp, and meet the eye !|— 
Far diſtant from thoſe ſhores, a warlike race 
That mark the wheels of the deſcending ſun 
Shall“ ſee another luminary rife 
On their benighted ſouls, from Salem ſent, 
From Hermon to Pyrenes diſtant beurne 
Wide fluſhing o'er the ſky, The ſavage tribe 
Shall doff the bloody mail, and bathe their limbs 
In pure baptiſmal waters, where the ſtream 
Of Guadiana laves the fertile fields. — 
Long ſhall their tribes enjoy the deep ſerene 
Of rural bleſs, beneath their Lords renown'd 


#* Converſion of the Spaniards to Chriſtianity. 
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Of * Alemannia's old heroic race, 
Till peace induces luxury and vice, 
The court begins the example, taught by thee, 
(When thy prophetic eye, that us'd to pierce 
Thro” the long viſtas of futurity, 47 
Forgot its viſions, for th' unholy glance 
'That led to deeds of darkneſs and of blood) 
The monarch + lets his eye at random rove 
After forbidden charms, forgets the tye 
Of hoſpitality, and leaves the ſire 
To weep at home his violated child ; 
His tears are treaſured up above; they fill 
The vial of Heaven's vengeance, and come down 
In ſhowers of wrath. The raging fire, miſled 
By the vindictive tends, aſcends the deck, 
And to his country's foes a ſuppliant bends ! 
See where the reverend ſenior kneels before 
The miſbeliever's throne, but not for peace, 
For mercy he implores not, but demands 
The congregated furies of the ſouth, 
Fire, ſword, and famine, to revenge his wrongs. 
See | where they ſcow! acroſs the midland main, 
And meditate their prey, and mount the wind! 
A living cloud of miſchiefs, worſe than thoſe 
* Which Amram's ſon, in Egypt's evil day, 
* Brought up, and darken'd all the land of Nile.“ 


The Gothic Settlers in Spain. 


* Roderic, the Goth, whoſe ſeduction of Count Julian's daughter, 
occaſioned the invaſion of Spain by the Moors, 
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The Vifion of a Royal Court appears. 


The Ring on his throne, and his Nobles attending. 
ENTER A SUPPLIANT, AND KNEELS-. 


To thee, dread ſovereign of an hundred thrones, 
Who ſees the ſwarthy ſons of Lybia bend 
Before thee, and canſt bid their headlong zeal 
Sweep o'er the ſubject nations, or ſubſide, 

Like the wild hurricanes that rage or ſleep 

At the great bidding of the power who rules 
The kingdom of the winds : if ever zeal 

In thy great * prophet's cauſe thy ſabre drew, 
If ere the wrongs of yon proud + Nazarenes 
Enflam'd your rage, oh ! ſeize the golden hour, 
That zeal and vengeance ſanctify at once, | 
Or ſleep for ever ! Now the martial fife 

No more accords the meaſur'd march; no more 
The trumpet's clang awakes the levied horde, 
But o'erthe blaſted laurels of their groves 

Vice curls her reptile tendrils, and conſumes 
The vital ſap, that nurs'd the vig'rous ſtem !— 
The king repays the hoſpitable rite 

With violence and wrong ! His nobles view 
His mad career in heartleſs apathy, 


Or join his deadly orgies ! What remains, 


* Mahomet; + Chriſtians ſo called by the Sarazens, 


King. 
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But up—and give the victim to the ſword. — 
Nature is burden'd with the hated race, 
And Heaven's own miniſters, that ride the clouds, 
To all the winds proclaim the harveſt ripe. 
Go borrow Time's keen ſeythe, and lend its edge 
To Devaſtation's hand ; the reverend fire 
Will ſhake his hoary locks with joy to ſee 
His taſk of ages, in one glorious day 
Perform'd, then everlaſting Righteouſneſs 
Will look from Heav'n, and bleſs the riſing flame 
That lays the temples of Gomorrah low !— 
Seck ye an hoſtage ? take my life in pledge, 
If I ſhould fail on yonder hated coaſt 
To give you ample means to plant your power 
And bid the Mauritarian ſtem extend 
Its boughs luxuriant o'er the conquer'd land! 
Fathers! attend the ſummons ! Heaven itſelf 
Calls us to conqueſt, and o'er haughty Spain 
Our prophet's name to raiſe, our hallow'd arms 
Are cover'd o'er with duſt, and want a cauſe 
To furbiſh them anew. Shall narrow ſeas 
Oppoſe their march, whom Barca's burning ſand 
Withheld not, burning fiercer in purſuit 
Of glory ? think, for every added realm 
A double weight of glory waits above 
To every one, whoſe arms have lent their aid 
To this victorious cauſe *®. Begin the vote. 


* Viz, The cauſe of Mahomet. 
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The Profpea changes to an invaded Country Cities in Flames — 
Peaſants Maſſacred, c. Cc. 


Nath. Behold the fruit of thy luxurious hours, 


The ſequel of thy fond Elyſian dreams ! 

That King who dar'd to violate the laws 

Of ſacred hoſpitality and friendſhip 

Bred in religion's pure and ſacred rites 

Had never dar'd to brave the flaming bolt, 
Nor cope with Heaven's dread edict, hadſt not thou 
Marſhall'd the way before ! contemplate now 
The dreadful harveſt which thy hand has ſown 
How far beyond thy hopes, and let thy heart 
Weep blood, if yet the fount of tears be dry, 
Uriah too might have embroil'd the ſtate 

And with rebellion's ſhrill ſonorous trump 
Publiſh'd his wrongs, and call'd the tribes to arms 
But nobly he refus'd—thou little knoweſt 
What a defender you have flung away, 

If e'er ſedition's flag ſhall crown thy towers, 
If e'er the deſart, thro? its lonely bounds 
Shall joy to ſee its exiles ſteps return ! * 

I ſee thine agony, and for relief 

Of thy ſoul's torture, to another ſcene 

Direct thy charmed eyes, thou haſt beheld 
The dark complexion of thy deeds outdone 
By Heaven's profeſt diſciple, bleſt with rays 


* Viz. David, who afterwards was expelled from Jeruſalem by his 
ton Abſalom. 
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Of Heaven's peculiar brightneſs :—how he curſt 
The beam, and like an adder ſlunk away 
To mingle with his kindred glooms, incenſt 
To feel the ſacred light pervade his ſoul ! 
Now view a warriour, whoſe benighted eyes 
Roll'd round in vain to find that heavenly ray 
Vouchſafed to that I8zxiax King, —whoſe lips 
The living waters from the hallow'd fount 
Never bedew'd, yet, (dubious as he ſtands 
Upon the trembling verge of life and death 
Whether the yawniog grave ſhall cloſe for ever j 
His proſpect, or the conſcious mind ſurvive | | 
To endleſs raptures, or inceſſant woes, ) | 
He minds not paſſion's call, he ſpurns away | 
The ſnares of appetite that croſs his path | 
And court him to relax the ſtubborn nerve 
Of ſteel'd exertion, the ſeraphic forms 
Of coop and Fair, altho by glimpſes caught 
Hurry him thro? the phalanx of his foes 
And bid him ſcatter all their adverſe bands 
Like fire, aſcending thro” th' incumbent maſs 
Of ſome embowel'd hill. It burſts, abroad | 
All glorious, and the cloudy face of night 7 
Paints with aſpiring flame, and yollied hail 

Of mimic ſtars ! 
E e 
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The Proſpeft changes to a Camp, Military Trophies, Nc. The 


General ſeated as if to receive an Embaſſy.—A T rain 
of Suppliaits approaching at a diflance. 


Behold the noble youth 
Clad in the robe of conqueſt where he fits 
While all the breathing minſtrelſie of war 
Sound his tranſcendent name from earth to heaven 
He minds them not ! 
Could you but ſee the confli& in his ſoul 
You ſtill would tremble for him.—Such a form 
Has lighted up a fever in his blood 
That he ſeems ſomething leſs, or more than man 


If aught, but death, or his warm wiſh enjoy'd 
Can work the cure! Behold the matchleſs maid 
By vows another's—yet in perſon free— 

Then judge, and ponder, how a Gentile breaſt 
Can turn th' artillery of ſuch charms aſide. 


David. Oh Heaven's ! all other mortal forms, to this 


Are fleeting vapours, unſubſtantial air 
Or beauty ne'er was ſeen by me before 
Or ſhe ſurpaſſes all the beauteous kin d 
His virtue, if he can reſign ſuch charms 
. Exceeds the human pitch. 
You foon will judge 
He ſeeks not, for he knows not Heaven's ſupport— 
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There be, who know its value and who ſeek it, 
Then ſpurn it from them when they need it moſt. 


Tur GENERAL Secgaxs, * 


O dear bought laurels! would to Heaven my fall 
Had grac'd that fatal day on which, my ſhield 
Guarded a father's head! He ſleeps in peace 
But, oh illuſtrious ſhade l if thou behold'ſt 
The ſtruggles of thy ſon, ſupport his ſpirit. 
If thou canft reach the ſource of heavenly light 
Oh! ſteal one beam of intellectual day 
And chace the demons who beſiege the mind! 
Tell me! oh tell me, do they whiſper peace 
Shall I obey them ?—or, can I ſurvive 
The pangs of ſeparation from the maid 
Who lives in every nerve, in every pulſe ?— 
Yet honour calls to leave her! ſhould 1 ſcorn 
The mandate? ſhould I tear her from that heart + 
That owns a mutual flame, could 1 ſurvive 
My honour ? could I bear to hear my name 
Traduce'd, and level'd with the common herd 
The ſport of every paſhon ? I might teach 
Her heart to ſwerve from duty! I might lure 
Her yielding mind aſtray, by potent bribes 

Of Roman dignity : but Roman honour 
Forbids the thought. Let Punic ſouls obey 
Each guſt of paſhon ! let majeſtic Rome 


* Scipio Africanus. + Viz. Her betrothed lover. 
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Subdue the world, by ſhewing how it can 
Subdue itſelf the firſt ! I muſt not taint 
My country's fame amongſt barbarian tribes 
By tyranny, and rapine, tho' by laws 
Of conqueſt ſanctify d. It muſt not be.— 
Suffer I muſt ! but Jet me feel for him 
Who, ſhould I fail my paſhon to ſubdue 
Muſt fink beneath the pangs of hapleſs love 
It muſt be conquer'd !—Rome's immortal cauſe, 
The common ſympathy of man to man 
And reaſon, all demand it. But they come !— 
Be ſtill my heart, and honour ! bear me thro' !— 

[ The Sappliants appear. 

Sons of Iberia! let my preſent purpoſe 
Shew you, that, not by thirſt of conqueſt led 
Nor univerſal ſway, the Roman arms 
Have met th” inſulting “ foe of liberty 
Half way, in Spain, and drove him baffled home. 
It was, inſtead of violence and wrong 
To ſubſtitute the fair and equal ties 
Of ſtedfaſt equity and common faith. 
Theſe, thefe alone the Romans wiſh to leave 
The trophies of their arms ! by theſe to rule 
And claim the empire o'er the willing heart ! 
They ſcorn dominion o'er obſequious ſlaves 
Who tremble at the rod, and hold their being 
On the frail tenure of a deſpot's breath 


* The Carthaginians. 


Nath. 
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They wiſh their allies men, to rank with men, 
The children of one parent, juſtly deem'd 
The friends of Rome, and worthy of her cauſe, 


And I will purchaſe them with ſuch a gem 
As the ſun ſeldom views 


[ Goes into a Pavilion and returns with a young Princeſs, 


Behold her here 
Wham long as loſt ye mourn'd ! I might have kept 
This treaſure for myſelf, and ſhipt to Rome 
The glorious prize, nor fear'd the taint of blame, 
1 might have ſtill preſerv d the world's eſteem 
But I had loſt my own !—I found her heart 
Devoted to another, with that heart 
Her hand ſhall go! and know, I more exult 
In this ſelf-conqueſt, than, to climb the car 
Of triumph, o'er the whole aſſembled world 
With Carthage at their head ! To thee, brave Prince 
By love of right impell'd, this royal maid 
I freely give. Receive her as thine own | 
And with it Rome's reſpect and warm efteem. 

{ Profpe8 cloſer. 

Ponder this ſcene ! then weigh with equal hand 
The Gentile, and Believer, then reflect 
Whence flow'd the continence of one, and whence 
That wild miſrule that madden'd in the mind 
Of that miſguided King, and woke the ſtorm 
That wreck'd his country's peace, then aſk yourſelf 
If meddling zeal inſpir'd my juſt reproof, [Exit Nathan. 
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David. Was there not ſhame enough to fink my ſoul 


In the dark gulph of abſolute deſpair ? 

But horror too and grief muſt add their weight? 
Yet they are welcome !—covyer me, deep night! 
Ten thouſand fathoms down, where never more 
The bleſſed beam of Heaven ſhall viſit me 

Where never winged miniſter of her's 

Thorough the diſmal gloom ſhall wing his flight 
To look on my fad fall, and turn away 

With deep abhorrence but what midnight ſhade 
Can hide me from myſelf! What curtain fall | 
Between the piercing beam of torturing thought 
And its ſad object? Yet, how gentle that 

To what this inſtant 1 perceive within 

This ſenſe of deſolation Heavenly hate, 

This dead vacuity, this gloom of being ! 

This ſettled ſorrow of the ſwelling heart 

By which alone I feel that I exiſt !— 

Where ſhall I find him, where, the friendly power 
Tho' arm'd with vengeance ? yet I wiſh to feel him 
And own the father in his dread correction. 

Father of mercy ! let me own once more 

Thy preſence, tho' it blaſt me ! turn again 

Thy aſpect, tho? incenſt, on thy fallen ſon, 

And let me feel thy pity in the ſcourge 

That wounds to heal !--far, far around I look 
Amid the toſſing of this mental ſtorm 

Yet ſee no dawning of that welcome light 
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Sign of returning peace ! it is but juſt 
That 1 ſhould wander in eternal gloom 
For wilfully on heaven's benignant beam 
I ſhut my eyes, and choſe to grope my way 
To ſwift perdition with a demon guide. 


To uu, ZADOE. 


From him, whom never yet deſponding ſoul 
Addreſs'd in vain, I come, but not with peace 
Nor ſoothing promiſe, long the ſtorm muſt rage 
The daſhing rain deſcend, and deluge ſpread 
Ere with the olive branch the dove returns 

Thy ſoul has loſt its vigour—all its powers 
Are run to waſte, its energy is gone— 
Extinct, by foul voluptuous charms exhal'd 
This to recover, needs ſtrong diſcipline 
Effective, laſting, till its energy 

Recovers in the conflict, like the ſpark” 

From ſtricken ſteel, or winter's fire, compreſs'd 


To tenfold ardour by the rigorous graſp 
Of winter's frory band — This is Heaven's will 


Her primal law, by moſt effectual means 
To keep that ſacred, active power awake 
In which th' excellency of mind conſiſts 
If this be diſſipated in the calm 

Of ſenſual life, or if, in ſloth relaxt 

The faculties lye ſlumb'ring—then he calls 


His miniſters—fierce pain, the alarm of war 
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Domeſtic grief, adverſity's ſtern march 
And quiyer'd woes. They rouſe the torpid mind 
Hunt her thro? all her feelings, till ſhe riſe 
From her terrene and moſt inglorious laire 
And Heaven-ward looks again, aſſerts her birth, 
Puts forth her pinions, vindicates the ſkies 
And leaves the worldly dim eclipſe behind, 
But, if thoſe fail, the gangrene is begun 
That leads to ſwift perdition. 


David. Heaven forbid 


Such means ſhould fail ! Oh let the diſcipline 
Be ſharp enough ! I ſhrink not, tho? it leave 
My trembling nerves all bare! welcome ! affliction 
I bleſs your friendly frowns, to my ſick ſoul 
More chearing than the Syren ſmiles that led 
My wand'ring feet aftray. Your awful march 
And funeral enſigns, ſeen afar, I hail ! 

Print not your footſteps lightly in the duſt 

For every vagrant gale to waft away 

The traces of your viſitation dread ! 

But leave a deep, indelible path behind 

As when the avenger of his people's ſing 
Treads the red wine-preſs in his jealous rage 
And ſtamps his vengeance deep—but me alone 
Visit, nor let my people ſhare my woes ! | 


„ 


„„ 


TO THE 


DRAMATIC POEM 


OF THE 


ROYAL MESSAGE, 


Tu introduction of the character of popular delegates in the forego» 
ing drama is founded on the repreſentation of the Jewiſh government, 
as given by HARRINGTON and others, According to them, though it 
was firſt a theocracy, (or a government, immediately under the divine 
legiſlature) the laws, were however, ſubmitted to the people for their 
adoption or rejection. By this is not meant that they were ſubmitted 
to the people at large. but to choſen delegates elected & in rotation. 

In proportion as they degenerated, and, in conſequence, forfeited in 
in ſome degree, the divine protection, the theocracy became a mere 
republic. This form of government, though extolled by Harrington 
and his followers, yet ſeems, even in the caſe of the Iſraelites (which he 
adduces, as one of the moſt convincing examples in its favour) to have 
laboured under one conſiderable defect. Under this latter change at 
leaſt, the xxecuT1vE power was ſo feeble, that a Monarchy was be- 
come abſolutely neceſlary for their ſubſiſtence as a ſociety, for as Þ (here 


Judges, 21, 2, + Sce 1 Chron, 13. and Harrington, in loco, 
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was no King in 1ſracl, every one did that which waz right in biz oxon eyer ; this 
is an obſervation made by the ſacred hiſtorian after the account of a 
very flagrant outrage, which was puniſhed indeed, tho* not by the hand 
of the Magiſtrate, but by a bloody war and almoſt the total extermina- 
tion of the obnoxious tribe, 

The friends of the Republican form of Government cannot, there- 
fore make any inference in favour of that ſyſtem, from the example of 
the Jewiſh Common-Wealth, unleſs indeed they can ſhew, that when 
they were properly a Republic, the laws were regularly put in execu- 
tion. Arguments drawn from their anterior ſtate, as a theocracy when 
they were immediately governed by the ditates of Omnipotence, and 
entitled to his favour, are foreign to the queſtion, In this degenerate 
ſtate therefore a royal Governor ſeems to have been neceflary, in order 
to preſerve them as a nation, from anarchy. The objection made by 
SAMUEL * to a Kingly Government is, I know, ſometimes adduced, as 
an argument againſt the Monarchical form. But it appears, not that 
SAMUEL preferred the Republican, but the Theocraticl form of Go- 
vernment to the Monarchical. Indeed, that ever they were what is 
called a pure Commonwealth, ſeems a ſuppoſition of Republican wri- 
ters, ingeniouſly, but infirmly ſupported. The deſign of their ancient 
prophet ſeems to have been, to reclaim them to their ancient obedi- 
ence, in order to entitle them once more to that degree of the divine 
protection which they had forfeited, If they ever were a Republic, it 
was found that they could not ſubſiſt as one; their Government was 
therefore changed into ſomething like a limited Monarchy : at leaſt, it 
appears that ſome new laws, or regulations were, from time to time 
propoſed to the delegates of the people, f in the rejection of Adonijah, 
and the election of Solomon, the buſineſs was certainly carried by the 
popular vote, as under the old Theocracy. 

It is natural to ſuppoſe that in this ſtage, a ſufficieut portion of the 
old popular ſpirit would remain to make the people, or their delegates, 
watchful over their privileges, and jealous of the royal prerogative. At 
the coincidence of a bloody foreign war, with great relaxation of mo- 
rals in the court, and a flagrant example of criminality in the Mo- 
narch, the popular faction would have (as they thought) a plauſible 
pretext for innovation, or probably for reſtoring the ancient royal fa- 
mily. The exiſtence of ſuch a faction is proved from ſacred hiſtory, 
and its progreſs and fortunes deſcribed at large f. 


* Chron, 29. 22. + 2 Sam. 20. 


443 


The author, however, of the foregoing drama, does not preſume to 
decide on what form of Government was adopted by the Jews in their 
tranſition from a Theocracy to Monarchy, as the point has been much 
diſputed : the authorities produced by both ſides, and the points they 
agree in, ſeem a ſufficient baſis for ſuch a light, poetical ſuperſtructure, 
as he has ventured to erect. To the generality of readers, he hopes, he 


need not apologize for an amplificatiou of the ſtory of Uriah ; the beſt . 


apology he perhaps can make is, that the ſubject was recommended to 
him by a gentleman of diſtinguiſhed genius and taſte * whoſe liberality 
in encouraging others to enter on the ſame paths he has purſued him- 
ſelf, with ſo much ſucceſs, is as uncommon as his abilities, The ſtory 
itſelf muſt be owned to be highly inſtruQtive and intereſting, The 
author imagined it might be rendered ſtill more fo, by endeavouring to 
mark the commencement and trace the progreſs of guilt in the princi- 
pal character, and to bring into view ſome of its conſequences, within 
ſuch limits as the unity of the ſubject would admit. How far he has 
ſucceeded in the conduct, the ſentiments, and delineation of character, 
is not for him to determine, It is not the intention however, of the 
author to let it reſt under the load of imputations that are not juſtly 
due. —It has imperfeQtions enough of its own to anſwer for. It is ne- 
ceſſary, therefore, that he ſhould account for the following ſentiments 
in the character of Acuiroruzt, which at firſt ſight, ſeem highly ob- 
jectionable. Where he is introduced as pleading to David the neceſſity of 
Utlah's death, from reaſons of ſtate, he adds the following argument: 


+ Doſt thou not wiſh the obſtacle removed 

By any ſafe expedient ?-—ſcarch thy heart! 

— Examine well within l know thou doſt !—- 

But Heaven, that marks the movements of the mind, 
In equal balance weighs the guilty thought 

And guilty deed, Already is thy ſoul 

Deep-ting'd with blood in Heaven's impartial eye 
And ſentence paſt already ! What remains 

But give th' imperial mandate—And it's o'er? 

One act of penitence atones for all, &c. 


This was introduced with a deſign of expoſing a ſophiſtical argument 
which has often, it is to be feared, afforded ſomething like a tacit patro- 
nage to vice, 


* WIrLIA PRESTON, Eſq, + Act 4. Scene 3, 
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Of this doctrine, that the criminal iatention and the deed itſelf are 
equally culpable, advantage has been taken by the libertine in private, 
and more openly by a certain ſpecies of fanatics; the former pleads it 
to himſelf, to palliate his enormities, the others make public uſe of it 
in order to ſupport their pe uliar dogmas. The firſt pleads as an ex- 
cuſe for his licentiouſneſs, the infirmity of human nature, the others 
aſſert, that man has come out of the hands of his maker, or has made 
himſelf fo complete an adept in depravity, a machine ſo ſkilfully wound 
up for miſchief, that he cannot endeavour to aſſiſt his neighbour but he 
offends his maker, that his very beſt actions entitle him to celeſtial 
vengeance ; that when conſcience approves his ſeeming good actions, it 
is guilty of a pernicious fraud, for good works ar ſuch entitle a perſon to 
damnation ! * This, tis true, puts an end at once to all moral diſtinc- 
tions, and that old, exploded doctrine of the rule of right, and the unal- 
terable fitneſs of things, concerning which Clarke and Cudworth have 
given themſelves ſo much uſeleſs trouble. But it tends to promote the 
more commodious doctrine of ſalvation by faith «lone, ſupernatural aſ- 
ſurences of election or adoption, a much more comfortable opinion 
57 wan old troubleſome notion of the neceſſity of a thorough refor- 
mat ion in heart and life 

An inattentive perufal of a declaration of our Saviour's in the Sermon 
on the Mount, has given to ſome a ſeeming ſanction to this opinion, 

that the intent and aft are equally culpable, the words are well known, 
« toboever looketh on a woman to luff after ber, hath committed adultery with her 
already in his beart. It is obſervable that the guilt is not mentioned in 
general, but the degree of it is aſcertained with a mathematical accura- 
cy, (if one may be allowed the expreſſion) by the very words in the beart. 
---Theſe undoubtedly were meant to diſtinguiſh it as inferior to guilt 


* See Weſtley's laſt Sermon, with Mr. Vickars's Remarks. 
his doQrine ſeems to have ariſen (for it is not novel) 
from a miſconception of a paſſage in Thomas Aquinas, where that 
acute ſchoolman enumerates, with ſcientific preciſion, the ſeveral 
ingredients of a good action, any of which being detracted, the action 
changes its nature of courſe. See a debate on this ſubject, in Father 


Paul's Hiſtory of the Council of Trent, B, 2. 
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in ac. This interpretation ſeems ſupported by that remarkable ex- 
preſſion in another part of the goſpel, out of the heart proceed adulteries, 
murthers, &c. This expreſſion ſet, in contradiſtinction to the former 
ſeems to indicate a ſuperior degree of guilt. The communication of 
moral contagion to the mind of another, muſt even in the eye of rea- 
ſon, be a mere flagrant enormity, at leaſt, it muſt be more pernicious 
to ſoc ety than a criminal propenſity, which is confined to a ſolitary 
boſom, and makes a progreſs, viſible only to the eye of Omnipotence. 

The ſolemnity with which the great author of our religion points 
out the turpitude of the firſt criminal conception, may ſeem too great 
for the occaſion---but the expreſſion he uſes does not denote a tran- 
ſient, temptation but the guilt.of one, who deliberately, and contrary 
to his known duty, takes his ſtation in the precincts of danger, * 
and fixes his mind intenſely on the forbidden object. To thoſe who 
credit revelation, and are conſcious that the indulgence of criminal 
propenſities render us objects of averſion to ſuperior rational beings, 
the repreſentation in the text will carsy ſufficient convicton. To ſuch 
as conſider the dangerous encroachment of the paſſions, and the 
miſery they occaſion, when reaſon relaxes its government, the caution 
will appear highly neceſſary, The philoſopher, who examines only 
the intellectual and active powers of the mind, will allow the danger 
of ſuch indulgences, even when confined to thought, when he conſi- 
ders their baneful influence on the reaſoning powers. One of the 
principal duties of man as a rational creature, is, to exerciſe his judg- 
ment, to weigh things preſent, with things to come, to look beyond 
the object that ſolicits his immediate attention, to its remote conſe- 
quences, and determine as reaſon directs. By this exerciſe his ra- 
tional powers attain a daily addition of ſtrength and activity. Imagi- 
nation cannot at preſent, form any adequate notion of that compre- 
henſion of mind, which probably, in a future ſtate of exiſtence, will 
be the reſult of an habitual exerciſe and improvement of i, faculty, 
ſuppoſe we at pre ent take no more of kuman nature into our view. 
The ſelf-command, which muſt neceſſarily be the concomitant of ſuch 
an exertion, muſt give the intellectual faculty additional ſtrength in 
every ſtage of its progreſs. 

Let us now reverſe the tele cope, and figure to ourſelves in what a 
mean and degrading point of view a ration. | being muſt appear to 
ſuperior natures, when it ſuffers its faculties not only to Le clouded 


* BR ir looketh upon with continucd attention. 
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with paſſion, but contracted, enfeebled and perverted from their origi- 
nal deſtination !---Such a mind muſt have loſt even the power of exert- 
ing its firſt operation over its own notions, It cannot appreciate the 
value of ſuch objects as fall under its obſervation. It has loſt the 
power of comparing its own ideas, for it is ſo inviolably attached to 
ene, that it cannot carry its view ſo far, as to contemplate another in 
a comparative view, It is not eaſily conceived how the range of ſuch 
2 perſon's ideas can be much more extenſive than thoſe of the mere 
animal creation, Yet to ſuch a deplorable ſtate even of the reaſoning 
faculties, the indulgence of any one inordinate deſire unavoidably 
tends, if not controlled in due ſeaſon. With time, the difficulty muſt 
increaſe in proportion to the neceſſity of recovering what one may call 
the elaſticity of the mind, and, of repelling at the ſame time the 
inſurgence of the paſſions.---So juſt, even in a philoſophical point of 
view, is our Saviour's repreſentation of the turpitude and danger of 
the firſt, deliberate reception of a criminal train of thought, 
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HYMN TO SILENCE 


THE 


PRIZE POEM 


FOR THE 


YEAR ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED AND SEVENTY. 


FIVE, T. C. D. 


Try genial influence in the lonely hour 

I hail, O facred sI EVE] lo, the muſe 
In thy kind lap matur'd, now grateful pays 
Her ſong of retribution ! May it flow 
With unoffending ſoftneſs to thine ear !— 


No more let diſcord, thy rude foe of old 
With inroad wild and deſolating hand 


The meaſur'd deſcant mar! forbid his feet 
Bland goddeſs ! from that hallowed haunt, where late 
My raviſh'd eyes thy hermit ſteps beheld 
Tracing the lawn at eve, while all around 
The marſhall'd dew obey'd thy potent rod 
With ſoft invaſion o'er the fairy ſcene 
F £ 
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Stealing, and Night, thine ancient loy'd compeer 
Pleas'd thy dominion ſaw ! Oh thou moſt lov'd 
Of all the penſive ny;aphs ! vouchſafe once more 
That theme, which with an energy, divine 
Above aught vocal, thine enchanting power 
Did late impart ! For to the arduous taſk 
Of perfect recollection THov alone 
Art equal. By thy kind conducting hand 
Weak Memory led, unravels all the path 
Where late ſhe trode bewilder'd, whilſt thy veil 
Excludes th” annoyance of a buſy world! 
Or, if this great boon be deny'd, permit 
The mighty ſpirit of ſome Memphian ſage 
Who tended erſt thy temple on the ſhores 
Of Nile, and now, perhaps, with wonted guard 
Watches thy midnight throne, diſtin and loud 
To chant thine awful legend. Let him tell 
How, tendant on the deity, you rode 
Far into chaos, and, with potent charm 
(Felt thro? his ſtormy confines,) ſtill'd the roar 
Of fighting elements confus'd, and woke 
Onvts, at laſt, with thy ſoft touch, the foe 
Of the old Anarch, whom in viewleſs chains 
He held ſo long beneath th' oblivious pool, 
Ten thouſand fathom down. For this, of old 
In leſs degenerate times, thy deity 
With fanes was honour'd, and the myſtic pomp 


Of ceremonies, by no ruffian noiſe 
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Unhallowed, and thy gracious recompenſe 
Let him not leave unſung. How on the hour 
The genial hour of vacant revelry 

An unremitting guard thou ſateſt, nor oft, 
Did the quick ſally of ungovern'd joy 

Or vagrant ſhaft of keen, corroding wit 
Eſcape the ſacred door, to ſcatter wide 

The ſeeds of future rancour and affray, ; 
+ Then bid his notes ſwell with the Samian ſage 
Pythagoras, and his ſchool of old renown 
Where the green years of tender youth unform'd 
Heavenly Inſtructreſs ! paſs'd beneath thy ſway 
Great Queen of Silence, thine was all the train 
Whoſe converſe by the quick, alternate glance 
Was ſhot from foul to ſoul, diſdaining uſe 

Of clamorous organ, till, mature and full, 
Nurtur'd by thee, at length, they deign'd to ope 
The treaſures, hoarded in thy golden reign 

And bleſs, with ſpeech a long expecting world. 
Bur, in a gloomy and degenerate age 

When Virtue, by her Jong exerted taſk 
Fatigued, and downward menacing, at laſ 
To ſuperſtition ſunk, inglorious then 


The laws of the Sympoſrum, among the :n-icents, which fBjeted 


the perſon to infamy who diicloſed the converſation that paſſed at their 
banquets. 


+ The ſilence of the ſchool of Pythagoras is well known, which his 


pupils were obliged to obſerve during the firſt five years, 
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And deep degrading was thy ſad employ, 


To watch in convents dim the leaden look 

Of barren contemplation, or the hand 

Tracing a ſpiritleſs detail of facts 

Miſnamed His roa v, and oft Thy guiſe 

By ſacrilegious dullneſs was uſurp'd 

In hooded majeſty, to ſpread an awe 

O'er the unthinking crowd, miſled with eaſe 
By ſemblance vain of cogitation deep. 

YET not unuſeful was thy ſteady care 

Even then.—That power omniſcient (who ſurveys 
The gradual forming of the human race 

From ſavage to refin'd,) on THEE beſtow'd 
An office of high import, to preſerve 

Thoſe nobler monuments that bore the ſtamp 
Of wiſdom, by a length of years ſublim'd 
Far, far ſecluded from the ſcrutiny 

Of eyes profane, and apprehenſion's rude 
Leſt, madd'ning with the ſtrong ideas, thence 
Imbib'd, their zeal, all immature and wild 
Should prompt them to diſdain their lowly plight 
* And, aiming at perfection, idly mar 

The certain, ſlow procedure of that hand 
Which, with improvement, joins ſtability. 


* During the middle ages, the more valuable remains of ancient 
writings were generally unknown, or deſpiſed ; the final cauſe of which 
ſeems to have been what is mentioned above, viz, the prevention of 


premature innovation. 
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Bur, ſome, of ſpirit more inquiſitive 
And reſtleſs, daring with unlicens'd eye 
Thy yet forbidden treaſures to profane 
Quickly, with more than TeLamonian ftrength - 
DuLNEtss, thy new ally, ſtep'd forth, and wide 
Diſplay'd her deadly Meduſean ſhield 
A mirrour, by a necromancer's art 
With a ſtrange, faſcinating power replete. 
By TH1s the forms auguſt of ancient times 
Illum'd, all ſudden, as by ſome foul blaſt 
They ſeem'd to loſe each fair primeval grace 
And all appear'd a rude and ſhapeleſs mafs 
Unlovely to the quick, diſdainful eye 
Of diſappointed Fancy. Hence aroſe 
That cold contempt for every noble form 
Delineated there by hands divine *. 
Bur the Saturnian period ſaw, at laſt 
Thy gates flung open by the ſcept'red hand F 
And all the AxTs, in order, iſſuing forth 
Like the fiſt roſy progreſs of the morn 
From chaos, when the new-made planet roſe 
And at their head, with port of eminence 


In priſtine bloom renew'd, fair Po TRY 


* It was a common practice of the Monks, in the dark ages, to eraſe 


from an old manuſcript, a decad of Livy, or an oration of Cicero, and 
ſupply its place with ſome Saint's legend, or the decretals, when the 
materials for writing were difficult to be procured ; hence many ancient 
books were loſt. Mem. Petrargue. 


+ Revival of the arts under Leo the Tenth, 
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| | Like Hermes, to prepare the nations rude 

| By ſoft'ning ſtrains to take a nobler form. 
Hai. ! nurſe of holy Contemplation ! hail 
Mother of Science, thee the penſive ſage 

In moral muſings as abſorpt he fits 

Darkling, invites to heal the mental flaws | 

| Caus'd by th' invading paſſions of the day! 
And much thou canſt ! for thine is Reaſon cool 


Thine is Rrsol vg. To thee, fair virtue owes 
Her ſoarings moſt ſublime—Thou, and the night 
Alone were conſcious, when the MoHAL FIELD 
Was by the magic hand of Socrates 

Fenc'd with a mound of Amaranthine green 

Thou ſaw'ſ in NzwTox's mind, the figur'd world 
Ariſe, in faic idea, Thine are all | 

The ſecrets, to our priſon'd faculties 

Denied, O virgin of the modeſt lip! 

All unelate with learned pride, thou know'ſt 

The freight of thoſe rich ſquadrons of the ſky 
That ſteer their golden voyage overhead, 

And the nocturnal Heaven with glory fill! 

Ix sCENDING here, thy wounded ear imbibes 

The lonely voice of Sorrow, and the ſigh 

Of love-lorn youths and maids, with the deep groan 
Of him, ſore ſmitten by the midnight hand 

Of Conſcience, who his boſom's gem has ſold 

For pomp untaſted, riches unenjoy'd ! 

Goddeſs ! I ſee thee hang the penſive head 
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Deploring, as thou bendeſt to behold 
How he broods over his eternal wound! 
THENCE, borne on wing obſcure, the ſullen growth 
Of lurid rancour thou art bound to mark 
Yet Deſtiny's eternal law forbids 
One hint the death-devoted wretch to fave. 
ST1LL doom'd to watch, thou hear'ſt with dread alarm 
The ruthleſs, deep, repeated ſtroke of time 
Mining the mundane wall. Thou hear'ſt beneath 
The fiery deluge as it ebbs and flows 
Forming new dungeons in the ſolid globe 
Conflicting to and fro; and ſending oft 
Th' giant warnings to the trembling world. 
Not deſtin'd yet to burſt abroad in rage 
Till the laſt trumpet blows the ſolemn knell 
Of fad viciſſitude, depos'd, and led 
Captive, to grace the long, majeſtic pomp 
Of consUuMmMaAT10N, on her burning throne. 
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THE 


| GENIUS OF THE WHITE ROSE, 


THE 


FRIEE FORM 


FOR THE 


YEAR ONE "THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED AND 
SEVENTY-SIX, 


4 
The ubjecd of this piece is the reſignation of RicnaxD Duke of Voxx, 
to his uncle the Duke of Glo'ſter, by his mother, It opens with a 


ſoliloquy of the Genius of the Yorx family, on the morning of 
EpwaARD the Vifth's ſappoſed coronation, 


THE 


GENIUS OF THE WHITE ROSE, 


ON this glad ſcene what mortal change impends ? 
Why mourns the pomp along the public way ? 
What fun'ral gloom its baleful ſhadow ſends 
To blaſt the hopes of this diſtinguiſh'd day? 


« And ſee! amid yon venerable train, 
Rank after rank, that form the moving ſtate, 
Two ſpectres dim the herald's garb profane, 
And marſhal Edu ard to the field of fate! 


* Half ſunk, and deadly pale, the royal boy, 
The ſick plume trembling o'er his faded brow, 
Seems to recoil from the tumultuous joy, 
And mourns the boon the wayward fates beſtow. 
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«© The fraudful pomp the ſtern Vicegerent leads, 
Cov'ring his deep deceit in fair diſguiſe ; 

And tho? the ſov'reign call of nature pleads, 

The cruel victor ſcorus her potent voice.” 


+ May not a ſolitary life ſuffice ? 
Still further ſhall the waſte of carnage ſpread ! 
And muſt the ſovereign ſtem be wounded twice, 
And twice the royal blood by ruffians ſhed ?” 


& It muſt—for lo! another hand unſeen, 
With veil funereal ſhrowds the awful dome, 
Where, with her younger hope, the widow'd queen 
Claims the protection of a facred home.” 


& Lefs doubtful ſtill and deadlier ſigns enſue ; 
Lo! ſevering in the midſt, the cloudy veil 
Leaves to the ſun, in broad portentous view, 


A * window, fraught with that diſaſt'rous tale ;” 


« How jealous lre in infant blood was dy'd, 
And all the Jewiſh tyrant's + fruitleſs rage ; 
When, waging war with Heaven, he vainly try'd 


To quell the glory of the rifing age.“ 


© The holy infant ſoon a refuge found; 
Soon was his mighty father's arm diſplay'd : 


Painted glaſg—ſuppoſed in Weſtminſter Abbey. 
1 Herod, 
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But thee, fair branch of Edward's ſtew-renown'd, 
Ev'n in thoſe ſacred walls ſhall fate invade !” 


% And ſee! Heav'n's omens aid the ſign beneath! 
See! beaming on the #wins an influence dire! 
The warrior planet looks debate and death, 
And wayward Saturn joins his ſullen fire! 


« Tis done—my charge for ever I reſign !— 
But what avails the various fields of blood ? 
The many triumphs of the mighty line ? 
The combinations by their arms withſtood ? 


« Ah! race renown'd in vain ! in vain elate 
With many a trophy won by matchleſs might ! 

If by thine own fell hand, the pow'r of fate 
Sinks thy prond glories in eternal night !” 


Thus'mourn'd the Genius of the Pater Ros k, 
As hov'ring o'er the pompous, deep array, 

He ſaw young Edward, by his deadly foes, 
Led to his fate, a dumb defenceleſs prey. 


Sorrowing, he ſaw his tender pupillage 
Their blooming hopes to early fate reſign : 

When, his faſt riſing anguiſh to aſſuage, 
Appear'd the genius of th' aſcending line. 


« Behold me ſent,” he ſaid, © to clear away 

The ominous night that clouds thy hopes and thee ; 
And end the feuds of many a bloody day, 

When civil diſcord rag'd from ſea to ſea, 
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© Mourn not the royal boy's untimely doom; 
But hear the dread deſigns of ſovereign fate; 
Who, provident of ages yet to come, 
Ends the mad tumults of the guilty great. 


“The blooming males of Edward's regal brood, 
Each in his turn to deſtiny ſhall yield; 

That Mars no more may keep the iſle in blood, 
Nor Diſcord wave her flag in ev'ry field. 


Long by her cryel uncle woo'd in vain, 
The virgin heireſs of the royal line ; 

Shall ſee young Ricimond croſs the Gallic main, 
And on one ſtem the mingled roſes join. 


« See! where on Boſwort/'s plain the victor tow'rs ; 
The battle ſwerves beneath his proud controul : 

And ſee! th' uſurper hem'd by hoſtile pow'rs : 
How he breathes out his fell, indigoant ſoul ! 


« Nor thou, intent on partial views, repine 
The triumphs of a rival to ſurvey 
See! where in one their miagled glories join, 


And golden years ſucceed the dreadful day ? 


« Mean while, obedient to the ſtern commands 
Of fate, I go to claim the younger born 

Of Edward, from his weepug mother s hands, 
The widow'd Queen, of ev'ry hope forlorn ! 
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% With bloody meaning to invade thoſe bounds, 
Where hov'ring angels tremble as they gaze, 
Me, tho” no mortal born, with pity wounds, 
And the firm purpoſe of my ſoul betrays.” 


This ſaid, in ſemblance of a prelate hoar, 
The great vpholder of the Cefrian ſtate, 

Approach'd, with fatal ſpeed, the facred door, 
And enter'd, where the royal mother fate. 


With reverence meek, began the ſceming ſaint 


« Hail! royal mother of a mighty line, 


So may kind Heay'n your laſt petition grant, 
As you with gentle heart accord to mine !” 


« By me Heav'n claims the royal, guiltleſs child, 


Souls pure as his no low aſylum need: 
Meet are thoſe walls to ſcreen the blood-defil'd, 


Not him who never knew unholy deed.” 


« Here, brooding over his eternal wounds, 

Let the fad felon his lone hours employ ; 

But never be it ſaid, thoſe hallow'd bounds 
From fancy'd evil ſcreen'd a blameleſs boy. 


“ Shall every fear of wayward fancy's brood 
Give to this manſion a deſponding gueſt ? 
Shall ſacrilegious paſhons here intrude, 


And break upon the temple's holy reft ? 
? 
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© Shall guilt and innocence promiſcuous here 
Find an aſylum? Hence the thought profane ! 
Shall each alike the garb of penance wear, 
And pious fraud the holy preſence ſtain ; 


« Here let remorſe and ſorrow wake to weep, 
And purge their ſtains with penitential tears ; 
But let not hate her ſullen ſabbath keep; 
Nor ſquint ſuſpicion tell her fancy'd fears !” 
« Aſk him who ſent thee if my fears be true, 
(With royal ſcorn the lonely Queen reply'd) ; 
Aſk him who Pomfr-t's deadly ſecret knew, 
Why her ſad ſtreets with noble blood were dy'd ? 


« Aſk him, who with his ruffians holds in awe 
My ſon, yet mocks him with a royal name ? 
And, while his fell aſſaſſins o'er him draw 
Their ſnares, deep lulls him in a golden dream. 


« Yes! let that artful tyrant tell with pride, 
How o'er the church he ſtretch'd his iron rod, 
And bade her ſons in him alone confide, 
Daring with dreadleſs front to mock their God. 


« That God, who bids a mother's trembling heart 
Outreaſon all the ſages learned pride 

Bids nature drown the feeble voice of art, 
And menac'd lives from real dangers hide. 
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% But what avails a mother's trembling heart? 
Ah! what avails a mother's feeble pow'r ? 
L ſee the cloſe approach of murd'rous art, 
I ſee, alas! my Richard's fatal hour!“ 


* Yet with my ſon U 11 meet the ſtroke of fate! 
Together will we meet the tyrant's frown ! 
Our fall will raiſe his ſavage pride elate, 
And all his cruel machinations crown.” 


“And yet, ev'n yet, I'll truſt the bounteous power, 
That rais'd me humble to a royal bed ; 

That o'er my child, in this diſaſtrous hour, 
His kind paternal arm ſhall ſtill be ſpread.” 


&« Truſt in him ſtill,” the mitred form reply'd ; 
« 'Truſt him for better ſeaſons to enſue ; 
His meſſenger, I bid thy fears ſubſide, 
And open fairer proſpects to thy view.” 


« Not Gleſter”s vaſſal I, nor his command 
Sways me this holy taſk to undergo : 

Accept a pledge of faith, this ſpotleſs hand; 
1 come to his deſigns a deadly foe.” 


J come to ſave thy ſon ! for hov'ring nigh 
The tyrant's guards, on ſome black errand bent, 
Seem to regard thoſe walls with ſavage eye: 
Then haſte! fair mourner ! and thy foes prevent!“ 
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1 Full little would thoſe walls He ſcarce had aid : 
The trumpet blew the loud concerted ſign. 

« Oh! fave my fon !“ exclaim'd the Queen diſmay'd, 
« They come ! Oh! fave the laſt of Epwarv's line!“ 


She ſpoke : and, ſwooning, fell a lifeleſs corſe; 
In dark oblivion long entranc'd ſhe lay: 

And when her vital pow'rs reſum'd their force, 
The victor's hand had borne the Prince away. 


CWO ODS TO DK. 
PRIZE POEM 


FOR THE 


YEAR ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED AND 
SEVENTT-SEVEN. 


The ſcene of the following little piece is laid at Woops rocx, 
during the captivity of Elizabeth, who was confined there by 
her ſiſter Queen Maxx. 


WG O0- D 3'T © T1 


YE lonely ſhades, where Roſamond allur'd 
Her Henry's ſteps from Glory's paths to ſtray ; 
Where, in the roſeate bow'r of bliſs immur'd, 
Reckleſs, he ſaw his laurel'd pride decay. 


How brook'd the genius of yon ſolemn grove, 

His ancient haunts by lawleſs love profan'd ? 
Diſdain'd not his pure feet thoſe lawns to rove, 

Till late the“ lyre once more his preſence gain d! 


His magic lyre the mighty minftrel ply'd ; 
The liſt'ning Dryads to their haunts return d: 
A freſher verdure cloath'd the proſpect wide, 
And brighter hues the flow'ry banks adorn'd. 


* In the time of Chaucer, the father of Engliſh poetry, who was 


born near WooDsTOCK, 
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No trivial purpoſe bids his numbers flow ; 
No trivial gueſt thoſe hallow'd bounds await : 
Meek virtue here ſhall ſhun th“ impending blow, 
And here religion lodge her ſacred freight. 


Hark ! ſuperſtition lifts her ſavage voice ! 
See! kindred bands diſſolve, and love recede l 
The paſtor's hand th' imploring flock deſtroys ; 
And perſecution bares her ruffian blade ! | 


Ev'n mercy's ſelf forſakes the bloody throne ; 
The Queen, relentleſs, ſees a ſiſter led 
By alien hands, unfriended and alone, 

Where he rude piiſon rears her awful head. 


Thy gates, O Woodſtock! ope with ſullen ſound ; 
In diſmal view thy haggard walls appear ! 

Starting, the royal captive gaz'd around, 
And down her pale cheek ſtole th' unheeded tear, 


The jarring valves the ſtern attendants cloſe ! 
Her dreary lot the ſilent Princeſs eyes; | 

And as her fancy teem'd with future woes, | 
Thus burſt her paſhon intermix'd with ſighs: 


« Look down, great Henry ! from the realms above, 
If earthly cares can reach thy holy reſt, 

Behold the fruits of thine ill-omen'd love, 
Friendleſs, forlorn, by cauſelcſs hate oppreſt !” 


Mary. 
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4 Oh! would to Heay'n, thy unrelenting rage 
Had erſt involv'd me in a mother's doom; 
How eaſy death in that unthinking age, 
How ſoft the paſſage to an early tomb ?” 


« But now reflection points the coming blow, 
And mem'ry joins her keen, malignant light ; 
I ſee the deadly purpoſe of the foe, 
And deprecate in vain the dreadful ſight !“ 


* But who ſhall dare her private woes to mourn, 
When bleeding ExGLaAxnDd pours the gen'ral groan ? 
When pale religion points to C AN MZR! urn, 
And holy frenzy guards the bloody throne ?”” 


« IIl-fated England! unſubdu'd before! 
*Tis thine to ſuffer, and tis mine to weep; 
In vain the frowning cliffs protect thy ſhore, | 
And vain, with all her ſtorms, thy circling deep.” 


„ Thine inbred foe, the demon of the ſoul, 
Converts thy ſceptre to an iron rod ; 

Soft pity ſinks beneath his dire controul, 
And the proud Hierarch dares belie his God.” 


* Rome's abject hirelings now infeſt the coaſt, 
Where erſt the hardy Roman learn d to fear; 

Where * Gaul's proud victor ſaw the Britiſh hoſt 
Mock the keen light'ning of the lifted ſpear.” 


* Julius Cæſar. 
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4 But now, even hope forſakes the mournihg plain, 
No friendly ray pervades the ſettled gloom ; 
The proſpect lours beneath the frown of Sear, 
And ſilent nations wait th' impending doom.“ 


While thus the royal maid her ſorrow ſpoke, 
Night ſtole unheeded on her riſing woes; 
And ſlumber lock'd her ſenſe, but fancy woke, 


And, in her dreams, an aged minſtrel roſe. 


A tuneful harp of antique form he bore, 
Dreſt like the bards of old, a quaint attire ! 


And tho? long years had ſnow'd his temples o'er, 
His eye preſerv'd the poet's genuine hire. 


And this the awful prelude of his ſong : 
Hope ſhall reviſit ſoon the mourning plain 
Even now thy name yon heav'nly choirs among 


Reſounds, the future ſoy'reign of the main. 


« Heay'n-ſent, thoſe once-lov'd bounds my ſteps invade ; 
Thy cauſeleſs grief commiſſion'd to expel ! : 
Of old a “ tenant of this fairy ſhade, 
Where oft my wood-notes wild were heard to ſwell. 


FA. 


1 Here, + warlike Hexnxy his unhelmed brow 


Would oft recline to liſten to my lyre; 


#. Chaucer, + Henry the Fourth of England, 
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Oft would his * ſon his genuine race avow, 


And ſhew faint glimm'rings of his future fires. 


Vet to have pleas'd the royal ear of old 
Seems poor ambition to my preſent charge; 
Of fate the glorious purpoſe to unfold, 
And ſhew the counſels of the ſky at large. 


% Trac'd by the awful counſels of the ſky, 

Two paths of glory to thy choice are giv'n ; 
Mark ! as the viſions flit before thine eye, 

And may thine option meet the ſmile of Heav'n,” 


He ſaid; and ſoon, obedient to his wand, 
Wide o'er the proſpect ſpread an iron gleam ; 

The throng'd pavilions hide the martial ſtrand, 
And in the air unnumber'd enſigus ſtream. 


But lo ! the croſs of England waves afar ; 
The banded millions mix in mortal fight ; 
And, hov'ring oer the wide-extended war, 


The foe of mankind ſoars with ſtern delight, 


Thoſe + to ſuſtain, and theſe to overthrow 
Th' imperial enſign, toil in bloody fray ; 


* Henry the Fifth, 


+ Succeſs of Elizabeth in ſowing diſſention among the French and 
Scots, her enemies, Sce Hume and Robertion, 
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And till the deadly conteſt ſeems to grow 
Where'er the winds its crimſon folds diſplay, 


Where'er the fiery meteor ſeems to wave, 
In civil rage the broken bands disjoin ; 
Loud diſcord's voice is heard around to rave, 
And buſy fiends the ſocial tyes untwine. 


Then the ſtern ruler of the azure deep, 


Scem'd o'er the ſcene his triple mace to wield ; 


The wild waves ſpread around, with murm'ring ſweep, 


And ocean hid the late enſanguin?d field. 


Around the ſtormy capes the fleets, far ſeen 
Advancing in a line, for battle form; 
And now, a narrow interval between, 
They meet with loud ſalute and dire alarm! 


The flaſh, abrupt, foreruns the brazen roar 
Reſponſive thunders roll around the bay; 

The ſulph'rous vapour ſpreads from ſhore to ſhore, 
Hiding the horrors of the doubtful day. 


* The curtain'd clouds divide ; a fcene appears 
Of flames, and driving wrecks, and recent gore | 
Eliza's name the gale in triumph bears! 


Eliza's name reſounds from ſhore to ſhore ! 


Defeat of the Spaniſh Armada, 
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Diſtant at length the martial notes decay, 
And ſoon the whit'ning fails are loſt to view; 
With ſilent ebb retires the peaceful ſea, 
And ſmiling ſummer clothes the fields anew. 


Fair ſeem'd the ſcene, but unſubdu'd and wild, 
With, Bere ad there reclin'd, an uncouth ſwain, 

Who, with rude ſongs, the vacant hours beguil'd, 
Or, muſing, hear'd the pebbled rill complain, 


Sudden the deep and lonely woods among 
Was heard the ſolemn muſic of the lyre; 
The rude tribes crowd around the magic ſong, 

And rapture ſeem to catch the heav'nly fire. 


Nor caught in vain ; for o'er the ſavage ſenſe 
Mild reaſon ſeem'd to ſteal with gentle pace: 


New habits grow, and new deſigns commence, 
As on the nymph the thronging ruſtics gaze. 


Alma her name, her golden locks betray'd 
Her race deriv'd from him who rules the day; 


A. pearly zone her azure veſt upſtay'd, 
Giv'n by the ſov'reign whom the floods obey. 


Her voice explain'd the leſſons of her lyre ; 
Her fainted look enforc'd the heav'nly ſong : 
Her lectures ſeem'd new wiſdom to inſpire, 


And mould the inſtin& of th' admiring throng. 


* Eſtabliſhment of the Univerſity in Dublin. 
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Soon o'er the fields the congregation ſpread ; 
A milder aſpect ſoon adorn'd the plain; 


Inſtant before their ſteps diſorder fled, 
And Ars and CULTURE follow'd in her train. 


Scatter'd around, the jocund hamlet roſe, 
And, girt with harveſts boon, the village gay, 
W ide-ſtretching mounds the echoing main oppoſe, 


* And cities far their ſpiry pride diſplay. a 


Above the reſt a ſtately pile was ſeen, 
And iſſuing radiant thence a choſen band, 

+ Who mark d in meaſur'd lots the ſmiling green, 
And portion'd to the ſwains their deſtin'd land. 


Some, when rude conteſts roſe the ſwains among, 
With healing words diſpell'd the riſing jar; 

And ſome were taught with ſoft mellifluous ſong, 
To chear their toils beneath the ſultry ſtar. 


Some taught the ſeaman to direct his prow 
O'er the broad Main, by mild Arcturus led ; 

And ſome explor'd the ſecret depths below, 

| To find what nature there in filence bred. 


Some o'er the glebe induc'd the kindly ſhow'r, 
Haſt'ning the tardy ſpring with potent pray'r ; 


* The College + Mathematicians. } Stateſmen and Lawyers. 


& Pocts. || Aſtronomers, I Natural Philoſophers, * Divines, 
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And when the wintry ſky began to lour, 


With Heay'n-taught voice beguil'd the pangs of care. 


The ſcene ſmil'd lovely, and in ſmiles withdrew ; 
The bard alone remain'd, and thus began : 

« Theſe future proſpects op'ning to thy view, 
Tis thine, with Heav'n- directed eye to ſcan.” 


« Either on conqueſt's purple wing to riſe, 

Or deck with peaceful hand the ſavage plain; 
To raiſe Old England's flag in hoſtile ſkies, 

Or nobler realms, with peaceful arts, to gain.” 


« Tis thine to chuſe”—* Nor be the choice delay d, 
Sudden, tho' ſtill entranc'd, the maid reply'd ; 

« Be mine to triumph in the peaceful ſhade, 
Far from the dazzling pomp of martial pride.” 


« His captive legions let the victor ſhew ; 
Be mine the empire o'er the willing ſoul ; 
The veteran bands of vice to overthrow, 


And ignorance and error to controul.” 


« Be mine to rule the ſilent, ſtudious train, 

Who form the manners and the man refine : 
Whoſe milder glories own no guilty ſtain, 

Whoſe peaceful brows no bloody wreath entwine. 


% Thus myriads yet unbora ſhall gladly own, 
With unbought praiſe, my long remember'd ſway, 
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And, plauſive, hail my acapemic THRONE, 
When trophied arches fall, and urns decay.” 


Some new PyTHAGoRAs then may boaſt an eye 
To trace the deeper wonders of the ſphere ; 

Some TuLLy's thunder ſhake the northern ſky, 
And pour conviction 6n the gen'ral ear.” 


« Some kindly hand may bid the laurel ſpring, 
Even in yon drear uncultivated ſoil ; 

Some friendly patron teach the muſe to ſing, 
And deathleſs ſtrains reward the gen'rous toil.“ 


She ſpoke : and thus the gentle bard reply'd : 
Still may you thus protect the gentle muſe ; 

Lo! Heav'n, by me, hath thus thy judgment try'd, 
And mark'd, well pleas'd, thy far-extended views. 


« Alike in arts of peace and martial might, 
Old England's genius dooms thee to excell :” 
He ſpoke—and mingled with the ſhades of night ; 
His lyre ſymphonious ſent a ſweet farewell. 


NI S 


Par Fe es 


TO THE 


FOLLOWING FEM 


Tre deſign of the following rhapſody is, no leſs to inveſtigate the 
progreſs, than the perverſion of the ſpirit of liberty, the means by 
which it may be converted to the moſt beneficial purpoſes, will thence 
preſent themſelves to the mind by an eaſy inference. In order to at- 
tain a clear conception of the ſubject, a few previous obſervations are 
neceſſary on the different aſſociations of ideas by which mankind have been 
governed in the different periods of ſociety. One of the firſt of theſe 
prejudices was the idea that affluence and its ſuppoſed concomitant, 
happineſs, were invariably connected with power, and power with con- 
queſt.— Hence, in order to ſhare the glory and the emoluments of the 
conqueror, numbers were eaſily perſuaded to range themſelves under 
his banners, This aſſociation of ideas reigned paramount for many 
ages—nor has it yet loſt its influence over the imaginations of men. 
From the power of religion over the mind, the potentates of the earth 
ſoon perceived that, by the aſſiſtance of that mighty engine, they could 
beſt ſecure their dominion, As pure religion was the beſt ſupport of 
Ociety, they eaſily perceived that its corruption, ſuperſtition, would Le 
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of admir.ble uſe to the eſtabliſhment of tyranny, Under the preſſure 


of this complicated machine, human nature groaned for many centu- 


ries and even yet, where deſpotiſm is eſtabliſhed in the South and Eaſt, 
it owes its dominion principally to its alliance with Mahometan and 
Pagan ſuperſtition, During the darkeſt ages of Chriſtianity, when 
eccleſiaſtical and civil tyranny met in the Zenith, the human mind, ſome- 
times by feeble endeavours, and ſometimes by ſtrenuous efforts, took its 
opportunities of aſſerting its native privileges. It was a circumſtance 
peculiarly favourable to thoſe iſlands, that by a combination of inci- 
dents, the Monarch was induced to lead the way in reſcuing his ſub- 
jects from the rigorous yoke of eccleſiaſtical bondage. Our ſpiritual 
emancipation brought in what was wanting to our temporal delive- 
rance, and the venerable fabric of our conſtitution, preſeryed, or reco- 
vered its original ſplendour. The ſituation of affairs on the Continent 
were not ſo favourable, Eccleſiaſtical and civil tyranny ſtill exiſted 
there, in undiminiſhed majeſty. But though the body was depreſled-; 
in ſome the mind recovered its freedom, and formed by degrees a new 
eſſeciation of ideas. It ſaw the miſchiefs of ſuperſtition, It perceived its 
connexion with tyranny, and, confounding the notions of ſuperſtition 
and religion, it laid the faults of the depraved child, to the venerable 
mother. Hence the deplorable prevalence of that infidel ſpirit, now 
called philoſophy in a neighbouring kingdom, The people there, hav- 
ing by one violent effort, obtained their liberty, and in their rage, not 
diſtinguiſhing the uſeful, from the noxious, vented their fury againſt 
every thing relating to their old eccleſiaſtical eſtabliſhment, and level- 
led the whole fabric to the ground. How far they have emancipated 
themſelves from the dominion of what is uſually called religious and 
moral principles I will not pretend to ſay, the world will judge from 
their actions and the ſentiments which have been uttered in their 
public aſſemblies: Yet, ſuppoſing ſome of theſe accounts to be exagge- 
rated, enough has been aſcertained to demonſtrate the miſery which 


attends a ſtate where the primary obligations are forgotten or over- 
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looked. Hence, it may be hoped a new a/ociation of ideas will ariſe, 
and as men have been led, from the co:nexion of ſuperſtition with ty- 
ranny, to entertain unjuſt ideas o religion, ſo now, by the connexion 
they may obſerve between irreligion, and ſuch flagrant inſtances of 
human depravity, with its attendant miſeries, they will learn, no 
account of its effeQs, to hold the cauſe in juſt abhorrence, and regard 
rcligion as the beſt ſecurity to happineſs. 

The danger in this caſe is, that the evils which muſt neceſſarily at- 
tend ſuch a great convulſion, will be laid to the charge of the genuine 
ſpirit of liberty, which always has been underſtood to conduce beſt to 
the happineſs of ſociety, and the dignity of human nature. But to 
this charge the anſwer is obvious: the nobleſt energies of the mind 
may be perverted, and its moſt dangerous propenſities, may do much 
miſchief under their ſemblance, If zeligion has been abuſed, and if ſu · 
perſtition, under her diſguiſe, has been the cauſe of ſo many calamities, 
it is not wonder ul, that anarchy and licence have ſanQihed their enor- 
mities with the name of genuine /iberty—but true liberty is not on that 
account to be accuſed of evils of which ſhe is not the cauſe, and a due 
vigilance over the ſanctity of our conſtitution ought to be, eſpecially 
at this criſis, carefully diſtinguiſhed from the pernicious attempts of 


faction. 


H h 


THE 


ERIC FORM 


IN FOUR IRREGULAR ODES. 


ODE THE FIRST. 


THE 


SHEPHERD'S DREAM. 


I. 


* TRENCH the turf, and delve it deep 
«© Raiſe my camp's eternal mound 

« Build the long embattled ſweep 

« Flanking wide the vale profound! 

«© Point the paſſes, dark and dread 

«© Where my free-born ſons afar 

« 'Thund'ring down, with meaſur d tread 
&« Oft ſhall turn the tide of war 

« Encamp ye ſtorms ! on yonder brow 

% Tow ring o'er the Leman wave 

“ Doom'd to whelm the hoſtile prow 

© That dares her ſacred flood to brave.“ 


Fxteepom thus to Nature ſpoke 
When the Alpine range aroſe 


* The ſcenery of this Ode is taken from Switzerland, 
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Lopg ere frore Aquilon ſhook 
O'er their height his virgin ſnows. - 


II. 

Cradle of heroes ! hail ! 

Hail, proud hills, whoſe giant arms 

Of marble mold, repell the ſtorms 

From the high-favour'd vale. 
All hail ! ye cloud-capt mounds, which nature gave 
To check the proud barbarians headlong range. 
To ftem the northern tide's impulſive wave 
And fave the happy tribes from ſudden change 

There like thy blue expanded lake 

That drinks the Arar and the Rhone, 

Thy native tribes a tincture take 

Of thoſe who from a colder zone 


In daring ſearch of ſunnier vales 

In thy deep glens a ſhelter found. 
And yet, the dauntleſs ſtock prevails 

Old Leman's lawny borders round 

Before, the frontier Jake extends 


Swept ever by the mountain gale, 


Rude ranger of her awful deep, 

Whoſe high-commiſſon'd whirlwinds keep 
From the vext ware the hoſtile ſail. 
Behind the Alpine barrier bends, 

Here Jux A4 from his high cerulean brow 
Surveys an hundred realms below 

There $10x lifts his cloudy cone 

Aſpiring to the midnight moon 
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Cradle of heroes! hail ! 
O'ex thy proud ramparts to the welkin pil'd 
The awful ſound of revolution goes, 
Oft, ſhadowing their eternal ſnows 
Fell Tyranny hath wing'd her vulture flight 
Nor on thy green vales dar'd to light 
Scar'd at Fxttpom's dauntleſs eye 
That flaſh'd defiance thro' the ſky. 
Southward ſhe wheel d, from her undaunted foes ' 
On tamer tribes to prey. 
WHEN ancient Rome, with wild affray 
Saw her new-rais'd temples fall. 
Thou“ Helvetia! lent thine aid, 
From thy vales, fermenting deep 
Revolting from their iron ſleep 
Oer thy hills, the living tide 
Swept the aftoniſh'd vales in ſurging pride. 
Deſponding mute and ſtill 
Jove trembled for his hill, f 
Suppreſt his thund'ring pride, 
And laid his bolts aſide. 
To them what were his mimic fires 
Who from old Cenis awful ſpires 
Or from Pennino's breezy brow 
Heaven's light'ning oft had ſeen with dauntleſs eye 


Glance along the frozen ſky, | 


* Invaſion of Italy by the Gauls, defeated by Marius, 


+ TheCapitol. t The Glaciers, 
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Whoſe figur'd fabric ſtrode the ſunleſs vale below, 
Nor had the Tullian thunders more prevail'd 


The fate of Rome, by Heaven withheld 
Had yet the ſtart of yon revolving ſphere 


Before the deftin'd year, 

But Tyzanny with wild alarm 
Beheld the coming form 

And fer:, miſtruſt and breach of faith 
(Her favourite miniſters of old) 

'The bold confederates, bent on death 
Diſband, by Roman arts controll'd. f 
SHE call'd her Cæſar from his dark retreat, | 
Not “ in looſe numbers wildly ſweet,” 

And ſent him forth to ſearch the ſource 
Whence thoſe ills deriv'd their force. 

He, as a chief whoſe troops inveſt the wall 
Of ſome beelaguered caſtle ſtrong, 5 
Wanders, the ſhelving hills among 

To find the ſpring, whoſe ſubterranean maze 
The garriſon's fierce thirſt allays, 


And keeps alive the war. 
Thus, to the climes that front the Boreal ſtar 


He took his dauntleſs way. 


Junction of the Allobrogie Galls with Catiline Ciſcried, and pre- 
vented by Cicero, &c. Salluſt. 


Expedition of Cæſar in Gaul, his prevention of the Helvetic mi- 
gration and conqueſt of that warlike people. Cal.r Com, . 


489 
Juſt as from wild Appenzel's yales, 
From Berne and Uris' watry dales, 
And Bafil's meads, and Leman's ſtrand, 
Burſt away the countleſs band. 
Pent in their narrow glens they long had mourn'd, 
And for an ampler range of glory burn'd. 
The demons of deſpotic ſway, 
With ſtern regard, from Sion's height 
Saw the torrent burſt away, 
And bade their Cæſar check its flight. 
Back to its ſource he bade the living torrent flow, 
Back to its ſource the living torrent flow'd 
The ſmother'd flame indignant glow d 
Ages long of torpid woe.— 
III. 
Long centuries of chearleſs gloom 
Like a live lamp laid in a tomb, 
It burn'd, and now the raging north 
Had call'd again the conflagration forth. 
But ere it blew, the demon of the ſoul 
Had ſtretch'd his ſway from pole to pole 
And, not content, with iron rod 
To fink to ſlaves the ſons of God. 
His Mulciberian arts refin'd * 


Forg'd the ferters of the mind, 


Eſſects of papal ſuperſtition, which in ſome re ſpects, prevented the 
good conſequences which might have attended the irruption of the 
Goths. 
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Bade his demons from the deep 
Profane at will the curtain'd ſleep 
Diſplay the bleſt Elyſian bowers 
The ſentenc'd dead, the burning ſhores. 
The filver fee, the ſanguine ſcourge 


That reſcued from the flaming ſurge 
And Mammon kept the door 
Diſguis'd in bumble fiſher's weed. 
Like him of old by Heaven decreed, 
To call the Gentile world from Jordan's hallow'd ſhore. 
And here the demons * too were found | 
Who on Bœotia's flow'ry bound _ 
And Athens, erſt with myſtic rite 
And orgies wild profan'd the night. 
The archimage in faintly ſtole array'd 
And ſhe, like Una, heavenly maid ' 
By wicked wiles, ſeductive art 
Allur'd the crowd of ſimple heart. 
They, + in the ſymbols given to memorize 
The dread event on which they built their faith. 
Behold with faſcinated eyes 
Like Egypt's ſons, a vegetable god 
Spring in the green blade, flouriſh in the ſtem 
And load, with ſeeming life, the bending ear, 
At the lying wizard's word 
A ſpell-wrought banquet crown'd the board, 


— 


* Bacchus and Ceres. 1 


+ Effects of the doctrine of tranſubſtantiation 
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The grape's red juice became the vital tide 
Streaming from their Saviour's fide. 
Bland Ceres? gifts, by holy fraud 
Inſtinct, with myſtic life, became 
Emanuel's rent, and agonizing frame 
The living cates, receiv'd within 
They taught, had power to cleanſe the taint 
Of new-committed fin 
And of a murtherer make a ſaint. 
The crowd in fancy, ſaw their bounteous Lord 
And, hoodwink'd by the charm, they ſwallow'd and ador'd. 
Repentance chang'd to mimic rites 
To mutter'd prayers, and eaſy flights 
The penal maze they trode with pain 
And haſten'd back to fin again. 
Or, was the penitent of wealth poſſeſt 
The pious magian ſooth'd his holy fears 
With ſovereign touch, the ſilver wand 
Dry'd the ſalt ſpring of ſalutary tears 
And calm oblivion touch'd his wounds with torpid hand. 


The magic rites the fancy fir'd 
Of the initiate train inſpir'd 


* 


Wich viſions new of op 'ning glory 

And, ſhow'r'd like manna, heav'nly grace 

Like him“ who erſt in fabled ſtory 

At Jove's on banquets found a place. 
CemenTED now by magic {light 


— 


* Tantalus. 


© 


492 

Threat'ning to ſtretch her ſway from pole to pole 

Deſpotic o'er the ſoul. 
Beneath the moon the fabric roſe 

Sacred to Hades and old Night 
And low'r'd defiance on her ancient foes. 

But lo! the turns of fate 
By night it roſe and by a dream it fell, 

The edifice of hell ! 


*T was ſomething more than fancy's plaſtic power 


That fir'd the sLUMB'RING BorY's extatic thought 
(Whether in him the ſoul of ATazns' ſage“ 
Walk'd again this earthly ſtage, 

Or old Elijah's wrath at rites profane 
Led him to leave the ſtarry plain) 
And held him high, by holy rapture caught 
Above the haunted vale a 
Unfam'd by many an hideous tale 
Of midnight ſpectres ſeen 
Sweeping o'er the dewy green. 
THEerE many a baleful ſimple grew 
Batt'ning in the midnight dew, 
Two ſpectral forms he there beheld 

Wand'ring round in vapours blue 

The powers they ſeem'd, whoſe names of old 
The Pagan world ador'd 

The harveſt Queen, the vineyard's Lord, 

His bowl's red juice the Bromian King 
Temper'd at Lethe's lurid ſpring 


* Socrates. + Bacchus, 
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(For there a branch of Lethe ſeem'd to riſe 
Portentous from the nether ſkies) 
The wizard thus, and in her ſhadowy lap 
The witch was ſeen to crop | 
The ſeeds of Lotos * where it ſeem'd to grow 
In many a goodly row. 
She mixt it with the golden grain, 
She fann'd it with her myſtic vane. 
IV. | 
A gorgeous temple in his dream appear'd 
And there an altar high was rear'd 
And there the magic cup, the venom'd feaſt 
Inviting every gueſt. 
The ſuppliants came, they gorg'd, they quaff'd 
And Folly rav'd and Frenzy laught, 
Bland Superſtition's trickling balm 
Shed o'er each mind an hely calm. 
Conſcience felt the deadly wound 
And ſank in vap'ry trance profound. 
He wakes—he hears the fancy'd bell 
That call'd the madding crowd 
Diſtinct and loud 
Again he hears 
And hardly truſts his trembling ears 
Again the brazen ſummons ſounds 


Again his trembling ear it wounds 


* Which cauſed the companions of Ulyſſes to forget their native 
country, See Odyſley, I. 12. 
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He joins the blind devoted train 

He enters now the opening fane 

He ſees the magic bowl once more 

The cates prepar'd with myſtic lore 

Where, as he gorg'd the magic food 

The haughty mortal ſeem'd a God. 
Heaven had purg'd the ftripling's eyes, 
Or active fancy drew 
Again to his aftoniſh'd view 

The natives of the nether ſkies. 

Flaſhing anger, pale ſurprize, 

Alternate froze, alternate glow'd 

On his pale cheek as he ſtood 

And © oh,” he cry'd, © forbear, forbear !” 


(The crowd their oriſons withheld) 
«« See the frandful phantoms there 


„ Whoſe ſway the ancient world bewail'd 
They mix their dark ſpells with the faintly rite 
And haunt the holy roof in Heaven's deſpite 
See Ceres there, and Bacchus ſtand 
«© The magian with commiſſion'd wand 
« Deals on this forbidden ground 
„ His fell demonian charms around.“ 

&« In league with fell deſpotic ſway 

% He bends your free-born ſouls to tremble and obey. 
« Seize him,” the Flamen cry'd 

(His boſom burning with pontiſic pride) 

« Haſte, bring that youth ! ſome imp of hell 
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« Bids his demonian frenzy ſwell 

« Haſte, exorciſe the latent peſt 

« That harbours in his heaving breaſt 
« And interrupts our heavenly rite ! 

« url him to Hades and old Night.” 
The Miniſters obey d the ſtern command 
And ſeiz'd the youth with potent hand 
The Prieſt his mutter'd ſpells began 
And o'er his incantations ran, 

The ſacring bell began to toll 

To diſengage the lab' ring ſoul. 

In vain—his eyes began to glow 

His giant nerve repell'd the foe 
While, from the full vaſe ſprinkled frore 
The ſacred lymph bedew'd the floor. 
With vigorous arm he daſh'd around 
The lifted croſs, - the vaſe profound. 
The magic book he hurls afar 
And all the ſacerdotal war. 

Proſtrate on earth in wild affray 
Around the pale aſſiſtants lay 

Sudden, the ſtrange contagion ſpread 
Revolt and faction rais'd its head 

The madding crowd, as well as he 
Clearly ſaw, or ſeem'd to ſee 

The demon gods of ancient days 
Partners of celeſtial praiſe. 
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| And from the fane at once recoil'd 

| Following their youthful guide, like Moſes, to the wild. 
I 

| With more than moonſtruck rage tyrannic power 
| 


Bann'd aloud the luckleſs hour. 
| % Oh! had I been content,” he cry'd, 
| « With war and ſlaughter by my fide 
« To truſt the trenchant ſword alone 
| © Nor call for ſuccour to the gown 
Nor let their cobweb arts eſſay 
« To lead the multitude aſtray, 
« Even ignorance, to thought unus'd 
« Feels its implicit faith abus'd. 
« But haſte, ye Miniſters of mine, who wield 
' « Far other and more deadly arms 
Nor vainly truſt to futile charms ! 
« Purſue the fugitives, purſue 


| | While yet the bold revolt is new od 
| «© While yet it lies in woods conceal'd me 


| th 
| | « Ere thro” the long Helvetian vales |; 


% This home-bred lunacy prevails. 

« Call to the Tiber, Seine, and Loire 

To quench the riſing flame, to join their liquid ſtore 
* And bid my favour'd Elbe and Rhine 

« To aid my cauſe their force combine.” 

Inſtant, his legions heard their Lord 

Havock rous'd her northern horde 

Diſcord fires the kindred trains 

And Leman's lake with crimſon ſtains. 
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Freedom with religious faith 

Mongſt the ſhadowy cliffs combining 

Feed the fray with magic breath 

Bright conqueſt now to this, now that enclining. 
Murther now, with ſtealthy pace 
Wand'ring thro' the midnight gloom | 
The bold reformer holds in chace 

To mark him for the tomb. « 
Safety is there for him no more | 
Tho? his faction ſtill ſurvives 
And the bleſt energy to other realms derives, 

Yet ſtill by civil conflicts toſt 

Religion's patron ſeeks a ſafer coaſt 
And in the northern ocean dips his oar. 


* InſurreQtion in Switzerland, headed by Zuinglius the reformer. 


+ There 's, it is owned, ſomething of anachtoniſm in the foregoing 


ode, Religion had very little immediate influence on the firſt com- 
mencement of Helvetic liberty, which happened ncar a century before 
the reformation ; whatever ſhare the latter revolution might have had 
ia the ſubſequeut eſtabliſhment of the Helvetic conſtitution, 
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ODE THE SECOND. 


THE 


SHEPHERD'S NUPTIALS. 


I. 


* CITADEL of freedom, hail! 
Majeſtic riſing o'er the tempeſt-beaten main 
Who to the perſecuted train 
On every blaſt, from every ſhore 
Where regal frenzy dips his foot in gore 
Giv'ſ an aſylum in thy waye-worn pale 
And beckoneſt with dumb welcome o'er 
The far-diſcovered fail ! 

And not for nought,—for ſoon at hand 

Yon pinace furls her fail, the Exile ſeeks the land. 
Oh England ! if thou lik'ſt to ſleep 

In tranquil ſlumbers folded deep 

And hateſt proud innovation's name, 

Her lifted ax, her brandiſh'd flame, 


England. 
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Send, oh ſend, again to ſea, 
The moody wanderer far from thee [ 
For this is he whoſe chanted pſalm 
Broke old Uals holy calm 
In Berne the flag of freedom wav'd 
And Rome's cowl'd ſquadrons ſingly bray'd 
Loog'd the charms that lock d the mind 
And from thick films the mental eye refin'd 
The chief to thee is fled, but leaves behind 
Diſcord's rage that drowns the wind 
Fierce debates, and wordy wars 
Faction's feuds and kindred jars. 
Till dear-bought freedom ſends again 
Her holy calm to bleſs her mountain reign. 


II. 

Has no ſign his coming told 
No cauſe the refluent ſurge controll'd. 
No meteor fir'd the angry air 
No comet ſtream'd a length of hair? 
Time ſhould now affrighted ſtand 
His idle weapon in his hand 
The ſun ſhould halt in mid career 
To ſee the wond”rous birth appear. 
His coming by no ſign is told 
The refluent ſurge is uncontroll'ds - 
No meteor fires the angry air, 
No comet ſtreams a length of hair, 
Nor Time aſtoniſh'd ſeems to ſtand 
Nor holds his ſcythe with idle hand, 
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Nor halts the ſun in mid career 

To ſee the wond'reus birth appear. — 

The ſimple train, that ſees him land 

With ruſtic welcome line the ſtrand, 

Nor, tho” he wears a look ſevere 

His unthought coming ſeem to fear, 
For not on them“ his coming lours 

Who paſs their ſpotleſs hours 

In hamlets poor, an haraſs'd train 

Up the hill, or o'er the plain. 

No—yonder Flamen's proud abode 

Fanes, which belie the name of God 

Cloiſter'd cells, where priſon'd deep 

The mental powers in Lethes' ſleep 

Repoſe, or pamper'd paſſions rave 

Like pent up ſtorms in ZEol's cave 

Where Luxury pants, and oft by ſtealth 

Draws a blinded nation's wealth, 

They may fear, but they are drown'd 

By wayward Fate in ſleep profound 

Nor mind (by torpid Sloth ſubdued,) 

The menace of the mountain flood 

Fed by many a ſecret rill 

As the dews of evening ſtill. 

But ſoon the thund'ring tide will ſweep 

Their golden harveſts to the deep | 


* Influence of the Reformation on the liberties of England, 
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And yonder ſnows, that, hoarded high 
For many a winter ſeem to lye 
Shall join the torrent's rapid flow 
And lay your haughty fabrics low 
For now the ſtranger in the wild 
Late from Unis“ bounds exil'd 
Far withina ſacred glade 
Where hawthorns grew, a fenceful ſhade 
Found a weeping widow, late 
* Sever'd from her faithful mate, 
Her faithful mate, by cleric ſpite 
(She thought) had ſunk to endleſs night, 
And now reſoly'd to quit the ſhore 
The reliques of their ancient ſtore 
They glean'd, reſolv'd to croſs the main 
With her young blooming orphan train 
Of theſe, a maid with heav'nly charms 
The ſtranger's rugged boſom warms. 
His ſuit the young Helvetian preſt 
And form'd an intereſt in her breaſt. 
The matron heard the lover's prayer 
And ſoon conſenting bleſt the pair. 
She ſeem'd her longing to retain 
Of following Fate acroſs the main, 


* Origin of the puritanic ſpirit occaſionally augmented by a commu- 


nication with Geneva, and from a diſlike of eccleſiaſtical government, 
cauſing frequent emigrations to New England and Pennſylvania, dur- 


ing the reigns of James the Firſt and Charles, 
Sec note at the end of the volume, 
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Yet ſtaid, till Time her round had run 
And the bleſt exile claſp'd a ſon, 
Short liv'd joy, to angniſh turn'd ! 
Soon his loſs the parents mourn'd. 
Whether by vagrant thieves purloin'd 
Who chanc'd the wand'ring boy to find, 
Or moonlight fays (from bleſs exil'd) 
Who fear'd the fortunes of the child 
Not yet was known, And loud and long 
His parents wail'd, by anguiſh ſtung 
And both at once devoutly ſwore 
To leave that ſad, ill- omen d ſhore, 
They hoiſt the ſail and court the wind 
Leaving their ELDEST HoPE behind. 


III. 


Their ELDEST HOPE, an ancient crone 
Had borne away to glins unknown. 
Skill'd in witching love was ſhe 

Her cot was by the ancient Dee, 
Ancient Dee, of wizard name 

Where till the fays their ſabbath claim, 
There, beneath the moony light 

O'er the watry mirrour bright 

Oft he ſaw his fires advance 


Gleaming in the lunar glance, 
Warriours old of Saxon brood 
Who the tyrant ſway withſtood. 
Now in wild, expreſſive ſtrains 
Bloody fields and broken chains, 
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Oft, and oft, he heard them ſing 
Circling round in mazy ring. 
The boy attends with ſparkling eyes 
To dauntleſs deeds of high emprize, 
And ſhed th” infuſion full and deep. 
Now of heavenly truths ſhe tells 
Taught in hamlets, and in cells 
By the Arimathæan old 
Wafted here in times of gold. 
Nothiog now he ſeems to breathe 
But ancient freedom, ancient faith, 
Ancient laws, and ancient tales 
And fpreads them thro? the liſt'ning vales, 
Like his reſtleſs fire of yore 
Round old Leman's winding ſhore. 
Soon the ſimple ſwains began 
To crowd around the wond*rous man 
And propagate his rapt*rous ſtrains 
O'er Britannia's liſt'ning plains. 
Deſpotic power, with wild alarm 
Call'd her levied bands to arm, 
And bar'd her blade, and wav'd her brand 
To drive the rebels from the land. 
Captivity diſclos'd her glooms 
And peopled all her noiſome rooms. 


* Tyranny of the Star Chamber and High Commiſſion Courts, 
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But Bondage, ſword, and Fire were vain 
To cruſh the ſtill encreaſing train, 
Who claim'd their rights, and knew their force, 
Their BARD had taught the ſacred ſource 
From which they drew their charters old 
By ancient M nemon's care enroll'd. 
But ah! too feeble is my ſong 
To ſing the conflict ſtern and ſtrong, 
The ſtratagems, the rage employ'd 
The mighty quarrel to decide. 
And now the roving muſe the flight explores 
Of that deſponding pair who left Britannia's ſhores. 


The epithet d:fpotic will not be thought too ſevete for the 12 firſt 
years of Charles Firſt's reign, diſtinguiſhed by arbitrary taxation, and 
a diſuſe of Parliament, 


ODE THE THIRD. 


run * 
SHEPHERD'S VOYAGE. 


I. 


SHOULD ſome ſtrong hand unmoon the ſky 
And ſpread from Demogorgon's loom 

The curtain deep of Stygian gloom, 

Nor leave a ſtar, with twinkling eye 

Our wand'ring planet to illume, 

(Except ſome meteor broke the ſable woof, 
Shot thro' Heaven's umbrageous roof ) 
*T'would ſhew, our world's lamented plight, 
Sunk in Slavery's thickeſt night, 

When Freedom's ever-moving tide 

From our ſadden'd ſhores retir'd 

Except one favour'd land, where fate conſpir'd 
To bid the doubtful bleſſing ſtill abide, 

Like the ſtar that rules the flood 

She bade her retinue obey 
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The ſhadowy throng her call purſu'd 
And mor'd in order weſt away. 
* Heſperia's groves obedient bow'd 
As the pomp aerial paſt, 
As o'er Oſwego's tranquil flood 
Her breezy robe the goddeſs caſt, 
ith murmurs low the foamy waters curl'd 
\nd hail'd the miſtreſs of the we ſtern world. 
The genii of the woods and waves 
The ſpirits of the hills and caves 
Her preſence felt ; the ſavage tribes 
Each the ſacred power imbibes, 
But intelleQyal light alone 
Could give the Queen a ſtedfaſt throne 
Cecropia's old and equal laws 
Rome's well digeſted code, and Alfred's ancient ſaws. 
| 
Religion too, ſeraphic maid 
The goddeſs call'd to aid, 

Then to the climes from whence the day-ſpring flows 
Where the confed”rate powers of heaven and earth 
Matur'd of old the intellectual birth, 

Where blooms the citron, and, the palm tree blows 

She look'd for aid, for with the riſing ſun 
The dawn of ſcience firſt begun, 
And with ſlow progreſs verging weſt 
The world's revolving ſhores like travelling ſummer bleſt 


* North America, 
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And ſee, the fated barque at anchor wait 
Ordain'd from ſhore to ſhore to cull her precious freight, 
The broad Atlantic firſt ſhe ſkims, 
® Zibalterras ſea-beat brims 


She leaves, and many a far fam'd iſle 
To where Emanuel clos'd his earthly toil— 
Thence, North by Weſt the winged veſſel teery 
And from each Dorian, each Ionian coaſt, 
Climes renown'd in ancient days 
Themes of everlaſting lays 
A willing exile bears, 
Thro' ſeas, by many a Land emboſs'd 
To + Luna's port ſhe plows her liquid road 
Thence, by Maſſilia, thro' the midland flood 
Then ſtems the tide to Calpes ſtrand 
To Britain thence, by Fate's command 
Where on the ſhore the youthful ſtranger ſtood þ: 
Deſponding on his wayward fate 
With him his young and lovely mate 
Ready to paſs the foaming flood, 
The veſſel moor'd 
They haſte aboard, 
The laſt of that heaven-deſtin'd freight. 

1 | 


Now, *twixt the old world and the new 
Suſpended, like that favour d crew 


* Old name of Gibraltar, + On the weſtern coaſt of Italy, 


See Ode 2d, - 
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Who mann'd the ſacred planks by Heaven decreed 


To fave the laſt remains of mans devoted ſeed, 
They hover on the Atlantic deep. 
Ah ! would the banded Weſt but riſe 
And drive them back to Dover's ſteep 
Ere old Columbus gain the prize ! 
In vain the wiſh, in'vain the prayer! 
They go, tranſplanted to a kindlier mold 
Where warmer ſuns ſublime the year 
Before our vales their blooms unfold !— 
As Egypt fooled, from the weſt 
Forgetful of his Indian bed 
In new-born ſtate triumphant dreſt 
| Another ſun ſhall lift his head 
And eaftward turn his ardent face 
And backward tread th' ecliptic way 
The muſes ſhall attend his race 
And all the arts in bright array. 
Hyperion's ſon ſhall wond'ring view 
His glittering rival croſs his car, 
His ſteeds of mere ethereal hue 
Whoſe footſteps fire the ambient air. 
Of 1ipen'd fruits Hyperion boaſts 
The ſpreading palm, the ſparkling gem 


| - Ihe golden hoard, the ſpicy coaſt 
3% The offspring of his potent beam. 
Not ſo, the lord of intellectual light 

He bids the pureſt germs of genius bloom 
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Which chaces from the mind Cimmerian night 


And bids Virginia's warriours equal Rome. 


See ! how the riſing zephyrs breathe away 
Yon envious clouds that hide his ſapphire throne ! 


See, Tyranny beholds with dire diſmay, 
And flies before the God from zone to zone. 


IV. 


But oh! preſumptuous muſe ! detain 
The frenzy of the riſing ſtrain— 
Vet, but the dubious dawn is ſeen 
O'er th' Atlantic wavy green, 
Columbus” world in ſoft repoſe 
Yet no ſtartling ſignal knows, 
For yet her heavenly gueſts on alien ground 
Roam in diſguiſe like weary pilgrims round, 
Yet, where they walk, the lawns extend 
Deſolation leaves the path 
And, with leſs ſavage wreath 
The woods around the hills their leſs'ning umbrage bend 
The wood nymphs forc'd to leave the ſtrand - 
Left a fearful curſe behind, 
And ſee it ſettles o'er the land 
It blackens in the wind! 
Hovering o'er the old world far 
Brews the ſtygian ſtorm 
The god of battles climbs his car 
Oppreſſion, avarice, factious rage 


Fanatic feuds, by many an age 
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Narſt to a giant form 
See ! where their victims crowd the ſtrand 
Some from the preſſure of the tyrant's hand 
Some by the ſpectre Want purſue'd 
Some, by the reſtleſs ſpark within 
Impell'd the watry wotld to roam 
Impatient of a ſettled home, 
Or by ſome ftroke of cruel fate, 
Hapleſs love, or tuthileſs hate, 
Doom'd to truſt the fickle wind 
And leave their loves, their cares behind. 
Each fiery ſpirit check'd at home 
Or pent in deep oblivion's gloom, 
There hop'd an ample range to find 
For th' excurſions of the mind. 
With joy Oppreſſion ſaw them go 
And ſmooth'd his formidable brow 
When thoſe, he deem'd the demons of the ſtorm 
Who us d to ſpread the wild alarm 
And oft unſettled all his ſchemes 
And often broke his golden dreams 
Were gone, ſhe hoped again to know 
The halcyon days of bliſs below, 
As when Aſſyria felt his rod 
And Perſia own'd an earthly God. 
Nor more the Spartan fife to hear 
Deadly muſic to her ear. 
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But inſtead, ſome courtly ftrain 
In Lydian meaſure breath'd to ſoothe his tyrant reign. 
V. 

Oh! ill advis'd ! becauſe the parched vale 
Riſes in duſt beneath the Orient blaſt. 
To think the weſtern ſtorm no more will ſwell 
To lay at once thy waving harveſt waſte ? 
That power which keeps the air in equal poiſe 
And bids the viewleſs current ebb and flow, 
Who now bids Auſter load the humid ſkies 
And now Aquilon ſift his virgin ſnow. 
That power, for wiſer ends has ſent the ſcourge 
Of lawleſs power this weeping planet round, 
He'll waft again his exile o'er the ſurge 
And nations tremble at her Clarion's found. 
When he would call ſome great event to birth 
To ſtartle heaven, and ſhake the ſons of earth, 
He bids men's ſelfiſh views the fabric raiſe 
And from his ſtormy rage elicits praiſe. 

He calls the mental beam away 

To the ſource of endleſs light 

The paſſions hail the welcome night 

And domineer with furious ſway. 
Then drives the veſſel of the ſtate 
On the rocks of mad debate. 
Deſpotic power, in the fierce conflict ſpent, 
To fill her faint, exhauſted veins 
Quaſfs the life-blood of the ſwains. 


| 
| 
. 
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The ſwains at laſt reſent 
And their rous'd vengeance ſweeps away 
At once the plunder and the prey.. 
Thus man, by others harm untaught 
Learns moderation from his own diſaſtrous lot. 


VL 


And thou, perfidious Gaul 
That lend'ſ thy weak hand to thy neighbour's ponderous fall 
And ſwell'ſt the loud alarm afar 
Where Boſton breathes revenge and war 
+ 11] does thy feeble pipe, with tuneful ftrife 
Aſpire to join its ſounds with Sparta's fife. 
Yet long enur'd to themes of glory 
Soon it leaves the Lydian meaſure 
Learn'd in ſcenes of courtly pleaſure 
Ere freedom op'd her wond'rous leaf of ſtory. 
O brainſick men! to think each laviſh tool 
Will come from this tremendous ſchool, 
With the ſame habitudes he felt before 
On your voluptuous, ſmooth, ſeductive ſhore. 
No—like the fam'd Trophonian grot 
Where oft the ſons of dance and ſong 
At their firſt entrance friſk*d along 
Then viſited the world with alter'd ſober thought. 
1 hy merry ſlaves are taught another mood 
In yonder folemn groves beyond the flood. 
Like Britons now they learn to think and feel, 


And in the tyrant's face to lift the light 'ning ſteel ! 
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Thee too and thy arts of yore 
Felt by that Helvetian ſwain, 
The Leman lake's reſounding ſhore 


Mourn'd thro? all her wide domain. 


Him tho' thy dark, pernicious arts annoy'd, 
And drove to Britain, thence to Georgia's wild; 
And thought the ſpirit- ſtirring race deſtroy'd, 
The parent lives, tranſplanted in the child. 


* Machinations of the French againſt the liberties and religion of 
Switzerland; and the perſecutions of the puritans in England; ſet on 


foot partly by French politics. 


- 
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ODE THE FOURTH. 


THE 


SHEPHERD'S RETURN. 


I. 


WHro yon fated pipe beſtow'd 
On that wayward ſhepherd boy ? 
Hark! he charms the liſt'ning crowd 
Where yon hill ſalutes the ſky! 
From Helvetian race he comes, 
Of that haughty line is he 
Which relentleſs Fortune dooms 
Still to range from ſea to ſea. 

On yon hill he takes his poſt, 
Where advancing, van to van, 
Leagu'd againft the freeborn hoſt 
England's legions ſweep the lawn. 
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Hark! the moody minſtrel plays 
Freedom beats the jocund round, 
While, unſinew'd by his lays 
Britain ſtands in torpor bound. 
Soon the tints of memory fade, 


Glory warms her ſons no more; 

Factious feuds their ranks invade, 

Selfiſh aims, and pleaſures lore. 

Strange effects of mingled ftrains ! 

Here in phalanx firm unite, 

Levied new, the ruſtic ſwains, 

And like veterans, brave the fight. 

Blindfold there their foes invade, 

Thoughtleſs march, and thoughtleſs fall; 

In the gloomy ambuſcade, 

Like a net, ſurrounding all. 

Rouſe, Britannia, rouſe to arms! 

See another foe appear, 

Gallia joins the loud alarms, 

Point anew thy dreadful ſpear { 

Again, old England's native courage glows, 

She pours vindictive on her ancient foes. 
+ Haſtings draws the lineal ſword, 

By brave Plantagenet, in ſlaughter dy'd. 


* Oppoſite effects of the ſame education and ſentiments of liberty, in 
the Engliſh invaders and the American defenders. 


+ The preſent Earl of Moira, then Lord Rawdon, deſcended from 
the Royal Family of Plantagenet, by the line of Clarence. 


516 

When flying Gaul in vain her ſaints implor'd 

And drop'd her libid pride. 

But all in vain, 

The wily train, 

Avoids the coming foe ; 

His rage beguiles 

And mocks his toils, 

And wards the lifted blow, 
Reft of her conqueſts, by their uſual art, 
Britannia mounts the deck with vengeful heart ; 
Reſolv'd, fince all her toils by land are vain, 


To vindicate the waves, and chace them from the main. 


II. 


And now, perfidious Gaul, to vaſt deſigns 
Expands the powers of her ambitious ſoul ; 
In fancy now ſhe graſps Potoſi's mines, 
And rules the weſtern world from pole to pole: 
And many a province, for her equal meed, 
In thought ſhe claims, rapacious as of old, 
When fad Alſatia ſaw her ſhepherds bleed 
And Belgia's plains a tale of carnage told, 
But when the Guardian of the clime, 
Heard from her cloudy throne, afar, 
The murmurs of the ſinking war; 

From her ſeat ſublime 
She watch'd the future births of time, 
And ſaw the dangers dread, and near 

To her nent realm appear: | 

a 
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Then, verging like the ſetting moon 
To the fount of Niagar, | < 
As the pale night's witching noon, 
The mighty mother bent her car. 
She call'd the Power who ſends the flood 
Down the loud reſounding ſteep, 
Before her face the viſion ſtood, 
Like blue miſt ſteaming from the deep. 
% Haſte,” ſhe cry'd, “ your yFaRENT POWER 
« Seek beneath the briny wave, 
« Revolutions charge the hour 
« Man's beſt rights his aidance crave. 
«© Tell the Loops, when you convene 
1 In the palace of your fire, 
© Rapid Rhone, imperial Seine, 
«© Reed-crown'd Scheld, and viny Loire. 
« Tell what Freedom here has done, 
% And give to each this ſovereign juice 
« Gather'd in the night's pale noon 
6 And bid him in his ſtreams infuſe. NE 
% Mingled with the nation's bowl, 
« Soon their fervent ſons ſhall feel 


" 


* From the reſtleſs ſpirit of the French, it may well be ſuppoſed that 
if their former government had contiaued the jealouſy of deſpotiſm 
might have induced them, at ſome period, to endeavour to weaken the 
power of the American Union, by open or ſecret means, if Providence 
8 not interfered in favour of the United States, by giving the French 
iberty. 
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« Roman energy of ſoul 
* And proudly graſp the Freeman's ſteel.” 


III. 


The ſpectre ſtretch'd his ſhadowy kak 
And the magic mixture took ; 

Of potent drugs, from many a land, 
Flowers from fair Ilyſſusꝰ brook. 
Roots that love the rocky mound, 
When the royal Spartan bled, * 
Herbs that ſpring on ſacred ground 
Where the ſoul of Brutus fled. 
Panſies pale that love the bourne 
Where Eurotas' naiads ſtray, 
Daffodils, that ever mourn, 
Where the {laughter'd Wallace lay. 
King-cups fair, profuſely fed, 

By the chiding brook that flows 
Round the ſkirts of Runnimede, 
Where Britannia's Freedom role. 
Thus, ſurcharg'd, be left the ſteep, 
And ſunk beneath the beating brine, 
Where the ſeniors of the deep 
Round their hoary King combine. 
Then he dealt the limpid prize 

To his brethren, firſt decreed, 
When they ſought the upper ſkies, 
Freedom's naſcent ſtem to feed. 


* Leonidas, s + Near Athens. 
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To check Ambition's wide-encroaching ſchemes | 
By the fierce influx of domeſtic woes, . 
And break the purple tyrant's golden dreams, 
By the dire tale of ſubjects turn'd to foes. 
IV. 

Hence the goddeſs to her charge 
Over foreſt, over plain 

Haſtens to the ſea-beat verge 

Of her wide Atlantic reign. * 

Thence the ſhepherd boy ſhe brought 

Viewleſs to her ſhady grot, 

Bade his ringlets flow with grace, 

Breathed the cherub in his face; 

Taught his pipe a ſofter ſound, 

The ear to ſoothe, but not to wound, 

Then, amid the Gallic train + 

Led the blooming boy again, 

The victor Gaul reſigns his arms 

And claſps the minſtrels heavenly charms : 

See the vett'rans thronging round 

All careſs the wond'rous boy; 

Soon his pipe's enchanting ſound, 

Fills their hearts with frantic joy. 

Ah ! the ſoldiers little know 

While upon his charms they gaze. 


* America, 


+ By theſe are meant, the French troops in America, during the 
late war, 
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That ſtar. like eye, chat front of friow, 
And his mien's ethereal grace. 
Little do they dream what ills 

His infectious preſence brings; 
What a charm his pipe inſtills, 
Fierce revolt, and hate of Kings 
Cupid, not ſo ſierce a flame, 
Wak'd in fair Eliza's breaſt, 
When the fair Sidonian dame 

That inſidious child careſt ! 

Now the groaning deck he climbs, 
Her proud charge the veſſel bears, 
While his pipe and ruſtic rhyme, 
Soothes the ſeamens raptur'd cars. 
Now the fated veſſel moors 

On fair Gaul's unconſcious ſtrand ; 
Faſhion's vot'ries crowd the ſhores, 
Faſhion hails him come to land. 
Faſhion ! proud fantaſtic Queen 
Fond of every foreign toy, 


— 


Wilt thou dote upon his mein, 
Canſt thou claſp a ſhepherd boy? 
Soon upon the banks of Seine 
Royal eyes ſhall weep the day 
When thine ear, fantaſtic Queen 
Liſten'd to the ſhepherd's lay ! 
Yet, ye Nobles ! tho' his lay 


* Sce Virg. En. 1, 
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Grates upon a courtly ear, 


Drive ſuſpicion far away, 

Show no daſtard ſigns of fear. 
No, ah no- with gentle words, 
Soothe the wayward boy awhile; 
Dream no more of binding cords, 
Open force, or latent guile ! 

Let him wander at his will, 

Let him chant his ſimple ſong 
And from thicket, glade, or hill 


Charm at large the ruſtic throng ! 
For he is of that wand'ring race 


Bleſt with unſuppreſſive might, 

Erſt they gain'd that ſovereign grace 
From the ſource of life and light. 
Dungeon deep, nor caſtle ſtrong 
E'er ſnhall fee him brook the chain; 


Soon the baſe intended wrong 
Viewleſs aid ſhall render vain. 


See! like attraction's world-pervading might, 
Soon as the general ear has drunk his lay, 
Regardleſs of their tenements of clay 

Their ſpirits preſs to him with fierce delight ! 


V. 


But now the Monarch's jealouſy is rous d, 
The royal lips pronounce his doom; 
The wand'rer from his ſimple cot unhous'd 


Is borne to ſigh amid the dungeon's gloom. 
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The echoing vaults were ſaid to ſhake 
When firſt the ſwain was lodg'd below ; 
And ſome beheld the turrets quake 
Preſageful of their overthrow. 
And to the moon, full many a martyr'd ſprite, 
Wan tenants of her cells, in ancient days, 
Stole a ſhort reſpite from the realms of night, 
And ſung in ghoſtly quires, a ſong of ſolemn praiſe, 
The morning came, the pipe was mute, 
That us'd to wake the new-born beam ; 
The crowd who lov'd to hear his flute, 
By ſpreading oak, or falling ſtream ; 
Trac'd his ſteps, nor ſought him long 
By inſtin& led, or black ſurmiſe, 
To thoſe imperial rampires ſtrong, 
W here, ſhut from day, the captive lies. 
Within they heard, or thought they heard, 
The ſhepherd's morning roundelay ; 
Whether their hopes ſome ſpirit chear'd, 
Or Fancy charm'd their doubts away. 
As when old ZEol's ſignal ſhrill 
A wakes the wind's inteſtine rage, 
And heard from high Olympus' hill 
Breathes the loud ſummons to engage. 
So the tide of frenzy roſe, 
So the haughty wall they ſcale, 


Soon their oft repeated blows 
Shake the proud relentleſs jail. * 
* The Baſtile. 
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Hark ! again the pipe is heard, 
« Bring the engines, bring the flame.” 
Freedom thus her cohorts chear'd 
Hurrying on with loud acclaim. 
Soon the ſimple ſtrain is loſt, 
In Bellona's thund'ring ſound ; 
Soon theſe walls, the tyrant's boaſt, 
In long ruin ſpread the ground. 
Now the ſhepherd ſwain is free, 
Loud reſounds the plauſive ftrain, 
From the bounds of Normandy 
To the Scandinavian main ! 
When the ſun begins his race 
Cynthia ſinks in weſtern gloom — 
Soon a King ſhall take his place 
And in woe his days conſume. 
Soon a Queen ſhal! mourn the day, 
Doom'd in durance long to ſigh. 
Ah! how dear a price ye pay, 
Ye who ſcorn'd the ſhepherd boy !— 


VI. 


But he that loves the wild extreme, 

To ſwell the ſoft breeze to a ſtorm, 

And bid the gently winding ftream 

With giant ſweep the ſylvan ſcene deform, 
Combin'd with him, whoſe jaundic'd eye, 


Hates aſcending worth to ſpy ; 
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Their baleful arts combine 
To blaſt the great deſign. 
One in the cup of Freedom throws 
That infernal drug, which grows 
In the verge of Stygian gloom ; ' 
Foſter'd by Cerberean foam, 
(Mingled with Echidna's gall, 
*Tis quaffed in Demogorgon's hall. 
Where by the gleam of moon-ftruck eyes 
Flaſhing o'er the nether ſkies. 
Riot's grieſly bands advance, 
And Anarchy conducts the dance. 
Chaos with his hundred choirs, 
Still the moody maze inſpires.) 
The nations pledge it round and round, 
And deem the cup with bleſſings crown'd ; 
Till the poiſon fires the veins, 
Strings the nerves and ſeethes the brains. 


VII 


His brother ſiend, to looſe the ties 

That faſten mankind to the ſkies, 

Haſtes the ſhepherd boy to find, 

Where, under ſhade, the youth reclin'd, 
Sitting, like a rural King; 

His brother captives in a ring, - 
Hail the hand that ſtruck the blow 

Which laid the houſe of bondage low ! 
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To him the wizard thus began :— 
« Never will the rights of man 
« Find a baſis deep and broad, 
« While the ſons of holy fraud 
« Hold their title by the charm ; 
« Whoſe narcotic powers diſarm 
« Every function of the ſoul. 
« By terrours feign'd above the pole, 
« See them in their ſtation high, 
* Pretended Lords of earth and ſky ; 
„ Diſpenſiog life, diſpenſing death, 
* In a breeze of mortal breath. 
“Then they range in black array 
Guardians of deſpotic ſway. 
« Haſte and drive them from their poſt, 
« Haſte l or Liberty is loſt!“ * 


VIII. 


Tur $Wwain beliey'd, his pipe he blew, 
And ſoon appear'd the frantic crew. 
(For now the deep envenom'd bowl 
Had fir'd to madneſs every ſoul.) 

The fiend that came in Freedom's maſk, 
Urg'd them to the bloody taſk. 

Rapine ſhew'd the glittering ſpoil, 

The fruit of many an ages toil. 


* Sce ſpeeches of Dupont, and others, both in the Aſſembly and 
Convention of France, | 
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Beneath the ſtartled eye of noon, 

Beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 

Their deeds profane the ſacred light 

And add new horrours to the night. 

But wand'ring muſe, reſign the lyre, 

Such deeds would fright the virgin quire, 
They aſk a deeply plaintive ſtring, 

Strains that the hardeſt heart could wring. 

Old Avon's matchleſs bard could paint alone 
The bloody pall that hovers o'er the throne [— 


Written during the tryal of the late unfortunate King of Franco. 


ON THE 


BIRTH DAY 


OF THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE ELIZABETH, 


COUNTESS OF MOIRA, BARONESS 
HASTINGS, &c. &c. 


APRIL IOth, 1791. 


THE tempeſts late, whoſe giant call * 
Awoke the furies of the deep, 
When Quiet fled, with ruffled pall 
And wild Amazement baniſh'd ſleep. 
Are gone—and now, the white-wing'd hours 
In peace purſue their trackleſs courſe. 
o more the found”ring crews? diſpairing cry, 
or woods reſounding fall, nor torrents roar, 
or the loud tumult of the plaintive ſhore 
e chorus of the midnight hour ſupply. 
Ill would thoſe ſounds and ſcenes become 
That ſacred, calm, and vernal night, 
(Brooding o'er the tender bloom) 
When firſt Et1za ſaw the light. 


* Written after a ſeries of very tempeſtuous weather. 
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For no rude paſſions vex her ſoul, 

No darkneſs clothes that tranquil ſcene, 

In halcyon calm her moments roll 

And all is light and peace within : 

Except when Sympathy's too poignant dart 

Invades, with barbed ſhaft, the feeling heart. 

For, not in liſtleſs eaſe reclin'd | 

This ſublunary ſcene ſhe views, 

But ſtudies ſtill to make, or find 

Fit means her virtues to diffuſe : 

And tho' in dignity retir'd 

No more ſhe deigns an earthly court to grace, 
Tho' ſtationary, ſtil admir'd, 

The habitant adorns the place. 

Tho' lonely now, Eliza ſeems to mourn, 

Her ſphere, of kindred minds, diſperſt afar, 

Soon ſhall the radiant lig again return 

And circle round the bright, maternal ſtar, 

Yet, ſtarting from its lucid ſphere, 

+ One lamp of love has found its way 

(SELINA ! check the falling tear!) 


To the fair dawn of heavenly day. 
Soon ſhall the conſtellation glow 


Attendant on the central throne. 
(| 


* During a great part of this year, the family (except the Connteſs * 
of Moira) were in England. | . 

t Alluding to the death of the Hon, Lady S. F. Forbes, daughter to 
the Earl of Granard, | 
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O may they each, in time, beſtow 
Light on a ſyſtem of their own. 
Then each in honour's radiant ſphere. enſhrin'd, 
May their ſweet influence far, like her's, extend 
Still bright'ning on from kindred mind to mind, 
Till, like yon orbs above, their kindling virtues blend. 


LI 


ON THE 


B12 T/H DAT 


OF THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


THE 


COUNTESS OF MOIRA, BARONESS 
HASTINGS, &c. &c. 


APRIL Idth, 1792. 


I. 


WHILE yet the meſſenger of ſpring 
Faintly hails the riſing year, 

While yet with ſtorms the foreſts ring 

* And the pale pleiads from their {phere, 
For Nature's tints of v-cnal hue 

Blank ſcenes of deſolation view ; 

While Diſcord loads the paſling gale, 
Or Sorrow's plaintive tones prevail: 
While many a Prince of Bourbon's line 


- Lamenting roams along the Rhine, 
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Or wafts his plaints to Cæſar's throne, 
And calls his tardy legions on. 2 
Fate ſmiles ſevere, and mocks their traſt, 
For Cæſar's * ear is ſtop'd with duſt. — 
The pitying muſe the fading proſpect ſees, 
And from th? unreal ſcene her pinions plies 


To find where living virtue warms the breeze, 


And baffling the bleak year, perfumes the northern ſkies. 


II. 
+ While BovkBox, yet a petty thane, 
Was loſt in Gallia's martial train, | 
And Auſtria's fires, unnam'd, unknown 
Their homage paid to Suevia's throne ; 
Champions of Heaven, renown'd in days of yore, 
Eliza's regal fathers brav'd the field, 
And ſheath'd in arms, to Jordan's hallow'd ſhore, 
Led the long triumphs of the Red Croſs ſhield ; 
Or by the claims of honour fir d. | 
Or in their country's cauſe inſpir'd ; 


* Alluding to the death of the Emperor Leopold. 


+ The firſt notice we find, in hiſtory, of the family of the Bourbon, 
fs in the year 1381; when James de Bourbon, Count de la Marche, 
was ſent againſt the Gaſcons, by John, King of France, and defeated. 
Their union with the Royal Family of Navarre (which opened their 
way to the crown of France) did not commence till 2bout the end of the 
th century; whereas the branch of Haſtings, by the medium of the 
family of Navarre, are deſcended in a right line from Charlemagne, — 

For an account of the family of Auſtria, ſee Sully's Memoirs, vol. I. 
b. I. Notes. 1 | 


332 
Call'd on their bands in harneſs bright 
Againſt ſome tyrant's lawleſs might. 
Their mild munificence, of heavenly birth, 
The fofterer of neglected worth, 
With all the kindred virtues, rais'd, refin'd, 
By circling Time's deſpotic ſway, 
Are centred in their noble daughter's mind, 
Like gems, that drink abſtracted light, 
Dawning thro” the waſte of night; 
Or round the flowing robe diſplay d, 
Or midſt the locks of ſome diſtioguiſh'd maid, 
With mingled beams, ſalute the eye, 
The abſence of the ſun ſupply ; 
Or in his preſence make a double day. 

III. 


And, while the fairies of the mine 
Below, ſhall courſe the wand'ring beam, 
And with the breded light combine 

The central, deep, chryſtalline ſtream; 
Still thine honour'd line ſhall live 

And propagate her worth along. 

Fair theme of many a future ſong ! 

It boaſts no frail, material ſource, 

Nor Nature's blind, and plaſtic force 
The genial power, that forms the Mix d, 
The unſpent energy aſſign'd. | 
Thro? civil diſcord, calm repoſe, 

Thro? Nature's harmony and ſtrife, 


O 

"i 
Still, ſtill, it kindles as it goes 
And gains new powers of light and life ; 
And, with accelerated ſpeed 
Along the path, by Heaven decreed. 
Still may the circling pomp its luſtre lend 
To many a plauſive age to come { : 
Then, (when yon ſun has quench'd his fires) 
*Mongft the full empyreal choirs 
In Heaven's eternal dome ; 
At the dread conſummating hour 
Claiming their everlaſting power, 
May Heaven's great jubilee behold its winged virtues blend. 


ON THE 


9.4 


OF THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE ELIZABETH, 


COUNTESS OF MOIRA, BARONESS 
HASTINGS, &c. &c. 


APRIL 1oth, 1793. 


IN midnight pomp, in Tamor's fairy hall, 
(Her green ſtole for a mourning pall 
Exchang'd) the queen of Eirin ſate, 


Pond'ring her iſle's impending fate. 


Her tuneleſs lyre was hung on high 

Like a pale meteor in a gloomy ſky ; 

Her mute attendants ſtood around, 
Liſt'ning with dread the diſtant ſound, 
Where, muſt'ring all his factious tribes afar, 
The ſire of tempeſt call'd his ſons to war; 
Mad Rebellion rode the flaw, 

And loud Miſrule, and ſcorn of law; 
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From Gallia's ftrand, in dark aſcent 
Their weſtward courſe the demons beat, 
And ſent the foaming ſurge before 
Daſhing on Ierne's ſhore. 
« Fling your ſpells! ye ſylphid train! 
« OrFer the land, and o'er the main. ; 
“ Concord! on your halcyon car, 
% Mount, and meet the coming war. 
« Ere yon loud Zolian band 
« Smite my harp with frantic hand, 
* And rudely wakes the deſcant loud 
% That calls to arms the madding crowd.“ 
In vain the Queen her prayers addreſt, 
Hovwling o'er the ſtarleſs waſte, 
The coming tempeſt wing'd with fate, 
Wafts along its gloomy freight; 
And round the roof, with awful ſweep 
Sends its voice, in cadence deep. | 
Yelling thro' the rocking dome, 
Faction's fiend, on ſounding wing, 
Twangs the high-ſuſpended ftring, 
The ſignal to his ſiſter Gnome. 
His ſiſter Gnome the ſignal heard, 
And ſoon the flag of miſchief rear'd ; 
While Stygian lungs the pipe inſpir'd, 
Which the rude revolters ſir d. 
Around in gloomy ambuſcade, 
Peopling thick the waving ſhade 
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In hordes, they plot th' intended wrong, 
Or ſweep the plain, an hideous throng, 
The frighted moon their march beholds 
And in deep clouds her veſtal charms enfolds. 
To Tamox's hall, with maſt'ring powers 
The rebels point their midnight courle ; 
The Queen beheld, with terrour pale, 
Their enſigus, fluttering to the gale, 
And heard them, round the *leaguer'd wall 
With menace loud for entrance call. 
46 Oh! reach yon harp, with loud exclaim 
The Queen began, © its magic frame 
“ Shall echo that imperial ſtrain, 
e At whoſe deep charm the rebel train 
« Shall drop their arms, and ſpeed away 
% Like night, before the ſhafts of day !— 
* Touch the ſoul-commanding ſtring, 
« Ye fairies ! form a ſhadowy ring, 
%% And chant thoſe names, whoſe potent ſpell 
« The deadly peſt can yet diſpell ; 
Can reſcue the inſulted laws, 
«© And bid the march of Horrour pauſe !— 
« Their vittues guard the threat'ned land, 
« Their worth arreſts the flaming brand ! 
% ELIz4 firſt, for her alone 2 
* The humanizing arts their lov'd protectreſs own; 
% Thoſe favour'd arts, which charm'd of yore 
#* The ſayage tribes on Hzzzvus ſhore. 
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% When Orpheus touch'd the ſacred wire, 
« And the wild paſſions own'd his lyre. 
« Her name perfumes the northern air, 
$ Where ſav'd from want and chill deſpair, 
© By the bounteous plans deſigu d 
In her bright expanſive mind. 
The ſwains, who mourn'd their way-ward lot, 
New tracks of induſtry are taught; 
% Where her ready ſteps ſhe turns, 
Deep diſtreſs no longer mourns. 
« Where her ſmiles the proſpect clear, 
% Anguiſh dries the falling tear. 
« The muſe in her protection ſlumbers, 
6 Time ſhall wake her magic numbers; a 
% When the fated round complete 
« Shall bid awake the deſcant ſweet, 
& Echoing thro' this gladſome hall 
« When other tribes ſhall hear the call, 
« And at the charm, the nameleſs clan, 
« Shall drop the ſavage, and reſume the man l“ 
Soon, ere half the ſong was heard, 
The dark inyaſion diſappeared 
Faction's hand her banner furls 
Diſcord all her ſnakes uncurls, 


# Plans for new manufactures in the linen branch, recommended 
pnd encouraged by the Counteſs of Moira. 
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The bugle blows a ſwift retreat, 
And back, © with many twink' ling feet,” 
They ſcud along the moonlight lawn 
Like elyes before the roſy dawn. 


TO 


CHARLES WILLIAM BURY, ESQ. 


RETURN FROM ITALY, 1789. 


I. : 


BENEATH ſome mould'ring walls imperial frown, 
Or, by ſome river's flow'ry ſide, 
Of old, in Punic crimſon dy'd. 
While, thro? the umbrage of the vale, 
In liquid accents ſweet 
Dancing on ſilver feet, 
Her naiads tell the glorious tale; 
And, as they ſeek the neighb'ring deep, 
Some ancient warriour ſeem to weep, 
And many a martial form, of gray renown, 
Seen by Fancy's kindling eye, 
Sweeps in ſhadowy cohorts by; 
Where the mimic eagles gleam 


O'er the broad, tranſlucent ſtream, 


| 
[ 
| 
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Engag'd with ſome Camranian friend 
Late, Imagination view'd | 
Your gently winding footſteps bend. 
Then when thy-generous grief began to ſwell 
O'er theſe fair ſcenes, by Gothic rage defac d, 


| Ofer the depopulated waſte 


Where tyranny delights to dwell. 

While deeper pangs the boſom wrung, 

Of thy ſad friend, forbid, with liberal tongue, 
His native ſcandal to proclaim 

And propagate Heſperia's ſhame, 
And patriot ſchemes in vivid colouring wrought, 
Eogag'd thy kindling thought. 

Tracing thy ſteps, from land to land, 

The haſty courier to thy hand | 

At laſt, the welcome mandate bore, 

That call'd thee to thy native ſhore. 

Thy friend, with ſympathetic joy 

Thy tranſport ſeem'd to ſhare ; 

But ſad Remembrance, to his eye, 

Recall'd the bitter tear, 

44 Thee, perhaps, thy country claims, 

« Torank among thoſe noble names, 

6% Whom the free voice of millions call, 

« To think, and act, and ſpeak for all; 

« To bleſs the ſtate with equal laws, 

* Andearn a people's juſt applauſe ; 
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« While wr, whom erſt the world ador'd 
« Lords of the balance and the ſword ; 
« Who cruſh'd the proud, the ſuppliant ſav'd, 
« And in his cauſe the deſpot bray'd, 


4% Tn vain the awful name aſſume, 


| 


« In vain, the pride of ancient Rome, 

© 'Tho' doom'd to-muſe, in deep deſpair 

4 On thoſe proud ſigns of what we were.” — 

o then, my friend! to glory go, 

Our flowery lawns yield to your hills of ſnow, 

« Old Aneo's “ wreaths, on other ſhores beſtow'd, 

« Perhaps, ſhall grace the power that rules the Libnian + 
flood.” — 


IT. 
By no vain hope inſpir'd, we hail, 
The winds that brought thee to thy native ſhores ; 
Already to the vernal gale 
We ſaw thy virtues ſpread their blooming ſtores, —- 
— Thy former. day of triumph long is paſt, 
Since mounted on the dry and rigorous blaſt 
Which all the congregated vapours hurl'd, 
Voluminous, o'er the vaſt Atlantic world ; 
And left behind a cloudleſs ray 
That flaſh'd intolerable day. 
The miniſter of vengeance rode ſublime, 


Changing our genial ſkies to Gombroon's arid clime. f 


* A river in Italy. + The Liffey. 
| The remarkable dry ſpring, 1784, when Tullamore was burned, 
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Hovering o'er the deep ſerene 

He view'd our fields of fading green ; 
And heard the gentle naiads mourn, 
Their tuneleſs banks, and duſty urn ; 
But, when on that devoted town 
Doom'd to flames, an inſtant prey, 
He caſt a look of ſorrow down, | 
He would have flung his phial far away. 
He would have wept—the burning ſky 
Forbade the ſtreaming grief to flow, 
He would have bade the zephyrs blow, 
To bring the welcome glooms again 
Settling o'er the azure plain ; 
And many a look he caſt around 
The wide horizon's ſea-girt bound, 
To ſpy the ſhowery bow — 
— But Fate forbade—tor now beneath, 
By Eurus? unrelenting breath 
Conceiving life; the ſceds of fire 
O'er the crackling roofs aſpire ; 
And high the fumy columns riſe 
Dark'ning half the radiant ſkies, 
While ſhrieks of matrons rend the air, 
And hurrying crowds, in dcep deſpair, 
Some, from the ſcene of horrour fly 
Some, the ſcanty ſtream ſupply ; 
Some, by love, or friendſhip led 
The blazing beams undaunted tread, 
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The ſcreaming infant thence convey 
Or bear the precious bales away.— 
Wus , o'er the deſolated ſcene 
The melancholy morning ſprings 
But * not with healing on her wings,” 
Thro' the late jocund ſtreet, with rueful mein 
The bankrupt crowd dejected ſtrays, 
And each the hideous change ſurveys ; 
And each—with many a mournful pauſe between— 
His loſs recounts——and not in vain, 
Soon the proſpect ſmiles again 
Soon their Logp's benignant hand 
Bids their former hopes expand. 
With better omens bids the roofs aſcend, * 
With better hopes, the peopled ſtreets extend. — 
—Of burning towns let venal poets ſing, 
When blood and ruin marks the victor's way, 
But Fame, exulting, as ſhe ſpreads the wing, 
Towards the realms of empyrean day 
Dips thy medallion in the riſing flame 


And to ſucceeding times + anneals her Bury's name ! 
IV. 


Breathe no more! thou vengeful blaſt ! 
The fiery tryal now is paſt ! 


* Mr. B. diſtributed among the ſufferers a very conſiderable ſum of 
money. 


+ Annealing is the art of fixing colours in painting, by means of fire. 
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Vulcan yields to Kanthus now, 
See—elate with awful brow, 
Where the great + Mileſian Nile 
Leaning on his ſculptur'd urn 
Broods o'er his future ſway, 
And calls his ſubje& founts to day 
To bid the various proſpect ſmile. 

From every green hill round 

They hear the potent ſound, 
And meditate their glittering march afar 
In humble tendance on his pearly car. 
While, far within his deep majeſtic grot, 
With all his blue-ey'd race, in council nigh, 
He ſhows the watry powers, with wonder caught 
Their future courſe beneath a diftant ſky 
In magic mirrour ſeen, the ſhadowy proſpe& charms ; 
They ſee the progreſs of the humid train; 
Thro' the deep glen, o'er the plain; 
Thro' ſolemn groves, and ſmiling farms 
Slowly glides the welcome fail, 
Changing the produce of the vale, 
For all the variegated ſtore 
That commerce wafts from every diſtant ſhore, 
Yon walls, that felt the dire vulcanian blaſt 
Where erſt the flame-rob'd God in vengeance paſt, 


* See the conteſt between Vulcan and the River God, in Homer. 


+ The branch of the New Canal, deſigned to paſs by Tullamore, 
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Shall feel the gentle wave that murmurs round, 
Heal her diſaſtrous ſcars, and cloſe the fiery wound. 
Gladly the ſedge-crown'd God ſhall grant the boon, 
Won by the charms of that ſequeſter'd maid, 
Who reſts at noon in yonder glade ; 
Or ſteals away, beneath the riſing moon, 
To tend her“ Clodia's deep romantic ſtream ; 
Or, from yon dewy riſing lawn 
To mark, beneath the purpling dawn 
The filter lakes + reſponſive gleam, 
Or, low reclin'd in | yonder cave 
Liſt'ning to the daſhing wave, 
When the red autumnal ſtar 
Calls her dark levies to the watry war. 


by The river which runs thro' Charleville, near Tullamore, the ſeat 
of Mr. Bury, 


+ The new and old Lake in the demeſne of Charleville, 


The Grotto, 
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LEFT AT 


THE REV. PETER TURPIN'S, 


AT 


BROOKVILLE, IN HIS ABSENCE, Frs. jth, 1792. 


AH! Flora ! why this dead repoſe ? 
Awake and leave thy wintry tomb ! 
And will no breathing ſweets diſcloſe 
To welcome Love and Hymen home ? 
How would I bribe (if ſongs could buy) 
The ſeaſons bleſſings here to join, 
I'd proudly ſhare the owner's joy, 
For he would ſympathize with mine! 
Did I poſſeſs Golconda's ftore, 
And all the wealth of rich Cathay, 
I'd wiſh him neither leſs nor more, 
Than what would give his virtues play. 


* Written about the time of Mr, T's marriage. 
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But had I ſage * Alcina's voice, 

No breeze I'd call, no genial ſhow'r, 
Yet ſoon a green alcove ſhould riſe 

To vie with Adam's nuptial bow'r. 
Yon beeches ſhould expel the day, 

Yon borders long ſhould breathe perfume, 
Yon mount that mourns the ſun's delay 

Should rival Hybla's May-morn bloom. 
Yon elmy ſkreen that ſkirts the lawn, 

Should wave aloft, a ſolemn grove 
And ſeem an ample curtain drawn, 

To ſhield the ſeat of peace and love. 
Had I Aſﬀolfo's magic horn 


That chac'd the fiends with potent ſound, 


No peſt, on blighting pinion borne 
Should ever paſs the hallow'd bound. 

« Check thy poetic flights, my friend,” 
Qu1xT1L1o cry'd, and preſs d my hand, 

No magic bow'rs need here aſcend, 
No viſionary blooms expand. 


« Here ſome perennials ſtill remain, 


If poets would vouchſafe to mind %em : 


« Yonder they deck your friend's demeſne, 


* Had you but eyes, you'd quickly find 'em. 


« Here Gilead's balm, and Sharon's roſe, 


« Miogle, at morn, their fragrant breath; 


An Enchantreſs in Ariolto, 


+ Sce Arioſto. 
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% Yonder their op'ning blooms diſcloſe, 
% Like Piety and ſpotleſs Faith. 
© That flower, which never opes its breaſt, 
« Till dews deſcend, and ſtars appear, 
&« 1s pity for the wretch diſtreſt, 
“ Unfolding at the falling tear. 
& In colours warm ; exuberant, full, 
« Here FkIENDSH1P meets the ruffling gale.” 
And there in ſober tints, and cool, 
JupGmenrT, the panſie of the dale, 
From Tyber and Ilyſſus brought; 
Some noble Scions deck the ſoil 
Aſſembled in yon ſhelter'd ſpot, 
They caſt around a general ſmile. 
Here Roman ſpirit, Attic ſenſe, 
Innoxious wit, and ſocial mirth 
Around their mingled ſweets diſpenſe, 
Nor ſhame their old, illuſtrious birth. 
Would ſummer's tranſient blooms compoſe 
Connubial crowns with theſe to vie ? 
Then chide not Flora's dead repoſe 
Nor blame the rigour of the ſky. 
When driving winds and beating rain, 
The wintry proſpect round deform 
Their vivid tints will ſtill remain, 
Their ſcent exhauſtleſs ever charm, 
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JOSEPH COOPER WALKER, ESQ. 
M. R, I, A. 


AND 


MEMBER OF THE ACADFMIES OF PERTH, CORTONA, 
AND ROME, 


ON HIS EMBARKING FOR ITALY, 1791. 


Hor, Lib, 1, Ode 3. 
Sic te Diva potens Cypri 
Sic fratres Helene, lucida Sidera 
Ventorumque regat Pater, &c, 


MAY the * twin ſons of Muſic, and Empreſs of Love, 
The genii of Eirin, preſide o'er your way; - 
May your veſſel be built from Calliope's grove, 

And her ſiſters, turn'd ſea-nymphs, the pageant convey. 


May the ſovereign of ſtorms, in his gloomy baſtile, 
Confine every gale, but the ſoft-breathing weſt, 

Till gentle + Parthenope lave the ſwift keel, 

And the green ſhores of Italy hail their new gueſt. ; 


* Caſtor and Pollux, the ſons of Leda and Jupiter, in the form of a 
ſwan, ſuppoſed, in the Mythological Syſtem, to preſide over voyages. 
+ The ancient name of the bay of Napſes. 
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May the * minſtrels of Eirin, from Lethe's lone ſtrand, 
By you re- conducted, to + Virgil reſign, 
In a full ſounding pæan, that elegant hand, 
Whoſe well- woven chaplet their temples entwine! 


For, not like a thoughtleſs, young ſpendthrift he goes, 
For trifles, to barter his morals, or fame, 

But to find, where the ſiſters of ſcience repoſe 
And relume on our ſhores, the Pierian flame. 


The humbleſt of bards, but the warmeſt of friends, 
For many a ſocial, and claſſical day 
This ſlender memorial of amity ſends, 


Where fiiendſhip, not genius, awakens the lay. 


* Hiſtory of the Iriſh Bards, by Mr. Walker. 
+ Virgil's Tomb ſtands near Naples. 
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JOSEPH COOPER WALKER, ESQ. 
M. R. I. A. Kc. Kc. 


RETURN FROM THE CONTINENT, Ocr. 1792. 


J. 


THE muſe, chat on thy parting prow, 

Her votive tablet laid, 

And fill'd the gale, that on thy ſtreamers play'd, 

With many a fervent, heartfelt vow. — 

Like the night-warbling bird, that plains 

Her abſent mate, in melting ſtrains 

Now, as the ſoaring lark that meets the morn, 

(Had ſhe her fluent note,) would ſing thy wiſh'd return 


II, 
You ſaw the martial pageant ſpread, 
Along proud Rhine's pavilion'd ſhore ; 
You ſaw the tempeſt lift its head, 
Where, in terrific ſlumbers glowing, 
(The ſullen Eaſt the ſignal blowing) 
You ſpy'd th' exterminating fire ; * 


* 


* Mr, Walker viſited the camp of the Confederates in the ſummer 
of 1792, 
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Lou heard the thunders, muttering long, conſpire 
To roll the trembling nations o'er. — 

While vengeance ſeem'd to load the gale, 
Which brought the threat'ning gloom afar 
And, while o'er Belgia's wat'ry pale 

In rude ſhock of alternate war. 

Contending nations, won and loft, 

The batter'd wall, the bloody poſt ; 

And death, between the Maeſe and Rhone, 
O'er gaſping legions roll'd his moving throne. 


III. 


Wuar ſpell, by gifted wizard wrought, 
Thro' that long paſs of perils brought 

My friend ?—What ſecret prayers had power 
To ward the dangers of the hour ?!— _ 
What ſtill, ſmall voice was heard ſo high, 


When Diſcord ſhook the vaulted ſky ; 
When royal threats, and clamours loud, 


Sent from the wild, 'miſgovern'd crowd, 
In general peal was heard to ſwell, 

And * Blaſphemy, with Stygian yell, 
Seem'd to call down the bolt of Fate 

To ſweep from earth the guilty ſtate ?— 
It was the oxyHaxs + pious prayer, 
That roſe, like incenſe, on the air, | 


* See the ſpeeches of Doro, and other members of the National 


Aſlembly and Convention of France. 


F Sc: HinTs for the Education of Female Orphans, &c. by Mr. Walker. 
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And, thro? the congregated gloom, 


Fraught with woe, and clogg'd with crimes, 
(Where millions ſeem'd to read their doom) 


Sprung up to thoſe Elyſian climes, 
Where high above the mad debate, 
Virtue's guardian holds his ſtate ; 
Nor was the ſeraph ſlow to ſend 

A. convoy to the ORPHANS? FRIEND. 


IV. 
*Cross the martial pomp it goes, 
Thro' horrent ſpears, and glittering files, 
And where the Suevian enſign glows, 
Nor at the dreaded ſcene recoils. ; 
The * Rep Cross Knight the vanward leads, 
A train of ſainted dames ſucceeds ; 
While + Britomart, with awful charms, 
Moves behind, in lucid arms. 
The trumpets pauſe, the clarions ceaſe, , 
Bellona ſinks in ſullen peace, 
While, amid the tranſient calm 
Riſes the ſlowly · chanted pſalm. 
Th' unbodied choirs reſpondent ſhare 
The praiſe of him, whoſe pious care, 
For their forſaken, friendleſs race, 
Life's various chart has deign'd to trace, 


The Patron of Religion. Sce Srxszx, Legend the firſt, 


+ Patroneſs of Chaſtity, SyENSER, Legend the third, 
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And mark'd the ſhoals, and ſhifting ſand, 
And currents, with a maſter's hand. 
SUCH was your guard, thro' fields of gore, 
With you they left the Celtic ſhore, 
And with mild gales thy canvaſs bend 
Propitious to the os“ FRIEND. E 


Y. 


Exe yet to graver taſks confin'd, 

Thy naſcent energy of mind 

Reviv'd the harmony of Tamor's hall, 

(Silent for many an age) 

And in thy claſſic page * 

O'er her fallen poets flung a richly figur'd pall. 
” Why need I tell the plans thy genius drew 
To rouſe her ſlumbering fiſter+ at the view. 
What ſcenes, to charm her from the tomb ?— 
What ſpells, to break her cloiſter'd gloom ?— 
O may thy public ſpirit, fraught 

With all that Froxence knew and taught 
With all that BuonaroTT1 dar'd, 

With all of Heaven that RArFFAELLE ſhar'd. 
With Gu1p0's grace, and Rosa's fire, 

Brood o'er the formleſs maſs, 

The noble outline trace, 


And bid the glowing ſeeds of genuine art conſpire ! 


* Mr. W 's Hiſtory cf the Iriſh Bards. 


+ Sce a plen publiſhed by Mr, Walker, for the encouragement of 
Painting in Ireland, 
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WILLIAM PRESTON, ESQ. 


ON HIS 


TRAGEDY, 
ENTITLED 


DEMOCRATIC RAGE. 


I. 


WHAT mighty ſpirit wing'd thy way 
Thro' mingling ſtorms of loud miſrule, 

And bade thee ſend the ſhaft of day 

Thro' the deep gloom of Faction's ſchool ?— 
Who taught thy keen and ſtedfaſt eye, 

The orgies of the fiends to ſpy ; 

And catch the forms, with rapid glance, 
Circling in the moon-ſtruck dance ? 

Who gave the power, with “ken profound,” 
The gulf of Bourbon's * ſoul to ſound ; 

His boſom fiend, + and ſtern Marat, 
Exulting o'er diſmember'd law? 


* Orleans. f Robeſpierre. 
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Did Mir ro lend the daring plume, 
That ſwept, of old, the Stygian gloom, 
Where, thron'd amidſt the eternal jar, 
Chaos calls his clans to war. 
Thy friead, who mark'd of old, thy matin ray, 
The ſplendour of thy noon exults to view; 
Long may the radiance of thy coming day, 
With propagated light its courſe purſue ! 


IT. 


The muſe that trenchant weapon gave 
 (Temper'd in Aganippe's ſtream, 

And edg'd with Tx urn's eternal beam) 

That mark'd Meduſa for the grave. 

Like Px As Rus, * on his plumy ſteed, 


On Pegaſzan wing you ſoar'd, 
When late, from laſting durance freed, 
The monſter rear'd her form abhorr'd. 


And (as the ſiend's petrific glance, "A 
Was not for mortal eye to view) 

From that pure buckler's bright expanſe, 

(Which Fancy gave) the veil you drew. 

And there the Gorgon image caught, 

Then, (how to aim the ſpeeding blow, 


In Mythologic Hiſt>ry, Perſeus is repreſented, before he attacked 
the Gorgon (whoſe ſight was ſuppoſed to turn her beholders into ſtone), 
as viewing her image in the mirrour of his ſhield, and learning thence 
how to take his aim, 
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By the reflecting mirrour taught,) | 
Diſmiſt her to the ſhades below. 
Thy daring hand the ſnaky treſſes held, 
And hung the pale, expiring features high, 
A warning to thoſe favour'd iſles reveal'd, 


Like a dire comet, in an evening ſky. 
III. 


"Twas not alone to foſter Mirth, 

Or ſooth a dull and vacant hour, 

The muſe was ſent to viſit earth, 
Gifted with more than mortal power. 
(Tho' ſuch is deem'd her humble trade, 
Among the ſordid ſons of Clay,) 

But when foul miſts the mind invade, 
And paſſions cloud the mental day. 
When Licence lifts her Gorgon face, 
In the fair maſk of Freedom dreſt ; 
And calls her miſcreated race 

To ſhare the Bacchanalian feaſt. 

When torpid Reaſon ſeems to ſtand, 
Deploring her inſulted laws, 

The muſe with light'ning arms her hand, 
And bids her vindicate her cauſe. 

This was her boaſt, in years of yore, 
When honours due adorn'd her name; 
And, ſhall ſhe wake on Liffey's ſhore, 
Without her meed, the patriot's flame ? 


| 
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Forbid it, Pride! let Eirin learn at laſt, 
With due eſteem the muſes boon to prize ; 
Seldom ſuch bleſſings come, and part in haſte, 
The rareſt bounty of the frugal ſkies. 
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TO THE 


REV. JOHN $SMYTH;,* 


ON THE 


DEATH OF A YOUNG FRIEND, 1779. 


T HO! Heaven with ſacred ſorrow wounds thy heart ; 
Tho' bleeding Friendſhip claims the falling tear, 
While, new to woe, her agonizing ſmart, 


Seems to thy tender feelings too ſevere. 


Yet learn, fond youth ! with reverential awe, 
The ſecret ſteps of Providence to ſcan : 


Learn by what myſtic ways ſhe deigns to draw 
To opening bliſs, her wayward creature, man. 


She ſow'd the genuine virtues in thy breaſt, 
Nor was the copious ſeed beftow'd in vain, 
The generous crop the hand of culture bleſt, 


And Alma's care matur'd the golden grain. 


* Naw of Liverpool, 
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Soon learn'd thy breaſt with others joy to glow, 
Nor ſick'ning Envy damp'd the riſing flame; 
For others too it felt the ſhaft of woe, 

And own'd, with more than words, the wretches claim. 


Heaven ſent a friend Heaven ſaw thy op'ning worth, 
Reflecting full, a ſtronger tint receive, 

His fires reſponſive call'd thy ardours forth, 

And meeting hearts a mutual impulſe gave. 


Thy feelings ſoon the ſtrong attraction knew, 

Soon learn'd, with his, to fhift their changeful air, 
In ſocial joy, they took a livelier hue, 

Or mimick'd fad the ſober tint of Care. 5 


Thro' Learning's mazy courſe, with him, you ran, 
Travers'd, with him, © her ſtudious cloiſters pale,” 
When now the ſmiling boy, chaftis'd by man, 

His friendſhip felt with nobler ardour ſwell. 


Heaven mark'd the hour-—and bade thy friend depart, 
Ere yet the world had dimm'd his chearful eye; 


With him ſhe claims thy ſympathizing heart, 
And bids thy kindling ſoul affect the ſky. 


a 
With what regret thine angel - friend beholds, 
Thine humble ſorrows, grovelling on the earth, 
And blames afar, the ſullen orb, that rolls 

Jo tardy on, to bring thy ſecond birth. 
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Then weep no more, nor grieve his ſainted breaſt, 
With wayward grief, and earthly cares profane ; 
Let no fond ſighs diſturb his ſacred reſt, 
Nor cares for thee his holy raptures ſtain. 


Nor dream how immature his virtues fell, 
Unripen'd, crude, beneath the ſpoiler's hand; 
Ere yet the generous fruit had learn'd to ſwell, 
By ſuns matur'd, by genial breezes fann'd. 


See yon fair tree, beneath November's flaw, 

How low it lies, from yonder bank uptorne, 

Its ſtem no more the genial juice ſhall draw, 

Nor May's ſweet bloſſoms deck its boughs forlorn. 


Yet, had it ſtood, the pride of many a ſpring, 
And moonlight fairies danc'd around the ſhade ; 


Some hand had dar'd an alien bough to bring, 
And to the alliance ſtrange its youth betray'd. 


Then his degenerate brood, with fruitleſs tears, 

The fire, perhaps, had mourn'd, but mourn'd in vain; 
Inglorious then, beneath a weight of years, 

Slow had he ſunk, the burthen of the plain. 


Some foſtering hand, perhaps, miſled by love, 
Had borne it hence, to ſome leſs genial foil, 
Taught it to ſcorn its old, paternal grove, 

Its planter's tender care, aud pious toll, 


, 
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Or all the ſad, ill-omen'd birds of night, 

Had tamely perch'd his weeping boughs among ; 
The baleful troop had thither bent their flight, 
And claim'd its fruits to pay their boding ſong. 


Or, bid to deck ſome foreiga idol's ſhrine, 
Prun'd to fantaſtic forms, it long had ſtood ; 
While taſteleſs Vandals hail'd the low deſign, 
Or bent, with hands profane, the hallowed wood. 


Then weep no more — His branches wave ſublime 
To other gales, and ſhade a richer mould; 
While fruits that ſcorn the tardy lapſe of time, 
Deck his unfading bovghs, with rip'ning gold. 
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MISS HENRIETTA FRANCES DIGBY, 


or 
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DAUGUTER OF THE 
REV. WILLIAM DIGBY, 


DEAN OF CLONFERT, 1780. 


Tur character of the excellent young Lady whoſe name is prefixed 
to the following lines, may ſeem, to thoſe who did not know her, a 
little verging on romance, but thoſe who had the happineſs of being 
her intimates, will at once perceive, that they are a faithful, but very 
inadequate, record of a few—very few of her virtues and accompliſh- 
ments. Uncommon characters are often marked by ſome ſingularity, 
but hers was an exception; her diſtinguiſhed piety had no tincture of 
formality nor moroſeneſs, her various literary acquiſitions were unſul- 
lied by affeQation, and her habitual chearfulneſs the reſult of that 
peace within, « which nothing earthly gives nor can deſt:oy,”” made her 
ſociety the delight of all who knew her. | 
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WHAT envious hand has twice profan'd my bower, * 
My myrtle bow'r, with flips of baleful yew, 

E' er April's ſweets bad twice adorn'd the vale, 
Or call'd the primroſe pale, 

To mix her odorous ſcents with zephyrs new ? 
Was it for this I left yon mountains blue, 

Where harſher ſeaſons rule the bleak domain ? 
For this, ye nymphs, I heard your gurgling rills, 
Invite me down the gentle vale with you, 


To taſte the ſofter breezes of the plain. 
With you to rove among the ſunny hills, 


Or indolently laid, remote from view, 
To court the woodland muſe, with jocund reed, 


And never more the ſorrowing ſtrain renew? 


The elder Miſs Digby had died aRout a year before ;—ſhortly after 


the author's acquaintance with the family commenc*c, 
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Ah, Henrietta ! much I hop'd for thee, 
With other notes to wake the woodland choir, 
When Time had ſeen thy full-blown charms entire, 
Tranſplanted hence, to deck another mold, 
Had ſeen thy virtues hold; 


Their tenour, bright'ning on for many a year, 
But Heav'n forbids the tear; 

Heaven ſaw, perhaps, ſome dim diſaſter wait, 
Far in the boſom of futurity, 

And kindly ſeal'd the ſeeming ſtern decrce ! 


Thine was the blooming wreath of carly worth, 
And every choiceſt boon that Heaven beſtows ; 
No dark contagion check'd them in the birth, 
Untainted, fair, the vigorous ſtems aroſe : 
Not ſuch as aged Penitence uprears, 
A puny growth, beſprent with ſickly tears, 
When half the vigour of the ſoul is flown ! 
Ye parents hear, and mark the warning ſong, 
Time, as he ſteals along, | 
And marks the infant mind, with weeds o'ergrown, 
Shakes the hoar head, and waves th' impeaching ſcroll, 


Then hurries frowning to th' eternal goal. 


Fair ſoul ! it was not half thine early praiſe, 
That every ornamental grace was thine, 
The vivid pencil and the chorded ſhell, 


Mi uerer charms, in theſe degenerate days, 
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That unexhauſted mine, 
Seen only by thy brethren of the ſkies, 
Was hid from common eyes ! 
Thy ſoul, was all harmonious as thy lyre, 
* Thy lyre, attun'd to David's leading ftrain, 
Or Aſaph's lute, when full of heavenly fire, 
The anthem ſwell'd beneath his ſkilful hand, 


And halleluias loud, were heard to ring, 
Revolving, length'ning thro? the choral band. 
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Warm Faith, and Hope, inſpir'd thy angel ſong, 
"Twas Faith that bade thy infant hand explore 
The ſacred leaves, and trace their ſenſe along; 
While on the lap reclin'd of flow'ry May, 
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Thine equals languiſh'd out the livelong day, 
Or led the dance, or dar'd, devoid of fear, 
To weave the amorous ſnare ; 
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*Twas THEN, when all enjoy'd the ſocial hour, 

The ſeraph Hoes, in faintly ſtole array'd, 

Oft led thee forth, to ſome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 

To talk, with her, of heavenly things unſeen, 

Where ſhe and angels ſhar'd the hallow'd ſhade ; 
* *T'was there, alas! from this ſublunar ſcene, . 

+ At the ſtol'n hour, the ſad divorce was made. 
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* She was a great proficient in muſic, and remarkably fond of ſacred 
poetry, 


+ 


* 
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T She often uſed to retire from company to hey private devotious. 
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Not always thus, in lonely bow'r immur'd, 
Meek Charity ! thy ſoul expanding beam, 
Found thy ſweet pupil loſt to human ties, 
Reckleſs of earth, converſing with the ſkies ; 


From Want's pale eye, from Pity's melting claim, 


And Poverty's imploring call, ſecur'd ; 


With ready ear, ſhe heard the orphans pray'r, 
With ftealthy hand, ſhe dealt the lib'ral boon, 
And priz'd the power, to wipe the widows tear, * 
O'er all the joys that fleet beneath the moon; 
Oer all that charms the eye, or ſooths the ear. 
For what are ye, ye tranſient gifts of Time, 
Compar'd with thoſe that ſcorn the waſting year, 
Gifts from above, immortal as their clime ; 
When the warm impulſe to the ſoul is given, 
That bids her think of Heaven; 

When firſt th' unſhackled ſoul is taught to ſoar, 
And launches from this dull, diſaſtrous ſhore, 

A virgin, tracing out her upward courſe ? 

Ye living precepts ! come !] my ſong atteſt, 
That ſtill ſurvive, and warm the grateful breaſt. 


For well ſhe lov'd the PasTor's hallow'd trade, 


Nor thought it much, to raiſe with gentle hand, 


Whatever pecuniary preſent the young lady reotived, ſhe either 
diſtributed among the poor, or bought religious books, for the inſtrue- 
tion of the young and ignorant in the neighbourhood, 
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The lamb, deſerted in the thorny glade, 
Or on the barren ſtrand, 
At random caſt, of mother's care forlorn, 
Nor Indolence, nor Scorn, 
Forbad the nymph, her orphan charge to tend, 
To ward the weakly wretch, from nightly ſpell ; 
For ſhe had charms to counterwork the guile, 
Of dzmon imp, and all the elviſh train, 
Given by that ancient ſwain, 
Who bade the fiſher leave his fimple wile, 
And learn the mighty ſhepherd's flock to feed ; 
+ What time Tiberias' flood, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Heard the ſhrill ſummons of his vocal reed : 
From realm to realm, the thrilling call was heard, 
And alien flocks, a mighty train appear'd, 


Obſequious, liſt'ning to his magic lore. 


Unuſual theme ! in theſe inglorious days, 
When the dim croſs, that whilom ſhone fo bright, 
Scattering the fog of Superſtition's night, 

So ſickly ſeems to ſhed her waning light ; 

And Irreligion, o'er her ancient right, 

The leaden ſceptre ſways ! | 

Yet deem'd ye not your pious labour loſt, 

Bleſt pair! when o'er th? expiring faint ye hung, 


* Alluding to her care in inſtructing the younger maid ſervants (par- 
ticularly ne who had been an orphan) in the principles of religion, 


#* Lake of Genaſlaroth, 
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With all a parents woes, your boſoms wrung, 


And ſaw at once your fondeſt wiſhes croſt ! 

Not all the fading charms, by poets ſung, 

Of ages, long expir'd, the empty boaſt, 

Could match the glories of thy dying bed !— 
Tho? HeuEtx's fatal charms, on Aſia's coaſt, 
Kindled, of old, the flame of waſting war; 
Tho! fierce Zenobia rul'd the ruſhing car, 

And Caria's* Queen the line of battle led, 

Tho? great Eliza ſaw th' eternal bar, 

Of daſhing waves, defend her favour'd ſtrand, 
And quench in ſtorms, the flaming wrath of Spain: 
Where now are all the mighty deeds they plann'd, 
'Their names, to more than half the world unknown, 
In ſome old minſtrel's ſong, preſerv'd in vain, 

Or on ſome fragment of a mouldering ſtone, 

Not ſuch the portion of the ſilent train. 

Favour'd by him, who fills the ſapphire throne, 
Who led them onward thro? the vale of pain, 
"Tho? their hard brethren ſcarce the wand'rers own. 
For them the ſaints prepare the ſplendid ſeat, 
Far, far, above the guilty and the great. 


Moa glorious far, to follow ſuch a bier, 
And more your triumph, than in ermin'd pride 
To ſee her rais'd on Fortune's fickle ſphere, 


With Flattery cringing by her chariot's ſide, 


* Artemiße. 
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And thou, ſweet maid, who feel the knot unty'd, 
Which once united to thy faithful heart 

The loſt companion of thy tuneful art, 

And mourn'(t her fall, as ſome lone roghtingale, 
Remote from view, the midnight groves among, 
With dying dirge renews her plaintive ſong, 

Tho' yet the recent pang thy heart affail, 

Tho? now thou tun'ſt a ſolitary ſtring; 

Yet know, that ſtill a ſympathizing hand 

Attunes her virgin harp, to thine above, 

Among the choirs of love : 

Theſe choirs, whoſe anthem ſeem'd a while to ſtand, 
When thro? their bands was heard the ſummons loud: 
« + Go bid the flaming car, thy call obey, 

© And half the burning ſeat, ye ſeraphs! ſhroud, 

« Diſpenſing gently round a milder ray, 

« When yon fair ſaint reſigns her mortal veil ; 

© Go gently ſoothe away her tender fears, 

« And waft her up the ſky on ſofteſt fail.” 


The wond'ring ſaints lean'd forward from their ſpheres, | | 


To ſee th* unuſual pomp aſcend the ſkies ; 

And from their thrones, the hero and the ſeer, 
Names which had long ennobled many a clime, 
The faint, the chief, che mighty, and the wiſe, 
Exclaim'd © ſure ſome unwonted birth of time, 


« Some ſoul, whoſe morals warm'd a languid age, 


* The late Mrs, Digby, then Miſs Mary Digby. 


* Alluding to the fever of which ſhe died. 
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Some holy paſtor comes, from care releaſt, 
Some gifted bard, or deep reflecting ſage ; 
« Elſe why in haſte, deſcends the fiery team, 
« Like that which bore the faint from Jordan's ſtream ? 
No ſage or moraliſt, © a voice rejoins, 
% No paſtor late releaſt, the call obeys, 
« No gifted bard his earthly load reſigns, 
«© And claims his wreath of Amaranthine bays ! 
« A ſimple maid, unſung by mortal lays.” - 
In early youth, the bleſt aſſembly joins, 
« A fairer ſoul was ne'er diſlodg'd by death, 
« Nor ſought a purer mind the upward path. 
% Heaven on her ſoul its choiceſt gifts diſtill'd, 


And bleſt with golden fruit the narrow ſpan, 


& A few ſhort years, with num'rous virtues fill'd 
« The genuine off” rings Heaven expects from man. 
« Early recall'd, to ſhew the thoughtleſs train, 
&* Why till tis given the ling'rers to remain; 

* And what important poſts they fill below, 

% How ſhort, how inſecure, their giddy reign, 
Then why, ye languid triflers, why ſo flow ? 
«* Haſte, ſeize the golden moments as they fly, 
« See! haw the fugitives aſcend the ſky. 
Minute your faults, and chide the fond delay, 
1 Protracted long by many a faint effay !!?— 

— Thus ſung the youth Ophalia's glades among, 
Tuning his ditty to the doleful knell, 
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Till now approaching near, the funeral throng, 
Darken'd the hill, and pour'd adown the dell: 
But when the plum'd hearſe ſlowly pac'd along, 
His ſmother'd woe began afreſh to ſwell, 
He turn'd him round, and wip'd the falling tear, 
Then ſlowly ſad, purſued the paſſing bier. 
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ON THE DEATH 


OF THE 


REV. THOMAS STEWART,“ 


LATE RECTOR OF HOWTH,- AND PREBEND OF 
Sr. PATRICK'S, DUBLIN, 1789. 


I, 
VE groves ! whoſe umbrage to the riſing ſun, 
Romantic, falling o'er the dewy dell, 
And ſhadowing half way up the hills majeſtic ſwell, 

| I us'd to mark, when Fancy firſt begun, 

To muſe with wild, crcative eye, 

| On the rich ſcenes of earth and ſky ; | 

Or view the meek, retiring day, 


Stealing in purple tints away ; 


Or, when the world was huſh'd aſleep, . 
And Dian climb'd the cloudleſs ſteep, 
\ 
| * Son to Wm, Stewart, Eſq; of Killymoon. 1 
( 


The ſcene of the Author's ſchool-boy days was in the neighbour- 
hood of Killymoon. 
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Liſtening, with delighted ear, 
The deep ſtream's ſolemn fall to hear. 
Oh, Fairy ſtream, along whoſe daiſied ſhore, 
T firſt the riſing rapture prov'd, 
| When Milton's epic numbers mov'd 
The maſter chords of young delight, 
And brought all Heaven before my ſight. 
Hark | to yon deep-ton'd bell! thoſe pleaſures are no more 


II. 


—Ye glades, where oft in evening walk, 
Methought, I heard the Dryads talk ; 

Or ſeem'd to ſpy, at bluſh of day, 

The blye-ftol'd naiads ſteal away, 

Before the ſun's intruding eye, 

Their fairy gambols could eſpy. 

Ye hills ! who lock'd your long embrace, 
Round that lov'd, ſequeſter'd place; 

At whoſe majeſtic, mingled feet, 

Where Logri's ſtream, and Mona's meet, 
Stands the venerable dome, 

The good Palemon's ancient home; 


Fad 


How your echoes ſeem to languiſh 
Mute, but to the voice of anguiſh !*? 


5 III. 


Wizard ſtream ! unknown to ſong, 

That thro' old Lobghrea's ſolemn wood, 

O'er rude rocks flingſt thy foaming flood; 
O 0 
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Tho? ſoon, thy waters quiet maze, 
Thro' the lovely vale delays. 
(Lovely vale ! tho' ſtill unſung, 
Unleſs ſome Doric reed obſcure 
Piping near thy waters pure, 
Calls to dance the . ylvan throng.) 
Along your hazle borders fair, 
How oft you heard the fervent prayer, 
And ruſtic vows, with holy ſtrife, 
Aſcending for the forfeit life ! 


IV. 


Oh! early fallen! ere half your days were run! 
Long muſt I mourn thy unexpected doom; 


Did thy full. bloſſoms court the morning ſun, 

So ſoon to fall and wither on thy tomb ? 

Was it for this, ſo oft you bent your way, 

With heaven - born charity, thy loy'd compeer ; 
And meek Humanity, an hermit gray, 
From Want and Pain to wipe the falling tear 
Heedleſs of his lofty birth, | 
Or proud of that ſole title given, 

To dignify the race of earth, 

« The delegate of bounteous Heaven. 

Scorning Ambition's wild career, 

The noiſy bar, the tempting main, 

Where Av'rice ſpreads the fail for gain, 

Following the journies of the year. 
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He choſe the ſhepherd's humble fold, 
He choſe to guide the ſimple ſwain, 
Thro' the long ſequeſter'd way, 
That leads to everlaſting day.— 
— Long, long 1 have not ſeen that daiſied ſhore, 
Yet there fond Memory loves at times to dwell ; 
Haunts of my childhood ! half your charms are o'er, 
Ye Fairy ſtreams ! and haunted woods! farewell! 


V. 


Her plunder'd neſt the ſtock doye mourns, 
Her bright'ning day is ſoon o'ercaſt ; 

But ſoon the tide of Hope returns, 

And his inſtinctive pangs are paſt. 

Not ſo, the fond and virtuous pair, 

By Wiſdom and Religion taught, 

Gently to rear the tender thought; 

And, (as the mind expands apace,) 

Wich every virtue, every grace, 

The tiſſue of the ſoul to blend, 

And raiſe the pupil to a friend. 

Theirs is the pang when in the zephyr's breath, 
The viewleſs meſſenger of death, 

While Hope and Joy are ſmiling round, 
Deals the dark inſidious wound. 

Malignant Fate ſits by and ſmiles, 

While yet the florid cheek and ſparkling eye, 


— 
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The hope of every friend beguiles, 
And promiſes a long arrear of joy. 
And hid beneath the placid mien, 
The ſubtle miner lurks unſeen. 


VI. 


Theirs is the pang—but oh ! much honour'd pair ! 


Think not your pious, fond, parental care, 
Your early joy, your early boaſt, 
Your kind ſolicitudes are loſt !— 

— Old Time, a glad return will yield, 
To yonder hind that ſows the field ; 
'Tho' now, to lawleſs chance a prey, 
He ſeems to fling his hopes away. 


And ſhall the nobler toils that form the mind, 


Deſpair a due return to find, 

When he that tames th' unconſcious clod, 
See tenfold gifts by Heaven beſtow'd ? 
No—your generous labours live, 

In brighter. limes, they yet ſurvive 
That power, which ripens earth to ore, 
Beneath Potoſi's mountains hoar : | 
That ſees the ſanguine ruby glow, 

In Golconda's gloom below ; 

And bids a vagrant drop condenſe, 

An Orient pearl, with light intenſe ; 
Shall behold thy labours crown'd, 

Tho ſeeming ſunk in night profound. 
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Check the tear's inceſſant fall, 
And your living hopes ſurvey. 
A long proceſſion bright and gay ; 
Led by him *, who nurſt in arms, 
All alive to glory's charms, 
Fac'd the proud encroaching Gaul : 
And now the Senate ſees him wield, 
Virtue's arms, in Freedom's field; 
Remember ſtill his gallant ſtand, 
With that high diſtinguiſh'd_ band, 
When Uſurpation own'd her fear, 
And crouch'd beneath Jurerna's ſpear. 
Thus your living hopes recall, 
And check the tears inceſſant fall. 


* James Stewart, Eſq; repreſentative for the county Tyrone.---He 
made ſeveral campaigns in Germany, and behaved with uncommon in- 
trepidity, when only a ſtripling, 


FINI 8s. 


ro THE 


REV.. DR, LESLIE, 
| TANDRAGEE, COUNTY DOWN, 


A LATE MELANCHOLY EVENT IN His FAMILY, 1792. 


WovuLD Heaven that Promethean art were mine, 


To bid the languid look revive again ; 
O could the magic of the muſes line, 
Lead health meand'ring thro? the ſeats of pain. 


LesL1t ! that mind which feels for others ſmart, 
For many a year had *ſcap'd this cruel ſtroke, 
Till Pity's ſelf had wiſh'd the ſoul to part, 

From Age's leaden gripe, and galling yoke. 


While others ſkim'd along the vernal road, 
Where fleeting pleaſure led the hair-brain'd chace ; 
She trac'd the dark vale to the lone abode, 
Where anguiſh hid her pale, autumnal face, 
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Like the ſweet bee, that from the dew-bent flower, 


Extracts the lymph, that crowns the cup of joy; 
From grateful tears ſhe drew her nectar'd ſtore, 
Then with her freight complete, ſhe ſought the ſky. 


That glorious eſſence would'ſt thou wiſh to find, 
Here darkling fixt to mourn at others woe; 
Heaven's denizen, to laviſh taſk aſſign'd, 

To bid a purple current ebb and flow ?— 


Fond Sympathy, indeed, that heart could warm, 
The glow of friendſhip, and domeſtic joy ; 


Hope's chearful tinge, on Sorrow's faded form, 
Seem'd all Elyſium to her gliſt'ning eye. 


The Heavenly tenant of that gentle breaſt, 
Eternal vigour from the taſk inhal'd ; 


But, the frail lodging of th' empyreal gueſt, 4A 
Sunk, by the ſiege of unſeen foes aſſail'd. 


Yet, what ſhe was, in ſome diſtinguiſh'd hour, 
When meek Benevolence and Joy combin'd ; 

When thro” each look, with ſoul-enchanting power, 
Beam'd the pure eſſence of th' zthereal mind. 


She now exceeds—Behold her where ſhe moves, 
In the full noon of everlaſting light !— | 
Yon radiant crown each heavenly charm improves, 
With ſapphires beam'd, unſufferably bright! 
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Yon gems, that ſparkle o'er her flowing veſt, 
Are grateful tears, in heavenly mines congeal'd ; 
While in the ſwelling anthems of the bleſt, 
Wond'ring, ſhe hears, her modeſt worth reyeal'd. 


Wond'”ring, ſhe ſees, in that reſplendent robe, 
Emblazon'd by the pencil of the ſkies, 

Her deeds, while yet ſhe walk'd this nether globe, 
Tended by fervent prayers, and gliſt'ning eyes. 


Tuts too, the crown and ſplendid robe attend, 

((If aught the muſe beholds, of things above ;) 
Even now the texture grows, the colours blend, 

For other nuptials, midſt the choirs of love. 


The heavenly artiſt tends thy ſteps below, 
(An unſeen form, but by the gifted ſight, ) 
Who, in the tints of Heaven's unfading bow, 
Sketches thy virtues, as they riſe to light ! 


Swift purſuivants, the pictures waft away, 
Where, far above, the glorious texture grows, 
Glittering in bright diverſities of day, 
And heavenly looms thy ſtoried life compoſe. 


Still grows the texture, may it long extend, 

Till thy late progeny thy virtues learn! 
 Celetbial viſitant! thy charge attend, 

And ſoothe with whiſpers bland, his deep concern ! 
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Long may his fond, paternal eyes ſurvey, 
The ſainted mother in the daughter ſmile ; 


And may the Author of this grateful lay, 
From ſuch a model learn to raiſe his ſtyle. 


FINIS. 
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No venal bard, with perſonated pain, 
And ſtudied Sympathy's ſictitious glow, 
Preſumes to mingle with the mourning train, 


Iatruſive on their dignity of woe. 


Not many moons have taught the azure tide, 
In deeper deluge on our ſhores to roll, 

Since, in that ſocial circle, he enjoy'd 

« The feaſt of Reaſon, and the flow of ſaul.” 


T hat gloomy warning of the ſinking mind, 

(Which oft forebodes, when heaven-ſent ills impend) 
With dumb, internal prophecy, diyin'd, 

(Ere Rumour ſpoke) the parting of a friend, 
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Penſive I fit, and aſk the midnight breeze, 
How esu ſupports the ſhock, that ſever'd life; 
And Fancy till, in mournful viſion, ſees 
Hex feelings, and her fortitude at ſtrife. 


Oh ! how with ſoft Solicitude ſhe ſtrove, 

To draw the barbed ſhaft of length'ned pain; 

To ſmooth his couch, with kind, connubial love, 
And gild the gloom of Sorrow's dark domain ! 


What need for her ſuch deep and poignant woe ? 
Muſt ſhe ?—but Heaven forbids to ſcan our fate, 
Nor yet allows the various ends to know, 


For which ſhe proves us, in this mortal ſtate. 


Support her, Heaven! for su that feels for all, 
As ſpirits feel, from earthly dregs reſin d: 
How was ſhe ſtartled at the awful call? 

How bore the lacerations of the mind ? 


Support her, Heaven ! for thou alone canſt ſhed - 


That holy balm, that heals th' internal wound; 
And bid th' enlight'ned ſoul, devoid of dread, 


Look o'er the gloomy world's myſterious bound. 


To thoſe, whoſe converſe moſt uE loy'd below, 
The great, the good, the uſeful, and the wiſe, 
Who here vouchſaf*d a viſit to beſtow, 

Their fated taſk perform'd, and ſought the ſkies, 
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For not like gaudy inſects of an hour, 
Who waſte in trifles, Time's penurious boon 
He learn'd to manage well the frugal dower, 
And liv'd whole ages in a ſingle moon. 


To that fair morn, when firſt the ſun look'd forth, 
His mind, purſuing up the maze of time, 

Saw ſocial Life, and Science, in their birth, 

And mark'd, with ſtudious eye, their march ſublime. 


The lamp he lighted, by Experience given, 

At thoſe twin ſtars that glimmer'd o'er the waſte ; 
And, like Prometheus, dealt the boon of Heaven 
Around, and ſhow's the future in the paſt. 


From this, he learn'd the dignity of man 3 
From this, his duties, and his claims he knew; 
And, from the ſtudy of the mighty plan, 

'The richeſt ſtores of mingled knowledge drew. 


| His poliſh'd manners ſpread a ſocial eaſe, 
Round the gay circle of his feſtal board ; 
Even in the lap of pain, he ſtrove to pleaſe, 
Improv'd the ſubje&, or the theme reſtor'd. 


He lov'd the muſe : his kind, protecting hand, 
Cheriſh'd her labours with parental care: 


His Lordſh'p's literary acquiſitions exhibited an extent and variety 
which marked a great comprehenſion and activity of mind, and a me- 
mory uncommonly tenacious, 
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He ſtrove to plant the arts on Eirin's ſtrand, 
And hop'd to ſee them brave the rigorous air. 


'Twixt Factious frenzy, and imperial power, 
He took, like PusLivs,* his determin'd ſtand,} 
With Roman ſpirit fraught, and Attic lore, 

Full in the vaward of the patriot band. 


His ſhield has left its place, in Tamor's hall ; 

His column ſtrip'd of all its ſcutcheon'd pride. 
But Has rind's arms, with his, ſhall deck the wall, 
That creſt of eagle plume, to crowns ally'd. 


Ah! could thy country claim thee for her own | 
Could'ſt thou deſcend to low, provincial care 


But claims imperial, calls of high renown, 
And more extenſive plans thy boſom ſhare | 


Our Senate waits, to give thy virtues room, 

Thy fires' and country's friends, thy preſence greet ; 
But thy lov'd England points the wreath to come, | 
And calls thee hence to fill a nobler ſeat. 5 $0P 


Fancy, beholds thee in a nobler ſeat, 

Whence thy wide range of viſion might divine, 
Where beſt our long, diſcordant claims ſhould meet, 
Like blended colours, in one radiant line. * 


Publius Valerius Publi cola. 
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| XIII, 
AND now the hurricane was over blown, 
And to the North retir'd the rufhan blaſt: 
Again the victor climb'd the regal throne, 
With Scandinavian ſpoils ſuperbly grac'd, 
And o'er old England's harraſt plains, at laſt, 
The dawn of Freedom led the golden day, 
While, tir'd of arms, the power of battles caſt N 
His poliſh'd helm and brigantine away, 
And thro? the ſummer groves, purſu'd the ſylyan prey. 
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XIV. 
With clamorous hounds, to chace the flying doe, 


The Rovyar * Saxon, on a ſummer morn, 

(While yet the welkin wore a crimſon glow) 

Awoke the woodland choirs with jocund horn. 

And Sol, at laſt, by flaming courſers borne, 
Emerging from the pomp of woods afar, 

Began, in umber'd radiance to adorn 

The wide, delightful ſcene, of ſylvan war, 

From Windſor's purple hills, to Dover's chalky bar. 


XV. 
Following the chace, along the opening vale, 2 
Which points its boſom to the paſſing flood, 7 
They ſaw a brigantine, with eaſy ſail, 
Which up majeſtic Thames it's courſe purſu'd, 
Borne on the ſwelling tide: the hunters ſtood, 
And ſaw the ſtrangers ſlack the toiling oar, 
Awhile, the wond'ring bands each other view'd, 
At length the hardy ſailors ſought the ſhore, 
And in the friendly creek, the wave-worn veſſel moor. 


XVI. 


Forth from the Royal retinue, with ſpeed, 
At Alfred's word, a youthful Baron ſprung ; 
And, as the ſtrangers croſt the level mead, 
With haſty words addreſt the weary throng : 


* Alfred. 
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« Whence are ye, friends! that venture thus along 
Thoſe hoſtile waters, with forbidden prow ; 
No more the ſons of violence and wrong, 
Around our ſhores in ſable ſquadrons go, 
Or dare to ravage here, ſince Denmark's overthrow l“ 


XVII. 


He ſpoke, and thus the ſenior of the band, 

« Say, ere we anſwer, has our ſearch an end ? 

We ſeek the ſovereign of this happy land, 

And at the awful throne adoring bend ? 

When firſt we ſaw this noble train deſcend, 

Thro' the green foreſt, to the azure flood, 

In glad preſage, we deem'd the royal friend 

Of Liberty, the ſylvan chace purſu d, 
To this delightful ſhore, along the ecchoing wood.” 


XVIII. 


O gallant youth ! confirm this augury, 

And take the thanks of this o'erlabour'd train! 
From Iv ER Don, beyond the weſtern ſea ; | 
We come, the aid of Alfred to obtain, 

To reſcue from the foe, our loſt domain, 

Who rages in the centre of our iſle ; 

Where after many battles fought, in vain, 

He lords it o'er Juverna's choiceſt ſpoil, 

While ſcarce the ſlender bands ſupport the ſtrenuous toil.” 


* Old name of IA XL AND. 
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XxIx. 


The wond'ring youth the foreigners ſurvey'd, 

And gently thus return'd: “ Ve gueſs'd aright! 
Come! follow me to yonder welcome ſhade, 

Where yon broad ſycamore excludes the light, 

For now the burning ſun aſcends the height 

Of Heaven, and yonder halts the royal crew.“ 

In grateful thanks for this auſpicious ſight, 

They bow to Heaven, and ſtraight their guide purſue, 
Where the attendant train the ſlaughter'd quarry drew. 


XX. 


There ſate the "IE. 1, pry in royal ſtate, 

And ſaw his train prepare the rich repaſt; 

But now, the meſſenger of EixIx's fate, 

By the young Baron led, with fervent haſte, 

To the green ſummer hall of Audience preſt; 

And kneeling low, with ſupplicating ſtrain, 

With pious tears, and ardent prayers, addreſt 

The warlike Chief, of England's wide domain; 
And thus began the guide of Eirin's ſuppliant train: 


XXI. 


« Father of Freedom ! Hear the fervent prayer 
Of Iverdon, * that calls aloud for aid ! 

While Windſor's woods reſound the ſylvan war, 
And the brown tenants of the ſummer ſhade, 
Lead on the flying chace, from glade to glade. 


* Old name of Ireland. 
P p 
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Far other ſounds, Ierne's echoes tell, 


There Scandinavia's ſons in {laughter wade ; 
While from the breezy bill, and winding dell, 
Borne on the ſighing gale, the notes of anguiſh ſwell.” 


XXII. 


% O leave the flying wolf, and timorous doe, 
And ſpend your fury on a nobler game! 

The Dane will meet your lance, a daring foe, 
And add new glories to your deathleſs name. 
Soon as the winds your mighty march proclaim, 
The ſacrilegious Raven quits her prey, 
And, when you lance abroad the bolted flame 
Mounts on the winged winds, and fails away, 


Like Night's ill omen'd birds, before the ſhafts of day!“ 


XXIII. 


Irreſolute the royal warriour ſtood, 

While Memory call'd to view, the hated forms 

Of burning towns, and fleets, and fields of blood, 
And nightly ambuſcades, and wild alarms. 

His hardy train, tho? terrible in . 

Yet ſhudder'd at the ſound of Denmark's name; 

All who remember'd how the Northern ſwarms, 

On their pale ſtrand, like inundations, came, 

And ſpread along the ſhore like wide, conſuming flame. 


0 
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XXIV. 
They ſaw the Saxons doubt, and. thus again 
The hoary meſſenger renew'd his plea : 
% Think on the moment, when the cruel Dane, 
Sagacious of your flight, from ſea to ſea 
Purſu'd your ſteps, when ſacred * ATayzivy, 
By many a marſh, and ſounding flood ſecur'd, 
The laſt retreat of parting liberty; 


Preſerv'd the reliques of the conqu'ring ſword, 
And in her ſolemn ſhades her flying King jmmur'd.” 


XXV. 


«© Who bade the guardian ſpirit of the night, 

Wake in her lonely moors the lamping blaze, 

That led the Danes, with long, fallacious light, 

Far from the path, in many a winding maze, 

Where never mortal trode the faithleſs ſpace ; 

While the green ſward, that felt unuſual weight, 

With horrid chaſm, their flying march betrays ; 

And all at once, ingulfs the living freight, 

While Ivaa f blam'd their ſtay, unconſcious of their fate.“ 


XXVI. 


« He, whoſe nocturnal flame, and cloud by day, 
Secur d thy ſafety, now thine arm demands 


* The iſland where Alfred lay concealed during his zdverſity. 


+ lear, the Daniſh General. 
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To ſhield his holy cauſe, and hold at bay, 
The baffled rage of Scandinavia's bands. 
That power, whoſe mandate moy'd the ſhifting ſands, 


And fleets and armies from the port repell'd, 
Requires the help of thy victorious hands 
Forbid it, Heaven ! the Dane ſhould brave the field, 


While Alfred hunts the doe, in ſummer woods conceal'd ! 


XXVII. 


4 If pure Religion at thy footſtool bends, 

And ſeeks thine aid, to hold the foe at bay; 
Oh! think thy life was ſav'd for nobler ends, 
Than with the herd of Kings, to ſpend in play, 
The fleeting hours of Life's uncertain day. 

To England's glory, and to Alfred's fame, 
Enough was given in many a bloody fray ; 
Now, let Humanity thy valour claim, « 
And our inſulted Faith thy pious mind inflame !”” 


XXVIII. 


Fir'd at the bold addreſs, the courtier crew, 
Murmur'd, and look'd intolerable ſcorn ; 
But the great Regent, to whoſe mental view, 
The gradual chain of events yet unborn ; 
Roſe in clear ſeries, like the dawning morn, 
To the ſage Envoy thus his anſwer gave : 

« Terne's unexampled woes I mourn ; 

And, could my ſingle arm her millions fave, 


The SCANDINAYIAN ſoon ſhould fill the longing grave!“ 
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XXIX. 


But well ye know, the GENERAL voice muſt aid 
The feeble movements of my bounded ſway 

For here no King, in barb'rous pomp array'd, 

With arbitrary nod, can raiſe or lay 

| Bellona's ſtorm at will: But ſage delay, 

And public wiſdem, ſtrikes a ſurer wound, 

The ſtates aſſemble with the coming day, 

Where fair Avus rA ſhows her hallow'd mound, 
Then to the wiſe Divan your embaſſy propound.” - 


XXX. 


He ſpoke, with reverence low, the ſuppliant band 
Depart, and ſoon the brigandine aſcend; 

The jolly hunters, at their King's command, 

To fair Auguſta's walls their journey bend; 
Behind, in cloſe debate, as friend with friend, 
The King with LAxpix rode, a Neuſtrian Knight, 
In peaceful arts and arms completely train'd, 
With whom he us'd to ſhare the ſocial rite, 

And on his converſe dwelt with ever new delight. 


XXXI. 


For well he knew, with ſerious themes, or gay, 
To ſuit the moment, and the man to pleaſe ; 
And ev'ry land he knew, from * Calpes bay, 
To where + Viſurgis meets the northern ſeas : 


* Gibraltar, + The Weſer e- tw — 
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And all the glories paſt of Rome and Greece, 
And ev'ry ſcene renown'd of modern days, 
Were his ; and well he knew the mind to ſeize, 
With the reſiſtleſs charm of artful praiſe, 
On which the ſageſt mind with ling'ring love delays. 


XXXII. 


And well he knew to ward, with ready thought, 
Impending peril, or elude the blow; 

With ſtratagems and wiles innumerous fraught, 
To baffle or ſurprize the raging foe. 

And well he knew to bid the paſſions glow, 
Or ſoothe, to ſudden calm, the ductile mind; 
The royal Saxon ſeem'd his worth to know, 
Often dependant on his arts refin'd, 

When perils, muſtering round, againſt his peace combin'd. 


XXXUT. 


Him Arrxep lov'd, but cautious ſill, and juſt, 
Reſolv'd his FavourtTE's honour to explore, 

And find, if public love, or ſacred luſt 

Of ſway, his boſom rul'd with ſovereign power ; 

Ere he diſclos'd to light the hallow'd ſtore, 

Of ſapient counſels in his breaſt conceal'd.— 

—— Then muſing, as they trac'd the level ſhore ; 

A criſis fit, the prudent chief beheld, | 

And thus, with aſpect grave, his ſeeming views reveal'd. 


- . 
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XXXIV. 


Ho bleſt the Minifters of Life and Light, 
Whoſe flaming charity can never fail, 

For lack of means — But we, immerſt in night, 
And doom'd to wander this ſublunar vale, 
Where, for a day, we fill the loweſt ſcale 

Of intellectual life, lament to ſee, 

Paſſion, and Prejudice, and Fear prevail; 

And ſordid Self, with intereſted plea, 

Againſt the ſtruggling ſoul's ſeraphic energy.” 


XXXV. 


« Oh! were it mine tha ſoul-ennobling ſpell, 
With ſolitary voice to wake the war; 

Soon ſhould reſounding Fame my trophies tell, 
And purple conqueſts guide my lofty car ! 

Nor ſhould the haughty Lord of Denmark dare 
To waft his levy'd legions o'er the main! 
But oh! the cruel Fates have plac'd a bar 
Before my hopes !—and Law's unfeeling train 


Baffles my ardent prayer, and bids me wiſh in vain !” 


XXXVI. 


« How do I burn to ſhare the bloody fray, 
And meet with mutual ſhock my ancient foe ; 
But SexaTzs interpoſe, with cold delay, 
And dull debates retard the falling blow. 
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600 | 
Thoꝰ this hoar head be ſprinkled o'er with ſnow, 
Yet do I love, with ſudden powers combin'd 
To bear deſtruction on my ſounding prow, 


And leave the flying march of Fame behind, | 
Till“ LocaLin, in her doom, my dread arrival ſind!“ 


XXXVII. 


In thought, the fond believing minion ſpy d, 

In Alfred's ſudden wiſh, his inmoſt mind; 

And, all too credulous his joy to hide, 

The ſecret byas of the King to ſind: 

Like a light ſkiff that veers with every wind, 
Thus ſooth'd the purpoſe of the royal ſoul: 

“ Shall narrow laws the heavenly temper bind ? 
Shall human ties the hero's hand controll, 

Fitted to ſpread his ſway from Indus to the Pole?“ 


XXXVIII. 


« Oh Alfred ! ſeize at once the golden hour, 
That bounteous Heaven by Eirin's doom beſtows ; 
England ſhall build thy formidable power, 

A power, ſo dreadful to her ancient foes !— 

The ſtate muſt raiſe a barrier, to oppoſe 

The fierce invaſion of the cruel Dane; 

And, taught on thy firm valour to repoſe, 

Shall yield to thee, and thy victorious train, 

The ſovereignty, by land, and faſces of the main !” 


* Old name of Denmark. 
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« Levy thy legions ! and if deep Surmiſe, 

With jealous eye, thy purpoſe ſeem to dread ; 

Point to the tempeſt in the northern ſkies, 
Threat'ning afar, and gathering to a head. 

Tell of Ierne's plains, with ſlaughter red! 

Show how the conflagration rolls along, 

Still with a large ſupply of fuel fed. | 

Till Britain's ſons, and Gallia's martial throng, 
Shall ſcarce repel the tide of Violence and wrong * 


XL. 


% Like Jurius, thus the trembling ſenate fill, 
With conſtant rumours of invaſions nigh ; 
And dark preſages in their hearts inſtill, 
From all the quarters of the angry ſky. 

Let their great edict bid thy banners fly, 

And teach the frighted iſle thy need to know; 
Yet, ſuffer not thy legions long to lye 

In torpid ſloth, but bid their ardour glow 

On Gaul's unguarded coaſt, or Scandinavia's ſnow !“ 


XLI. 
% Old England, ſoon accuſtom's to the fight, 
Their glorious arbiter ſhall learn to boaſt, 
And view thy armaments, with proud delight, 
The Guarns of Fattpom call'd on every coaſt 
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Till, by degrees, their apprehenſion loſt, 

In ſweet oblivion of inſulting war 

Thy ſkilful hand, unthought, and unoppoſed, 
With maſter- movement winds the ſilken ſnare 


Around their torpid limbs, and crowns reward thy care!“ 


XLII. 


&« Oh! Alfred! then thy ſtrong bene volence, 

No more by Senates awed, by forms conſin'd, 
Shall ſally round the world, like light'nings glance, 
And match the emanations of thy mind !— 

— The Regent of the day, in light enſhrin'd, 

Shall ſtop awhile her burning wheels, to ſce 

The faſces of his favour'd iſle, reſign'd 

By the immediate hand of Heav'n, to thee, 

Whilſt Love, and filial Fear, applaud thy victory!“ 


XLIII. 


Some moments, loſt in thought, the Monarch ſtood, 
While Indignation, join'd with generous Shame, 
O'er his warm cheek ſuffus'd the mantling blood, 
And ſhook with ſudden throes his manly frame. 

At length, he cry, Oh Wiſdom! Heavenly flame! 
In love detach'd, from the primeval light, 

To guide our feet, and lift the mortal name,” 
By juſt gradations, to an angel's height ; 

How are thy glories ſunk in un ſubſtantial night?“ 
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XLIV. 


& I aſk not power, nor love defpotic ſway, 

That ſlippery boon, ſo much by mortals ſought ; 

Nor, aſk 1 Reaſon's clear unclouded ray, 

Content to ſhare the leſs invidious lot 

Of virtuous lore, by Heaven, in mercy taught 

To erring man, his fault'ring ſteps to guide ! 

Be Memory ! Fancy ! Intelle& forgot ! 

All bounteous Heaven ! the dangerous talent hide 

If thus ev'n Reaſon falls to ruin, miſſapply'd !” 
XL. 

« How oft thy words, like op' ning ſummer, clear'd 

The clouds, that ſettled on the deep debate 

How oft, aſſiſted by thy ſkill, I ſteer'd 

Thro' ſwallowing ſands, the veffel of the ſtate ! 

Thou ſubtle, mining ſpirit ! ſeen too late! 

O ſay what ſpell, in what portentous hour, 

Led thee to brave the ſtorm of public hate; 


To mar thy vintage in th? unfolding flower, - 
To taint my honour firft, and then abuſe my power? 


XLVI. 


« Unhappy man! with all thy matchleſs ſenſe, 
Thou ſaw'ſt not how I led thee to thy ſhame ; 
And now, what ſubterfuge ? what weak pretence 
Canft thou ſuggeſt to veil thy blaſted fame ? 
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Go! in oblivion hide thy hated name; 

Thy name, once glorious ! now alas ! how loſt ! 
And know, thy injur'd King would rather claim, 
In Freedom's band, his delegated poſt, 

Than all the royal pomp of Aſia's ſplendid coaſt !”? 


XLVII. 


Go! thouill-fated man! thy merits paſt, 
Ward from thy head the well deſerved doom ! 
But from the hoſtile plains of Albion, haſte ! 
Wherever Fortune leads thy ſteps to roam4 
The Land or Ling Ty denies a home 
To ſuch as thee !—and may ſhe ſtill deny 

| Even the aſylum of a quiet tomb, 
To that foul hand that labours to untye 
The hallow'd cords that bind her freeborn family !” 


XLVIII. 
He ſpoke, and turn'd away: — Wir guilty ſhame 


Oppreſt, the FavouriTe found his utterance fail; 
Nor dar'd an audience of the King to claim, 

His guilt to clear; but down the winding vale 

His courſer turn'd, while ſhadowy ev'ning pale 
Wav'd o'er the purple hills her banner gray: 
Meantime, the Monarch, in a flowery dale, 

Joining his jolly troop, at cloſe of day, 

To fair Auguſta's walls conducts the Jong array. 


bog 


XLIX. 


Too generous failing of the manly breaſt— 
The children yet unborn ſhall rue the day, 
When Alfred's pitying hand the wretch releaſt, 
And ſent him, like a peſtilence, away, 

Over the unſuſpecting world to ſtray, 

At large, in ſpecious Virtue's fair diſguiſe ! 
Thus the fair mirrour, with fallacious ray, 
Allures the ſweet lark from the liquid ſkies, 


And brings the warbler down, ah! never more to riſe. 


L. 


Lanvin the courtiers miſt, but nought enquir'd, 
For oft the King, on expedition bent, 

When any ſudden call the thought inſpir'd, 

On errands of deep truſt his fav'rites ſent : 

And oft the night, her cloudy curtain lent, 

From prying Fame, their ſtealthy march to hide. 
Thoughtful the Monarch ſeem'd, and all intent 
On public cares, as thro' the portal wide, 

And down the crowded way he led the living tide. 


LI. 


In revelry and ſport, the evening clos'd, 
Sweet relaxation of their woodland toil ! 
Then leaden Sleep his ſoothing ſpell impos'd 
On every ſenſe :—But Alfred, yet awhile, 
Smit with the ſufferings of the SainTED IsLE, 
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And anxious for the coming day, withſtood 
The pleaſing charm ; and by the waſting oil 
Of the nocturnal lamp, at large, purſu'd 
His ſalutary ſchemes of wide-diffuſive good. 


LIL 


Then, cloſing all with prayer, the royal ſage, 

To the yx1M&vaL CAUSE his vows addreſt; 

© OTHov! whoſe power on this ſublunar ſtage, 
Me, all unfit, with regal honours grac'd ; 
And, by my hand, the eruel Dane repreſt; 
Accept my thanks, that from a deadlier foe, 
Pape, and the LusT of pow, thy love releaſt 
Thy delegate, commiſſion'd here below, 

To bid thy bleſſings round in equal meaſure flow !”? 


LIII. 


«© So may J ever by cæleſtial ſight, 

From coward Doubt, and wild Ambition clear; 

Tuvixt the extremes, direct my courſe aright, 

And thro” the dreadful ſhelves ſecurely ſteer! 

Still may I ſcorn the sELTIsH CALL to hear, 

When Duty pleads, or Glory points the way: 

Or pure Religion, from her radiant ſphere 

Deſcends, with Freedom at her ſide, to pray 

Her champion's aid, in arms, to chace the fiend away !” 
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LIV. 


The Monarch thus his aſpirations breath'd, 

While, kept at diſtance by the ſolemn prayer, 

The power of Slumber ſtood ; then ſoftly wreath'd 
Around the regal brow, with gentle care, 

The poppy crown, and many a viſion fair, 

Of op'ning glory, ſooth'd the godlike breaſt :. 
There firſt, the fluctuating pomp of war, 

The fairy ſcene in countleſs horrours dreſt, 

Then golden days come on, and images of reſt. 


LV. 


But not compos'd by images of reſt, 

The * Gallic fugitive, by Conſcience driv'n, 

To Epic's ſtately hall his courſe addreſt, 

Beneath the midnight frown of angry Heaven ; 

Already the reproof, by Alfred giv'n, 

Fermented deep, and fir'd his haughty mind, 

Nor long his paſſions kept the balance even; 

But ſoon to dark Revenge the ſcale enclin'd, 

Which ſoon he thought to fate, with haughty Edric join'd. 


LVI. 


Edric was born of + Ixa's royal blood, 
Factious in peace, but nameleſs in the field, 


* Landin, 
＋ Ina, King of Weſſer, the common anceſtor of Alfred and Edric. 
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He ſtill, with cauſeleſs ſpite, the King purſu'd 
Whoſe eagle-winged merit oft compell'd 

The reverence of immortal hate, and held 

Her foes in awe ; but haughty Edric thought 

His elder line, by policy expell'd 

From England's throne, and each occaſion ſought, 
By clamour, force, or fraud, to croſs the royal vote. 


- L'VIL. 


Aſtoniſh'd to behold his look of care, 

The malecontent receiv'd his midnight gueſt, 

Who told how Alfred, with the morning ſtar, 

Meant to convene the Saxon Thanes in haſte, 

To treat of Eirin's call, by war oppreſt: 

And in ambiguous phraſe he /eem'd to tell 

Some foul concealment lab'ring in his breaſt ; 

Some dark deſign conceiv'd in loweſt hell, 

And nouriſh'd by the King, his ſubjects rights to quell. 


LVIII. 


And Friendſhip ſeem'd with Honour to contend, 
Whether the ſecret to conceal, or ſhow ; 

Yet ſeem'd his keen, expreſſive look to lend 

A dark, malignant light, that led to know 

The ſecret meaning of his ſmother'd woe. 

And flaſh'd conviction on the kindling mind 

Of Ixa's heir, who ſaw a deadly blow, 

Or thought he ſaw, at Liberty deſign'd, 

And many an image foul of latent fraud combin'd. 
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Again the Lord of Day illum'd the pole, 

And all the godlike energies of mind ; 

And all the tyrants of the human ſoul, 

Envy, and Love, and Hope, and Fear, combin'd ; 

And Intelle&, and Fancy, unconſin'd, 

Touch'd into being by the heavenly ray, 

Ruſh'd into life, like the impriſon'd wind : 

And firſt Juverna's ſons prevent the day, | 

And to the ſolemn dome purſue their dubious way. 
LX. 

The valves unfold; the Senatorial band, 

With din confus'd, the ſolemn paſſage throng, 

And range in order due, on either hand, 

Around the throne, with Daniſh trophies hung. 

But ſoon, by acclamations loud and long, 

The coming father of the ſtate was told : 

« Father of Freedom! Hail!“ from every tongue 

Was heard, and myriads crowded to behold 

Their King, as down the lines the long proceſſion roll'd. 


. LXI. 


Arriv'd, he ſate, and ſoon the mournful ſound. _,,;. 
Of Supplication in the hall was heard ; 

And ſoon Juverna's train, with awe profound, 

Before the aſſembled Potentates appear d; 

And told their tale, in deep diſtreſs preferr'd ; 


Qq, 
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Then leaye the preſence, and their ſentence wait 
Abroad, with riſing hope alternate chear'd, 

And fear depreſt, while long in cloſe debate, 
Britannia's mighty Thanes, with godlike Alfred fate. 


LXII. 


4 Fellows in arms,“ the placic Monarch ſaid, 
« Ye hear Ierne's call, her fervent plea 

Her hamlets and her folds in ruin laid, 

And deſolation ſpread from ſea to ſea. 

There Odin's ſons, elate with victory, 

Follow the banners of the ruthleſs God. 

And ſhall we bear their horrid blaſphemy, 

That the great founder of our faith, o'eraw'd, 
Suffers the ſavage foe to waſte his fair abode ?”? 


| LXIII. 
% 'To us, who ſaw reveal'd, his thund'ring arw 
And all the pageants of his power diſplay d 
Strong is the ſolemn call ! the loud alarm 
That leads us hence, the falling croſs to aid 
Nor ſhalh the arduous buſineſs be delay d 
By me, nor will I plead my years decline; 
Soon ſhall the wiſh of England be obey d, 
Whether, in arms, our weſtern friends to join, 
Or to ſome younger Chief, the glorious poſt reſign. 


” 


dro 
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LXIV. 


Firſt RepowaLD, in prudent counſels old, 
Aroſe, of large and comprehenſive mind ; 

But his tame ſpirit ſunk, by caution cool'd, 

And artful ſchemes, and politics refin'd ; 

On that ſad morning, ere the battles join'd 

On Wilton's “ Moor, his too ſagacious care, 
Diſhearten'd England, while the Dane, combin'd 
With bold + Mervinia's legions, ruſh'd to war, 
And Mercia loſt the day, and fled the field afar. 


LXV. 


te Is there no charm in peace, or peaceful toils, 
That thus in ſearch of ill we roam the flood, 

And wing our way to the ſurrounding iſles, 

Like vultures, Following far the ſcent of blood ? 
For evermore purſuing or purſu'd ?— 5 
| — The gods, my friends ! a floating barrier drew 
Around our ſhores, and built a bulwark rude, 

Of cilffs embattled high, in dreadful view, 

From England, to repell the bold invaſive crew.” 


LXVI. 


This awful theatre, by nature made, 
The circle of our glory ſeems to bound; 


* Where the Engliſh had met with a total defeat by the Danes, 
Anno, 871. | 
+ The Welſh of Merionethſhire, 


612 


Then let us, ere our Pagan foes invade, 


This little reſpite ſeize, in peace profound, 

And glad repoſe, to heal our ancient wound : 

Nor dare to tempt the Scandian arms again, 

Nor think the trump of fame will ceaſe to ſound 
Britannia's martial deeds, by land and main, 

The triumphs of our King, and Denmark's broken chain.” 


LXVII. 


\ 
O rather let us hear, with ev'ry moon, 
The noiſe of battle ring around our coaſt, 
Young EL D gro cry'd “ Than foil our trophies won, 
With torpid ſloth, and leave our gallant hoſt 
To linger out their lives, to glory loſt ; 
And, in the tempeſt of the nations, ſleep ! 
Till Denmark, and Norwegia, unoppoſed, 
With their Mileſian allies, croſs the deep, 
The long expected meed of many an age to reap!” 


LXVIII. 


© Should Freedom's call, and warm Compaſſion fail, 
With Piety combin'd, your ſouls to bend; 
Yet, let the voice of policy prevail, 

Your idle legions, o'er the ſea to ſend, 

And, with the ſons of Iverdon, defend 

The common bounds, gainſt the common foe. 
In vain, alas with Sitric you contend, 

In vain your navies meet with tilting prow, 

If fad Ierne ſinks beneath the menac'd blow. 
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LXIX. 


In vain, old Ocean guards your threat ned land, 
With all her choſen terrours frowning round; 

In vain your native valour dyes the ſtrand 

With Daniſh blood, returning wound for wound. 
If Eirin's breezy hills, and dale's profound, | 
And flowery lawns, with lowing herds replete, 
And mountains blue, with piny chaplets crown'd 
Old Denmarks powers renew, and freight her fleet, 
While her emboſom'd bays afford a ſafe retreat !” 


LXX. 


6 1 ſee, from all her ports, the ſable ſwarm 

Inſult our frontiers, and our fleet repell. 

I ſee her hundred mouths emit the ſtorm, 

Like Hecla's Hill, or flaming * Mongibel, 

Then re- admit them, like the gorge of hell, 

When Engliſh valour threats the baleful brood ! 

Till rallying from the long - retreating dell, 

Or gloomy grove, with ſpirit unſubdu'd, 

Their legions launch again, and hide the weſtern flood,” 


LXXI. 


&* To arms, to arms,” the gallant Eſmond cry'd, 
« And tear from Dania that diſtipguiſt'd prize, 


Etna. 
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Ere in our trembling ports their navies ride, 

Or on our walls her fable ſtandard flies. 

To us, old Iverdon, for aid applies, 

Her homage, our protection beſt will pay; 

Let * Hermon's ſon, by old experience wiſe, 

To England's care, reſign the reſou'd prey, 
England, accuſtom'd long to hold the Dane at bay.” 


LXXII. 


* And, who the bloody purchaſe ought to ſhare, 

With honourable toil, by England bought ? 

Who guards the common bulwark of the war, 

But ſhe, that ſaves Mileſius' ancient lot, 

Fate To HER sons The whole aſſembly caught, 

With kindling rapture, thunder'd loud applauſe, 

Till Ardulph roſe, and audience calm beſought ; 

Ardulph, the friend of man, and Freedom's cauſe, 
Whoſe ſteady wiſdom” ſtill maintain'd her ſacred laws, 


LXXIII. 
“ Ignoble thought | unworthy Albion's race !— 
For the poor title to an harraſt ſhore, 
To /e!! our proud alliance, and deface 
That blazonry of fame, our fathers wore ! 
If warlike Hexc1sT, thts, in days of yore, 


His mercenary aid, to England fold, 
No heavenly precept tam'd her luſt of power, 


4 Reignivg King of Ireland. 
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No equitable thought his arm controll'd, 
No * law of ſympathy, his proud ambition cool'd !” 


— — 


— 


r Oe eee ny ——— 


LXXIV. 


&« Shall ſhe, like ruffians, on the deſart ſtrand, 

When angry Neptune ſcales the bending ſkies, 

Forbid the toiling mariner to land, - > a 6 
Heedleſs of prayers, and agonizing cries, he 

Unleſs he gives away the golden prize, 

The laſt, ſad relique of his naval hoard ?— 

O let us yet revere the ſacred ties, 

That faſten man to man, with firm accord, 

Nor cauſe of obloquy to Alfred's name afford.” 


) — 
3 4, : ; 


/ 


4 
| 
g 
J | 


LXXV. 


He ſpoke, in murmurs low, the liſt'ning crowd, 
Their dubious praiſe, and mingled cenſure ſpoke ; 
But + Edric next, his gloomy aſpect ſhow'd, 

A ſoul of ſullen fire, that ſcorn'd the yoke 

Of regal ſway, nor vail'd his lofty look, 

To Keſar, or to King, whoever frown'd : 

From l,axvin, late, a dark ſurmiſe he took, 

Of ſome foul peſt, from Eirin's vales profound, 
That aim'd the lofty ſtem of Liberty to wound, 


— oe . 


* Chriſtian Law, fo called from the famous goſpel n untd 
others as you Twould they 1 do unto you. 


Þ+ See ſt 54, &c, 
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LXXVI. 


He roſe, and in his look deſiance flamed, 

And jealouſy, matur'd to laſting hate; 

And thus, aloud, the malecontent exclaim'd : 

« Ye gallant Thanes ! that love Britannia's ſtate, 
I fee the cloſure of this deep debate, 
Pregnant with ills ! I ſee the fabric fair, 

Of Liberty, beneath the whelming weight 

Of foreign trophies loſt, and needleſs war, 
While ages toil in vain, her ruins to repair oo 


LXXVII. 


e Pardon ! * thou generous friend to England's weal, 
Whoſe ſtrenuous arm, with more than mortal might, 
Was ſeen to check the adamantine wheel, 

Turn'd by the daughters of eternal night, 

That ſpun our purple doom ! our lowly plight 

To laurel'd triumphs, and convivial joys 

Thy proweſs turn'd ! But now a ſudden blight, 

Sent from the awful Regent of the ſkies, 

Sickens our ſummer blooms, and all the year deftroys.” 


LXXVIII. 


As ſome pale warriour, when the fever's fire, 


With ſcenes of battle ßlls the madding brain, 


Alfred. 
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Longs to put on Bellona's freſh attire, 

To reap the harveſt of the bloody plain, 

And try the tumult of the field again : 

Dreaming his ſtrength return'd, while fell diſeaſe 
New threds his nerves, and boils in eyery vain ; 
Thus, the fair viſions of fallacious peace, 

Tempts us our arms to try beyond the weftern ſeas l“ 


LXXIX. 


& Can we forget the foe, whoſe labour tills 

The Mercian vallies, and the * Sunward Mound, 

Who colonize along the fable hills 

Of Cumberland, and Cheviot's utmoſt bound, 

And Deira's plains to Neptune's ſtormy ſound ?— -. 
Half theſe are Danes, and like the brooding ſtorm, 

Wait but the heavenly ſign, to ſpread around 

Tumult, and diſarray, and loud alarm, | 

Tho? now they ſeem withheld by Alfred's dreaded arm.” 


LXXX. 


J ſee the living rancour of their eye, 

(Tho' now beneath the yoke they ſeem to bend) 
Like the red promiſe of the evening ſky, | 
The tempeſt of the coming day portend. — 

Go now—to Eirin's woods your victims ſend, 
Where ruin lurks in deadly ambuſh near. 

Soon yonder clouds, that on your hills impend, 


* Faſt Anglia, 
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And yet their deſolating march forbear, 
Shall deluge all the plain, and mar the mellow year.“ 


LXXXI. 


« Ex'n tho' the terrour of the ſanguine ſcourge, 
Should hold in awe the oft-defeated foe, 

While England's heroes o'er the fable ſurge, 

To green Ierne point the lofty prow ; 

Yet Coxapksr calls alike, and OvxRxTRHROW, 
For numerous legions ſtill, and new ſupplies ; 
Low droops proud Victory, with faded brow, 
And moulted plume, beneath yon weeping ſkies, 
If our too cautious hands the levied aid denies.” 


LXXXII. 


ce But, verſt in plunder, and the waſte of war, 

The veETErAN ſoon will ſcorn our peaceful toil ; 

And, ſhould ſome young, ambitious Prince, prepare 

To forge new fetters for his native iſle, 

The warlike band, enured to annual ſpoil, 

To ruin'd provinces, and ſcenes of blood ; 

And us'd to purchaſe the imperial ſmile 

By moonlight wars, beyond the weſtern flood, 

Round the tyrannic flag, with chearful haſte will crowd.” 


LXXXIII. 


& Then ſad Ierne to his ſtandard won, 
Shall fling her legions in the Royal ſcale, 
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And Engliſh freedom, like the waning morn, 
Shall waſtc away, or o'er the boſom pale , 
Of Ocean, fleet before the riſing gale, 
To other worlds, beyond the Weſtern Main; 
Or, like an hermit, in Mervinia's vale, 
Live with the mountain hind and toiling ſwain, 
Their hamlets to protect againſt the ruffian train.” 


LXXXIV, 


& Our laurel'd Chief, beneath the ſetting ſtar, 
Shall teach the conquer'd clans the trade of _ 
And from Ierne lead the moving war, 

To pale Britannia, o'er the toiling flood, 

A ſavage foe ! while England, oyeraw'd, 

Falls to her parricides an eaſy prize, 

Our choiceſt blood and treaſures ſent abroad, 

To yonder climes that front the weſtern ſkies, 

In vengeance ſhall return, with ever new ſupplies.” 


LXXXV. 


* Thus ſhall our vital moiſture drain away, 

By parching ſuns, in deadly blights return, . 
Or, in contagious vapours blot the day, 

While our pale ſhores the dark Invaſion mourn.— 
Rather let Eirin fall !—let Tamor burn !— 

Or bid their King reſume his glory loſt, 

And ſnatch the wreath away, by Dania worn 
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Or ſend them hence, to Gallia's friendly coaſt, 
Againſt the common foe, to rouſe the Celtic hoſt.” 


LXXXVI. 


0 Periſh the thought!“ young Adelmar reply d, 
& That Gaul ſhould claim the honourable meed, 


The doom of conquered Eirin to decide, 
And with preſumptuous hand their canvaſs ſpread, 


On our inſulted ſeas ! Let Dania bleed ! 

Bleed England! Eirin !. ere an alien power, 

From her blue promontories lift his head, | 

And looks, with lordly frown, the ocean o'er, 

On the proud armaments that line our native ſhore !” 


LXXXVII. 


Alfred aroſe, his generous heart was pain'd 

To find the ſland'rous tongue attaint his fame; 

He, whoſe intrepid hand, ſo long ſuſtain'd 

The drooping glories of Britannia's name. 

« My friends,” he cry'd, * No more aſſert the claim 

Of England's glory, or religion's aid, 

Since cold Suſpicion damps the warriours flame, 

And candid Virtue, pines in Envy's ſhade, 

Let Denmark, ar her will, our trembling ſhores invade !” 


LXXXVIII. 


« Say, is your love of freedom more than mine 
Ungrateful men !—but let my deeds defend 
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My wounded fame, for ne'er ſhall wreath entwine 
Thoſe brows again, nor ſhall the Monarch blend 
His peaceful hours, with broils that never end, 
For tranſient glory, which the baleful breath 
Of pois'nons envy, to the duſt can ſend, 
Or low-born jealouſy, ' whoſe cauſeleſs wrath, 
Can touch with ranc'rous gall, the moſt unblemiſht faith.” 
LXXXIX. 
« Let the Mileſians tell their harraſt lord, 
That England's warlike thanes, with caution wiſe, 
No longer truſt their ſayiour with the ſword, 
Deaf to the prayers, the ſupplicating cries, 
Of Iverdon ! regardleſs of the ties 
Of pure religion, and a common blood ! 
For me, I here implore the awful ſkies, 


If Alfred &er forgot the public good, 
Be his deteſted name with obloquy purſu'd !” 


XC. 


& T too have friends! and ſoon could turn the tide 
Of clamorous faction, to demand the war, 

Or with my ſolitary voice, decide 

The long debate, and for the field declare ! 

But my conſummate glory well can ſpare 

The teſt, and much I ſcorn the little art, 


To win my people's vote, by means unfair! 
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Be mine the empire o'er the willing heart ! 
I love unbounded ſway, and ſcorn to rule a part!“ 


XCI. 


c But ye! bold hearts in vain ! whoſe gen'rous voice 
Is all for war, who ſcorn to wait the foe ! 

In torpid ſloth, beneath your native ſkies ; 

But paſs the barrier, and preyent the blow ! 

If ſtill your hearts with native ardour glow, 

In voluntary bands, to croſs the main, 

Go! in the name of martial glory! go! 

With ardour new, inſpire the harraſt train, 

And with collected ſtrength, repell the raging Dane!“ 


XCII. 


He ceaſt, and fate ; a deep, portentous cloud, 
The ſullen brow of Faction overhung ; 

But now the hour diſmiſt the martial crowd, 

And thro? the op'ning valves, the noble throng, 
In deep, unſocial ſilence, pac'd along. 

The ſad Mileſians ſtood in dumb deſpair, 

With grief, and generous indignation ſtung, 

To find their hopes of new-enkindled war, 

And all their proſpects gone, like Images of air.— 


[ 


Exp or Tas Fixer CAx ro 


A band of Saxon Volunteers, under the command of Albert, a Nor- 
thumbrian, embark for Ireland, to aſſert the natives againſt the 
Danes : They find peace reſtored, but are detained in Ulſter by con- 
trary winds, 


Now Calga's walls they gain'd where Nigel's care, 

With genial gifts, delay'd the gallant train ; * 

Their navy now, from Curan's eaſtern bar 

Came round, and now the Saxon Lord again 

Reſoly'd to man his fleet, and tempt the main, 

Since unexpected peace had ſheath'd his blade. 

With hoſpitable care, the noble Thane, + 

From day to day, the gallant youth delay'd, 

Till Albert's haſte, at length, his fervent prayers outweigh'd. 


* Viz, Albert and the Northumbrian Volunteers, 


+ Nigel, Regent of Ulſter, 


——U . —u— ——— — 
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But now, as Heayen ordain'd, the wat'ry ſtar, 
Which rules the flood, and bids the tempeſt riſe, 
Gave the red ſignal to the windy war, 

And the deep ferment ſtain'd the angry ſkies. 

The freſh gale ſunk, and ſoon the awful voice 

Of the Norwegian wind forbid the fail ; 

Full thirty days it ſtorm'd : The new allies : 

In NigePa hall, attend the vocal ſhell, 

Tlrit now no more was heard of bloody wars to tell. 


O vagrant muſe ! the wond'rous cauſe unfold, 
Which held Juverna's haughty foe at bay; 

And the proud wheels of victory controll'd, 

When hapleſs Iverdon at mercy lay, 

And ſeem'd to wait her doom ? Upon a day, 

As * Sitric led along his weary hoſt, 

And thro* Ophalia's woods explor'd his way, 
Between two hills, with bow'ry ſhades emboſt, 
His long laborious march a ſtrange adventure croſt. 


Amid the muſic of the martial fife, 

They heard a pauſing ſtrain ſalute the ear, 
Along the vale. But ſoon, in tuneful ſtrife, 
And concert full, aroſe the anthem clear, 
Harmonious pſalmody, diſtinct and near! 
And ſoon emerging full, the cauſe was ſeen, 
An holy brotherhood, contemning fear, 


* The King of Denmark. 
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Led by their Lord, a man of awful mien, 
Forſook the gloomy. ſhade, and croſt the level green. 


But ſoon, as by an holy impulſe driven, 

They wheel'd around, the pagan's march to meet; 
Like men, who ſeem'd to wait the will of Heaven, 
Wav'ring, the Scandians ſtood, nor dar'd to threat 
The holy train, who ſoon, with haſty feet 
Arrived, and ſtood in ſilence, van to van, 
While every heart a falt'ring meaſure beat ; 
At length, the leader of the holy clan, 
Breaking the ſolemn pauſe, in accents ſlow began. 


& Paynim ! behold th' inviolable Fair,“ 

The baffled fury of her foes diſdains, | 

From her high battlements, with ſcornful air, 

She waves her hand aloft, and mocks thy pains ; 
Not her thou tyrant, thy bold voice profanes, 

But him who made thee ; him, whoſe ſov'reign will, 
With matchleſs patience, ſtill, thine arm ſuſtains, 
Thy motions governs, and inſpires thy ſkill, 

Tho', oft and oft, forewarn'd, a flagrant rebel ſtill.” 


« Like thee, the minions of thy power blaſpheme, 
And all thy frantic motions idolize ; 
Thus, after thee, they chant the baleful theme. 


The Chriſtian Church. 
„ 


— 


— - 
— —— 
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4 Ye venerable groves; that proudly riſe 
« Favorites of Heav'n! uſurpers of the ſicies; 
% And you, ye pines ! that fan the wint'ry air, 
* Whoſe giant height, the ſtormy north defies, 
„ Sublimely waving to the windy war! 
« Alas! the edge comes down, which never knew to ſpare ! 


* Where'er my legions ſweep the ſandy plain, 

© Perennial fountains ſcarce the draught ſupply, 

« The floods forget their journey to the main, 

« And ſudden leave their gaping channels dry ; 

« But hark! -blaſphemer ; to thy lords reply! 

% Son of perdition ! know thy abject birth, 

4 Rais'd, like a meteor, to the wondering ſky, 

« Or, like the whirlwinds of thy native north, 
*The rampires of my foes, to level with the earth. 


“For this, my light'niogs wither'd all their force, 
For this, their nerveleſs hands reſign d the ſpear, _ 
* As when red Sirius leads the fultry hours, | 
% And fires to tenfold rage the fervid year ! 
„They pin'd away, beneath the blaſt ſevere, 


„Like gray graſs, waving o'er the ruin'd wall, 


« But now my bridle checks thy mad career; 
« Stand! harken ! and obey thy ſovereign's-call, 
Or the horizon round ſhall tremble at thy fall.” 
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« Slacken thy march, and dread my injur'd name, 
* 'Thou ſcourge of angry Heaven! thy taſk is o'er ! 
« Juverna's Lord, by long affliction tame, 
% Acknowledges the rod, and fins no more. 
„% 'Thou waſt not call'd to lay the realm in gore, 
* To ſack his towns, and deſolate the plain, 
« But, by the timely penance to reſtore 
« The chaſtis d rebel to his God again, 
And from the ſpreading taiat, to vindicate his reign. 


© That power, whoſe nod arreſts the rolling wave, 

« Who rules the whirlwind, and direQs the ſtorm ; 

« Whoſe ſovereign word the dread permiſſion gave, 

«© Which rous'd to blood thy far deſtroying arm, 

«© Now ſends his meſſenger, with mightier charm, 

« To take the temper from thy thirſty ſpear, 

To bid thee ſheath the ſword, with ſlaughter warm, 
« And from thy brow thy bloody laurel tear; 

| © Obey thepreſent God, and ſtop thy mad career! 


© Dreamer! avaunt !” the haughty Monarch cries, 
Nor tempt the ſword that ſpares thy trembling age.” 
O thou, whoſe volleying thunder ſhakes the ſkies,” 
The ſage exclaims, © behold the Scandian's rage, 
„And bid the heav'nly truth his heart engage: 
Struck by that hand, which caus'd the rock to flow, 
Let thy deſcending peace his fury ſuage, 


— 


ö 
{ 


| 
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And teach the haughty rebel to forego 

The blood-ſtain'd diadem, that binds bis haughty brow.” 
Look up! fond man, and ſee the heav'nly ſign, 
That ſhews how ſgon thy glories fleet away!“ 

Juſt then, fo well the brotherhood divine 

Had tim'd their meſſage ; o'er the orb of day, 

A dim eclipſe began its gradual way, 

And ominous ev'ning, o'er the proſpect clos'd, 

In flow ſolemnity, while deep diſmay, 

Ig horror, ſtole along the Daniſh hoſt, 

As Day's bright chariot hung in total darkneſs loſt. 


The plumy choirs their ſprightly carols ceaſt, 

And to th” aſylum of the grove withdrew ; 

And the wild woodland tenants went to reſt, 

While the bright marſhal of the ſtarry crew, 

Undazzled by the day, look'd out to view, 

The dread defection of the ſolar light; 

And now, the ſacred bands began ane w, 

Their ſolemn deſcant, like the bird of night, 

That chears the lonely hours, remoy'd from mortal fight. 


No murmurs thro” the ſhadowy hoſt was heard, 
In holy horrour to the raptur'd ſtrain ; 
Liſtning : At laſt a dubious glimpſe appear d, 
of Ser, emerging from the dark domain 
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Of Cynthia's orb, but then, the gladſome train, 
Chorus'd the light in Hallelujahs high: 
Thus, thus, ſhall Faith and Freedom gild again, 
The wide horizon round with light and joy, 
When Dania's ſtorms overblown, ſhall leave the light'n'd ſky.” 


Twas then, the Pagan van began to met, 

And down their poliſh'd arms, repentant, flung ; 
Soon either wing the ſoft infection felt, 

Which run, like lambent flame, the ranks along; 
Till all in tears diffoly'd, the martial throng, 

As if they meant to waſh their ſtains away, 515 
Around the holy man imploring throng, 

And for thꝰ initial rite began to pray, 

To purge the taint of fin, which yet inſecting lay. 


And firſt, the monarch dofft his ſhining mail, 

And firſt, the limpid ſtream obedient ſought, 

Which ſtole in murmurs down the ſhady vale, 

Perennial ſpring ! with cooling treaſures fraught, 

Then all aſſembling round the ſacred ſpot ; 

The band, alternate, ſhare the cleaning rite, 

Succeſſive, by the holy brethren taught, 

Thoſe truths, that broke the gloom of ancient night 

And chear'd the darken'd ſoul with intellectual light. 
© 

Now Fame, chat us'd of bloody broils to tell, 

The welcome news, to Eirin's Monarch bore, 
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What wond'rous chance, the royal Dane befell, 
Met by his Saviour in the deſart hoar. 

And he, profuſe ſo late of human gore, 
Seem'd to renounce the deſolating trade, 

A Chriſtian now ! a man of blood no more ! 
Compell'd to ſheath, his far-deſtroying blade, | 
By nin, whoſe ſovereign word the riſing tempeſt laid. 


Soon more than Rumour told the wond'rous tale, 
For now, to Eirin's King, an Envoy came, 
From the new convert in the ſacred vale, 

Whoſe meſſage ſtampt the vague report of Fame ; 
Peace he propos'd, in royal Sitric's name, 

And amicable league to Eirin's Lord, 

With a fair pledge of peace, the northern Dane ; 
Sweet Eleanor, by rival Kings ador'd, 

But for himſelf reſery'd the conqueſts of the ſword. * 


Then follows an account of the diviſion and allotment of a por- 
tion of the conquered country to the Dane, and the prepar tions for 
the royal nuptials. Suſpicion of treachery, on the fide of the Dane, 
entertained by Negil, and his diſpute in the Mileſian Senate, with 
Colmar, on the ſubject. The commencement of the ſtory of Tuxo- 


DOLFE and Emma concludes the Specimen. 


Not all the darts of love are tip'd with lead; 

Not all to law purſuits the boſom fire; 

But oft with generous thoughts, the mind they feed, 
And fervent thirſt of genuine fame inſpire, 
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Far from the Syren glance, ye youths retire, 
Which leads to ſhame; but when the heav'nly boy, 
Fanns, with his purple wings, the proud deſire 
Of honeſt fame, the bold adyenture try, 
And labour to obtain the plaudit of the ſky ! 


The one is common to the ſavage kind, 

| The lion's fury, and the panther's flame, 

The other dignified by love of mind, 

A nobler origin is known to claim, 

When min'd, by lapſe of time, the mundane frame, 
And all its periſhable ſcenes decay, 

Thou ſtill ſhalt live, immortal, and the ſame 

In the high noon of everlaſting day, 

And all the bleſt above confeſs thy potent ſway. 


A youth there was, of Gothmund's warlike train, 
Who, not by lucre led, nor thirſt of blood, 

But love of glory, paſt the northern main, 

And foremoſt till in front of danger ſtood, 

The firſt to ſcale the wall, to paſs the flood, 

To dare the ambuſh, or the camp explore; 

But when the royal Dane, by Heay'n ſubdu'd, 
Had ſeem'd to give the trade of ſlaughter o'er, 
His hours he paſs'd in peace, on Senu's gentle ſhore, 


It chanc'd, as wandꝰ ring at the cloſe of light, 
Along the mazes of a ſolemn grove, 


* 
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When ſettling o'er the ſhade, approaching night, 
Her gentle glooms with eaſy finger wove, 
O'er ev'ry ally green, and gay alcove ; 
He heard, afar, a lamentable ſtrain, 


Of ſome benighted traveller, who ſtrove 


To ſcape the hand of violence, in vain, 
And now with piercing cries the foreſt rang again. 


He hurried on, inſtructed by his ear, 


And ſoon the ſoul· affecting cauſe beheld, 

A young Mileſian virgin, lovely, fair, 

With her attendant maids, by ruffians held, ; 
Of Scandian race, who prowl'd the nightly field, 
Like famiſh*d wolves, to ſeize their feeble prey, 
But ſoon the ſword of Theodolfe, compell'd 

The lawleſs ſons of ſpoil to haſte away, 

Like the nocturnal crew, which ſhun the eye of day. 


She thank'd the gallant youth, with grateful tears, 


And at his warm requeſt her lineage told; 


Her anceſtors, in Eirins golden years, 
Anſoba's ſons with gentle ſway controll'd, 
Now in a neighb'ring vale, her parent old, 
The reliques of his ancient ſtate poſſeſt, 

Since cruel Dania chang d the times of gold, 
And claim'd the flow'ry borders of the weſt, 
Ta hapleſs Iverdon, a dire, unwelcome gueſt. 
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The gallant Theodolfe the virgin led, 
To the near manſion of her aged fire 
The fire, with hoſpitable rites, delay'd 
The ſaviour of his child, while young Deſire 
Fann'd in the warriour's heart the latent fire. 
The father ſaw, and hail'd the growing flame; 
Fair Emma felt her gratitude inſpire 
A correſpondent glow, but maiden ſhame, 
And inborn dignity the infant wiſh o'ercame. 


But ſoon the fire, in pity to the pair, 

And won to yield, by Theodolfe's requeſt, 
Prevents the wiſhes of the conſcious fair, 

And tells the paſhon of his noble gueſt, 

The lover oft before his ſuit had preſt ; 

But ſtill, with ſoft denial, to her fire | 
The maid referr'd ; but when the youth confeſt 
To the benignant man his warm deſire, 

He ſoon his ſanction gave, and bleſt the ſacred fire, 


Their faith ſcem'd one, the pure baptiſmal rite, 
The noble conyert with his King had ſhar'd ; 
The maid conſents, and ſoon his ſacred light, 
With chearful haſte, the nuptial god prepar d. 
— Oh! let the holy rite be yet deferr'd, 
Unhappy fire ! till“ Tamor's Feaſt be o'er, 


* The approaching feftival appointed for the nuptials of the King of 


Ireland and Elianor . 
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While Sitric veils his fraud, with double guard : 


Bout ſoon, the genial board ſhall float in gore, 
And ſtrife the ſigual ſound to Eirin's furtheſt ſhore, 


— * * * . » 


—Why hangs the huſband o'er yon fatal ſcroll, 
While ſtreaming tears his infant joys profane? 
Why does he gaze in agony of ſoul, 

On the fair links of yonder golden chain, 

Giv'n by his lovely bride, but giv'n in vain ? 

Alas ! a ſtronger link of holy dread 

Fetters his mind. But oh! illuſtrious Dane, 

Yet ere the moment of eſcape be fled, 

Preſerve thy lovely ſpouſe, and fire's devoted head 


But now, with wild alarm, his lovely ſpouſe 
Perceives the tempeſt of the hero's breaſt ; 
How faſt the tide c© paſhon ebbs and flows, 
How oft by dark deſpondence lull'd to reſt. 
With ſuppliant tears, the lovely mourner preſt 
The ſecret of his ſwelling grief to know, 


And thus, at length, the conquer'd youth addreſt | 


His ſpouſe, tho” oft the ſtorm of burſting woe, 
And ſorrow's bitter ſhow*r forbad the cauſe to ſhow. 


« Loſt! loſt, alas ! beyond my power to ſave, 
I now muſt leave whate'er I hold moſt dear, 


— 
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Leave her, perhaps, to ſill the gloomy grave, 

And 1, unhappy I, am doom'd to bear 

A ſhare in Eirin's woes!“ alarm'd to hear 

His words, and his impaſſion'd looks to ſee z 

Again ſhe pray'd her noble ſpouſe to clear 
The ſecret of the deadly embaſly, 

By every ſoothing art, and every tender plea. 


% Alas,” he cry'd, © the final blow is given, 
Which ſeals the doom of this devoted land; 
The ſignal of her fall is ſeen in heaven, 

And Odin triumphs o'er the bloody ftrand, 

The horrid buſineſs, long by Sitric plann'd, 

Is ripe at laft, and labours to a cloſe— 
Ev'n now, perhaps, he gives the ſtern command, 
From Tamor's hall to let deſtruction looſe, 
Careleſs of obloquy and violated yows !“ 


* Oh could my ſingle hand avert our doom !— 

But cruel Honour, link'd with Fate, denies ; 

How ſweet, with you, in diſtant climes to roam, 

And ſpend our days beneath more gentle ſkies ; 

But oh ! the martial oath, the hallow'd ties 

'T hat binds with more than adamantine force 

The warriours ſoul Oh Heay'ns ! the flames ariſe, 

Yonder the ſign of blood aſcending ſoars, 

Haſte ! haſte! your inſtant flight ! and quit thoſe deadly ſhores!” 


636 

*T'was night, the father, and the weeping fair, 

With a few truſty ſlaves, the hero led, 

Down to the ſhore, but watchful Hinguar, there, 

All round his cruel fentinels had ſpread, 
And ſoon they met the deadly ambuſcade : 

Short was their ſtrife, and threats and pray'rs, in vain, 
The youth employ'd : in vain, he oft difplay'd_ 

His faithful ſervice to the royal Dane, 


The captive pair were led to join the ſentenc'd train. 


Gothmund arriv'd ; in vain the youth implor d, 
The reverend father, and the fair, to free, 
Immortal hate inſpir'd the haughty Lord, 

For Theodolfe's unſhaken amity 

To Eugene well he knew, and ſpurn'd his plea. 


The hapleſs huſband, ſtruck with pale deſpair, 


Stood for a while, in ſpeechleſs agony, 
Then ſought (a flender boon) to ſee the fair, 
For her tremendous doom, his Emma to prepare. 


Gothmund agreed, but hell inſpir'd the thought, 
To rend the bleeding heart with anguiſh new, 
Then to the gloomy jail, the youth was brought, 
Where Emma ſate, retir'd from mortal view. 
The awful ſcene to come, had chang'd her hue, 
To faintly pale, yet ſtil] peculiar grace | 
Liv'd in her fook, and deeper homage ey, 


'® Viz. The Chriſtians who had been ſcized at a concerted time all 


ever Ireland, by the Danes. 
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Than when the roſe of health adorn'd her face, 
For ſomewhat ſeem'd her mind, above its lot to raiſe, 


Her hands were claſp'd, but not in guilty grief, 
Not, like a Magdalene, ſhe rais'd her eye 

With penitential tears, to beg relief— 

Nor heav'd her boſom with one fearful ſigh, 

But, like a winged virtue, ſent from high, 

To this bad world, to walk the fated round, 

She ſeem'd to meditate the op'ning ſky, 

As one on heaven's eternal voyage bound, 

By fiery inſtinct rais'd to ſpurn the ſordid ground. 


But when he came, the angel left her look, 

And all the woman ruſh'd upon her ſoul ; 

Her Heav'n-aſpiring mind, awhile forſook 

Her fiery-winged friends aboye the pole, 

And mingled grief, and love connubial ſtole 

In tears away “ and do the fates allow 

This boon,” ſhe cry'd © before 1 reach the goal, 
To ſee the partner of my bliſs below, 

Ere yet my parting ſoul the cares of life forego.” 


He claſp'd the weeping fair, and © yet,” he cry'd, 
« A moment is allow'd, a ſlender ſpace, 
Yet, ere it fleet, thy lover's fate decide, 
If mutual love, or length of happy days, 
Or my eternal peace with Emma weighs ; 
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Renounce the croſs ! and quit the ſentenc'd train, 
While Sitric, yet, the fatal word delays ; 
Proud Gothmund then may ſtorm, but ſtorm in vain, 
To lee his reſcued prey contemn the broken chain. 


6 Think what a triumph to the Dane is giv'n, 
What ſavage joy, to ſee his ancient hate 

Againſt thy huſband, ſeal'd by angry Heaven, | 
And his deep malice fed by Emma's fate. 

Oh Emma! think, before *tis yet too late; 
Renounce the croſs ; and difappoint his wrath, 
Revere thy fire ! revere thy mourning mate, 

Nor leave thy conſtant Theodolfe, beneath, 

To drag a hated life, nor dare to venge thy death.“ 


He ceaſt, for ſparkling indignation warm, 

Lived in her look, and light'ned in her eye, 

A heay'nly glow inhancing every charm; 
And is it thus you break the dearer tye, 

That bound us with the ſanction of the ſky : 

O bitterneſs of death ! exalted pain! 

J thought, when fortune daſh'd my cup of joy, 

This ſingle conſolation might remain, | 

To find us link d above, in pure Emmanuel's reign. 


«© Immortal guardians, thro' the dreadful teſt 
Suſtain my virtue, and my faith uphold ; 

For what is virtue, when the tranquit breaſt 
Nor tryal knows, to purge the genuine gold 
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From earthly droſs. —O negligent and cold, 
To pure enjoyment, and the charms of mind ; 
I thought thy maoly ſpirit, uncontroll'd, 
Had left the accidents of life behind, 
And each ſublunar chance, to mortal man aflign'd W 


« And what is life, my Theodolfe,“ ſhe cry' d, 

« Without the heart-felt joy, the heavenly glow, 

Of ſelf-acquittance, rais'd by virtuous pride, 

O'er every tranſitory chance below? 

Shall 1 ſurvive, the final overthrow 
Of conſcience, reaſon, and eternal truth, 

To feel the viewleſs ſting of endleſs woe, 

Above the pow'r of ought on earth to ſoothe * | 

Ah! lure me not to ſhame ! miſtakes, generous youth, &c.” 


Exo oF THE SPECIMEN, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


THE 


EARL OF CHARLEMONT, &c.* 


O THOU! in letter'd eaſe retir'd, 1 
Whoſe noon of life, the patriots fir'd ; 

When Eirin's free-born ſons thy call obey'd : 

What ſiſter of the ſacred nine, 

For all the virgin choir is thine,) 


Hallows thy muſings in Marino's ſhade ? 


I ſee thee fit, with tranquil eye, 

The fair plantation's + growth to ſpy ; 

Foſter' d by thee, on Eirin's favour'd ſtrand, 

The nurſlings of thine Attic Bower, 

By vernal ſun and genial ſhower, 

Rais'd to an hopeful height, their boughs expand. 


* Theſe verſes were by accident miſplaced, which I hope will be ac- 
cepted as an apology, by the noble perſonage to whom they are b addref- 
ed, for their appearance in this part of the yolume. 


The Royal lriſh Academy. 
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Or, doſt thou turn the Grecian page, 
To mark, how Democratic Rage, 
On other ſhores its fiery track purſu'd ; 
Till, cautious, from its wild career, 
Aſſembled nations, ſtruck with fear, 
Remov'd its fuel, and the peſt ſubdued. 


Not ſuch thy mild and temper'd ray, 

That chac'd the ſettled gloom away, 

When Freedom op'd her eyes on new-born light ; 
Whea by the kindling dawn reveal'd, 

His peaceful bands emblaz'd the field, 

Publiſh'd the high reſolve, and claim'd their right, 


Full many a meteor's wand'ring light, 

Has burn'd along the waſte of night, 

By vapours kindled, and in vapours loſt ; 
Flaſhing in ceruſcations wild, 

Since firſt your beam, with influence mild, 
Roſe like a ſtar benign, and bleſs'd our coaſt. 


Long exil'd from his native ſhore, 

You brought the * ſleeping pilgrim o'er, 

And watch'd his ſſumbers with parental care. 

Your art the magic medium clear'd, 

Thro' which his native land appear'd 

A ſomb'rous ſcene, a proſpect of deſpair! 
| Freedom. 
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Vou taught him ſoon to recognize, 
Her native hills, that kiſs'd the ſkies, | 
Boſom'd with winding vales, with woods emboſs'd 
Minerva thus, with heavenly fleight, 
* Clear'd from thick fogs, the cheated fight 
Of ſage Ulyſſes, on his native coaſt. 


For years, in Wiſdom's ſhrine conceal'd, 


Your pious care the ſtranger held, 


(So Judah's + patriot hid the royal boy,) 


Till, to the plauſive bands around, 
You call'd him from his ſhrine profound, 
Like a deſcending native of the ſky. , 


Thy daring friend þ the flag unfurl'd, 

High ſtreaming o'er a wond' ring world; 

He ſpoke ; and millions caught the ſacred flame 
Thus Aaron, by his brother call'd 


To Iſrael's legions long enthrall'd, 


With heaven · taught eloquence divulg'd their claim: 


O may'ft thou keep the public mind 

Like thine, to legal claims conſin d, 

Like that prime orb, 6 that rules the murm'ring tide, 
And checks the ſiſter planets ſway, 


Which elſe would give the deloge way, 


O'er the pale ſhores indevaſtation wide ! 


* Odyſley, B, 13. + See the Athaliah of Racine, and 
2 Kings, c. IT, | Mr, Grattan, $ Alluding to the 
ſolar influence on the tides, 
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And may the band * that boaſts thy name, 
Preſs onward in the paths of fame, 
And ſtill new worlds of ſcience own their power. 
Long o'er their views may'ſt thou preſide, 
Their plans with ſapient counſel guide, 
And ſhare the well-earn'd wreath's immortal dower ! 


Friend to the muſes humbleſt plea, 

Thy genial ſmile diſtinguiſh'd me, 

When my rude hand the Tuſcan lyre | eſſay d. 
May every ſocial joy combine, 

(For every ſocial charm is thine) 

To chear thy leiſure in Marino's ſhade ! 


* The Royal Iriſh Academy. + Tranſlation of Dante. 


* 


N. B. An carlier place in the Volume, was deligned for the foregoing 
lines; but, owing to an accident, it happened to be miſplaced, 


— 


Rzsrrer for diſtinguiſhed genius, and other motives, both of a public 
and perſonal nature, had long made the author wiſh for an opportu- 
nity of marking his veneration for the illuſtrious perſonage whoſe 
name he has taken the liberty of prefixing to the following lines. 
The moſt favourable juncture which occured, for this purpoſe, was 
His Lordſhip's return from England (1793) and then, unfortunately, 
the letter preſs of the foregoing collection, was juſt cloſed, This 
circumſtance, it is humbly hoped, will be admitted by his Lordſhip, 
as a partial apologyfor the lateneſs of the igſertion, and alſo, in 
ſome degree for the numerous defects, and haſty execution of 
the following addreſs. | | | | 


zd October, 1793. 


TO THB 


RIGHT REVEREND 


THOWAS PERCYT, 


LORD BISHOP OF DROMORE, 


ON HIS RETURN TO IRELAND, ANNO. 1793. 


WELCOME! thrice welcome to thoſe ſhores, again 
Eſcap'd the perils of th* autumnal main! 


* * * * * * 


O'er many a mournful trophy, won and loſt, 
Four times the burniog line Hyezzion croſt, * 
And, wheeling round from either tropic, view'd 
Waſte realms, and flaming towns, and fields of blood. 
While to his eye, our planet's face afar | 

Diſplay the ſanguine, ſtern, eclipſe of war, | * 
Whence Blaſphemy, with deep, volcanic rage, 
Seem'd war with heaven, and man, at once to wage; 
Since Taſte and Genius wept the weſtern gale 
That wing'd, for other ſhores, thy parting ſail. 


* His Lordſhip had been two years abſent from Ireland. 
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Not long they mourn'd ; for, tho? you ſeem'd to part, 
Your country's pureſt love, that warm'd your heart, 
Still led you, * like Verona's ſage, to find 
What fatal cauſe had fir'd the general mind, 
What chance had given the flaming chaos way, 
Whoſe loud, eruptive ſtorm obſcur'd the day. 
Undaunted round the verge you ſeem'd to go, 
And mark the fiery flood that rav'd below, 
Then, with deep thought, explor'd the mighty charm 
Of ſovereign power to lay the coming ſtorm.— 
From the calm regions of eternal reſt, 
Ey'n from the fplendid manſions of the bleſt, 
You call'd the mighty ſpirit to your aid, + 
Who here, in mortal form, the Crozier ſway'd. 
On thee the mit'red faint, benignant, ſmiles, 
And aids, with viewleſs hand, thy noble toils. 


O may'ſt thou, like the warm approach of ſpring, 
That Promethzan charm, to Eirin bring, 

Which dull, cold hearts will own, with filial awe, 
And learn to beat for Loyalty and Law !— 


| * Pliny the elder. 


+ His Lordſhip is engaged in a republication of the works of the 
celebrated Dr. Jexexy TarLon, ſome time Lord Biſhop of Down 
and Connor; a deſign eminently adapted to promote the true evan- 
gelical ſpirit of pure philanthropy, Chriſtian moderation, and ſubjection 
to legal authority, 
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By thee recall'd, our buried bards ariſe, * 

Viſions of ancient glory meet our eyes ; 

The lyre reſounds, to former ages dear, 

And long-forgotten warblings charm the ear. 

Amid the laurel'd pomp we ſee thee ſtand, 

The trembling chords obey thy ſkilful hand ; 

The Phrygian harp renews its ſweeteſt train, 

And Bertram's ſorrows, wound the liſPning train. + 
.  - oo "nh 

In ancient times the muſes worth was priz'd, | 

Her aid the ſocial virtues recognized ; 

Nor are her charms decay'd, while Pzxcy's name 

Supports her ſtate, and dignifies her claim. 

The muſe will earn her wreath, for ſhe can quell 

The demagogue, and mar the ſophiſt's ſpell : 

The deſcant bold of Thracia's lyre alone, 

Baffled the Syrens with commanding tone; 


When their ſmooth meaſures lull'd the lumb'ring main, 


And warriors melted at the magic ſtrain. | 


* Reliques of Ancient Poetry, publiſhed by his Lordſhip. 


+ Hermit of Warkworth. 


* OT N ae e 
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Et: At ap Orp mai; Opninicg Opprug 
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Apol. Rhod.'B, 4. L 90g. 
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Bur nobler arts are thine; ſublimer toits, f 
When Zion crowns thy cares with other Tpoils ; 
When Sorrow dries her tears, Deſpondence flies, 
As thou unfold'ſt the counſels of the ſkies'$.. 
When touched by thee, her holy valves uncloſe, 
And far within, the ſacred ſplendor glows, 

While, thro” the mazy walk, thy powerful hand, 


Conducts thy pupil to the central ſtand. 


Whence his clear ken, by heavenly art refin'd, 
Takes in the mighty ſcheme that fills the mind; 
While at each glance, Imagination burns, 

And as he views, the man to angel turns. 

O may the ſacred influence ſpread around, 

Till wild licentious rage, with awe profound, 
Submits, obſequious, to its wide controll, 

And claim the nobler freedom of the ſoul ! 


The leader thus of Iſrael's holy choir, , 

(When bloody Sanl, with perſecuting Ire 

Th' anointed youth of Heaven's own choice purſued, 
Reſoly'd to ſtain the ſacred court with blood,) 

3truck the ſweet lyre, and rais'd the potent lay, 

The demons heard the hymn, with palediſmay, 

And from their ancient home with fury chac'd, 
Forſook their manſion in the maniac's breaſt. 


* His Lordſhip's Key To Tux New Te3TAMENT, a book that 
contains more important information in a ſmall compaſs, and thence 
more adapted to general uſe, than, probably, any mere human com- 
poſition. 


NOTE, ON PAGE gor, 
ACCIBENTALLY OMITTED IN ITS PROPER PLACE. 


* The zealous oppoſition made by the Puritans, as they were 
called in the reigns of James and Charles 1ſt to our eccleſiaſtical 
eſtabliſhment, ſeems, in the age of philoſophy, and moderation, not 
eaſily accounted for, unleſs we ſuppoſe that thoſe who were impelled by 
motives of conſcience, were in a great meaſure under the guidance of in- 
tereſted leaders, who had ſome purpoſes to accompliſh, which they did 
not chuſe to avow. It is well known that the Huguenots in France, 
ſome time before this period, had deſigned a Republican form of Go- 
vernment in the Southern parts of France; for this we have amongſt 
other proofs, the teſtimony of SuLLY, whoſe ſon-in-law, the Duke of 
| Reoban, was at the head of the party. The apprehenſions ariſing hence, 
might have induced the Government in England, to oppoſe the intro- 
duction of the new opinions, with reſpect to eccleſiaſtical polity, with 2 
degree of vigilance and ſeverity, which, however complained of at the 
time, admitted ſome defence even then, a defence, which we now may 
review in the calm light of ſpeculation, as the good ſenſe, the modere- 
tion, and diſtinguiſhed merit of the Diſſenters in general, both as to 
their religious and political conduct, have effectually taken away the 
force of all ſuch objections. But, at the time when the zeal of Puri- 
tans againſt the eſtabliſhed hierarchy, was kept alive by conſtant com- 
munication with their Republican brethren at Geneva, . the friends of 
eccleſiaſtical and civil ſubordination, might have defended the ſeverity 
of their vigilance by ſomething like the following arguments—they 
might have nrged, © That in every well regulated Government, the 
« State preſerved a check upon the public teachers of morality and re- 
ligion: of this, the Areopagus at Athens; and in Rome, the cenſorial 
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office, were conſpicuous inſtances that with reſpe& to Athens, when 
the power of the Areopagus had declined; the maſs of the people 
* was gradually depraved, by a perpetual and uncontrolled influx of 
* novel opinions—that the ſame cauſes muſt always produce the ſame 
or ſimilar eſſects. That the popular election of moral and religious 
teachers, gives a perpetual opportunity to the candidates, of apply - 
« ing to the paſſions, the prejudices, the intereſts, or the ſpeculative 
« vanity of the audience, ſo as to propagate the moſt pernicious te- 
* nets, whether political, religious, or moral. That from the nature 
of ſuch popular elections, a Preſbytery, Synod, or General Aſſembly, 
(however the majority of its individuals may be men of great mode- 
* ration and loyalty,) does not poſſeſs the power of applying proper 
correctives in caſes of innovation, and hence, if the party be pow- 
„ erful, extenſive, and at all inclined to interfere with political or ec- 
« cleſiaſtical eſtabliſhments, it will, in time, either gain the aſcen- 
« dancy, or that monſter in politics, an Imperium in Imperie, will be 

« the conſequence,” 
That even ſuppoſing Government as corrupt and arbitrary as the 
* puritanical oppenents might ſuppoſe, yet it is more the intereſt of the 
«© moſt corrupt Government, to preſerve their ſubjects in the bounds 
% of morality and good order than it can be of thoſe, who wilh to 
« diſturb the ſettled ſubordination of the ſtate, and as Chriſtianity 
*® teaches us to believe, that our duty and happineſs conſiſts in our 
« loyalty, the interference of the temporal powers in the choice of 
« religious teachers, is a main wheel in the ſyſtem of political order,” 
Theſe pleas, however, are now antiquated ; the attachment to the 
conſtitution, ſhown by the body of Diſſenters, ſhows that they are 
Fully ſenſible of its value, and the merit of their Clergy, in ſupporting 
the beſt intereſts of mankind, entitles them to the higheſt reſpect. 
Some theoretical opinions have, indeed, been ſent abroad by individuals 
(who paſs for Diſſenters,) inimical to every ſound tenet of policy and 
religion ; but with ſuch opinions the great body of that Church is un- 
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infected, and it is hoped they will make uſe of every means in their 
power to repreſs and diſcountenance, ſuch innovations, as by the igno- 
cant and prejudiced are too often ſuppoſed to be adopted, by the body 
in general. Indeed, conſidering, how much the two churches are 
agreed, as to the fundamental doctrines of Chriſtianity, it is to be la- 
mented, that any difference of opinion ſhould ſubſiſt between them. 
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